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The  times  have  been. 


That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die ; 

but  now,  they  rise  again, 

With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools. 


IN  TWO  VOLUMES. 
VOL.   I. 


LONDON : 

JAMES  RIDGWAY,  PICCADILLY. 


M.DCCC.XXXn. 


T'^E  NEW  YORK 

PUBLIC  LIBRAEY 

280551B 

1  1N4  L 


TIIXING,   PRINTBR,  CHELSEA. 


ERRATA. 

Page  17,  line  10,  for  «  guUtless,"  read  "  guileless.'^ 

30,  21,  for  "  release,"  read  "  re-assure/' 
73,  8,  for  «  make,"  read  «  made." 

7$,  10,  for  «  off,"  read  «  of." 

98,  18,  for  "  moir,*'  read  "  never." 

148,  17,  for  "  enconiam,"  read  **  encomiam." 

221,  25,  for  **  coided,"  read  "  cowled." 

233,  10,  for  «  broke,"  read  «  broken." 

Volume  II. 

39,         16,  for  «  for,"  read  "  from." 
202,         11,  for  «  mine,"  read  thine." 


He"  fastened  forwards  in  searfcTT  of  shelter,  and  his 
attendants  looking  anxiously  around,  they  discoyered 
a  small  and  miserable  but,  at  some  distance  from  the 
road.  Tbe  emergency  of  the  moment  prevented  the 
g^y  and  gallant  Courtier  from  being  too  fastidious ;  and 
^allopping  hastily  forwards,  he  threw  himself  from  his 
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X  ^^  ^&U  I  not  rejoice  to  go,  when  the  noble  and  the  brave, 
Vk.  "With  the  glory  on  their  brows,  are  gone  before  me  to  the  grave  ? 
^l¥hat  is  there  left  to  look  on  noM^,  what  brightness  in  the  land? 
1  bold  in  scorn  the  faded  world,  that  wants  their  princely  band. 


^^^9N  a  sultry  evening  in  August,  about  the  latter  end 

S^  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  a  young  Nobleman, 

journeying  towards  London,  was  overtaken  by  a  violent 

thunder  storm  near  the  entrance  of  an  extensive  forest. 

He  hastened  forwards  in  search  of  shelter,  and  his 

attendants  looking  anxiously  around,  they  discovered 

.  a  small  and  miserable  but,  at  some  distance  from  the 

^  road.    The  emergency  of  the  moment  prevented  the 

g^y  and  gallant  Courtier  from  being  too  fastidious ;  and 

^Hopping  hastily  forwards,  he  threw  himself  from  his 
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horse  at  the  door  of  the  Hotel,  which,  being  only  partly 
closed,  he  could  discover  a  light,  and  inhabitants  within, 
although  no  answer  was  returned  to  his  impatient 
knock  and  demand  for  admittance* 

Having  waited  about  two  seconds,  a  period  quite 
long  enough  in  his  opinion  to  devote  to  ceremony  with 
the  class  of  persons  whom  he  expected  to  encounter 
in  such  a  place,  he  advanced  a  few  steps  in  the  inte- 
rior, and  then  stood  in  silent  astonishment,  gazing  on 
the  extraordinary  being  whom  he  beheld. 

It  was  a  female,  sitting  on  a  low  stool  before  the 
fire,  but  in  appearance  of  so  great  an  age,  that  thb 
young  Earl  shuddered  in  beholding  her,  believing  that 
he  saw  something  not  belonging  to   this  world*     A 
velvet  mantle,   worn  and  faded,  on  which  appeared 
what  had  been  embroidery,  was  wrapped  around  her 
form,  and  over  a  part  of  her  head ;  the  rest  of  her 
habiliment  corresponded  with  this  remnant  of  magnifi- 
cence, and  was  equally  poverty  stricken :  her  hair, 
white  as  snow,  and  of  a  great  length,  fell  forwardii 
from  underneath  her  mantle,  and  rested  on  her  knees ; 
the  form  of  her  features  still  bore  the  traces  of  what 
had  once  been  beauty,  although  they  now  appeared 
rather  carved  in  oak,  than  to  be  living  flesh  and  blood; 
her  eyes  alone,  as  they  gleamed  in  the  fire-light,  and 
a  slow  rocking    movement   of  the    body,  convinced 
the  Earl  that  she  was  indeed  a  breathing  creature ; 
but,  while  he  hesitated  to  advance,  or  how  to  address 
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her,  she  sang,  or  raiher  murmured  in  a  low  broken 
yoiee^  a  kind  of  wild  lilt,  to  which  her  young  auditor 
listened  with  breathless  attention,  the  words  corre- 
sponding so  perfectly  with  her  extraordinary  appear- 
ance. 

SONG. 

Oh  God !  release  me,  in  thine  own  good  time, 
My  soul  is  weary  in  this  world  of  woe, 
An  hundred  years  of  anguish,  pain,  and  crime, 
(The  sum  of  Man's  allotment  here  below.) 
Oh !  who  would  not  the  gift  of  life  forego, 
The  sports  of  infancy,  its  hopes  and  fears. 
With  all  that  youth  of  rapture  can  bestow, 
If  thus  its  dose  draws  out  to  lengthening  years, 
An  age  of  ^ain  regrets,  of  unavailing  tears. 

Who,  that  now  gazing  on  this  withered  frame. 
Could  think,  that  here  the  pulse  of  life  beat  high ; 
Even  to  myself  it  seems  a  wandering  dream. 
That  once  a  lambent  fire  beam'd  in  this  eye, 
Where  now,  but  murky  clouds  and  yapours  lie ; 
And  glancing  backwards,  through  the  vague  obscure 
Of  memory's  misty  path,  I  vainly  try 
With  Fancy's  powers  bright  yiaons  to  allure,    * 
Seeking  of  present  ills,  a  transitory  cure. 

It  may  not  be — Oh  memory's  pangs  surpass 
Her  faded  joys ;  like  wreaths  of  drooping  flowers. 
Whose  sickly  sweetness,  only  tell  what  was, 
Kmfotem  too  true  of  life's  decaying  powers ; 
For  me,  no  more  joy  builds  her  fairy  bowers, 
The  loVd  companions  of  ray  youth  are  gone, 
No  friend  to  soothe  my  solitary  hours. 
My  children's  children  even  from  earth  are  flown, 
Yet'I  stiH  linger  here,  forsaken  and  alone. 
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Then  take  me  to  thyself—Oh  leave  me  not 
A  helpless,  wretched  creature,  wandering  here, 
By  all  my  fellow  earth-bound  worms  forgot, 
And  not  a  ray  of  joy  my  path  to  cheer ; 
Save  Hope,  which,  pointing-to  another  sphere. 
And  dimly  shadowing  forth  the  blessings  given. 
On  Angel  vnngs  for  ever  hovering  near, 
Soothes  the  sad  soul  from  every  comfort  riven, 
Whispering,  **  thy  race  is  run,  go  seek  thy  native  Heaven. 


»> 


She  ceased,  or  continued  only  at  intervals,  in  a  low 
plaintive  voice,  to  repeat  some  unintelligible  words;  and 
the  young  Earl,  trying  to  repress  the  feelings  of  awe, 
which  he  felt  almost  irresistibly  stealing  over  his  mind, 
advanced  so  as  to  stand  nearly  opposite  to  the  aged 
musician,  and  then  in  a  hesitating  tone  solicited  her 
attention. 

**  Peace  be  unto  this  house,  my  good  Mother,"  he 
said;  '*  I  pray  your  hospitality  to  grant  me  shelter 
until  this  storm  be  passed  away." 

Slowly  and  sadly  she  turned  her  cold  and  stony  eyes 
on  him,  without  the  least  appearance  of  surprise  at  his 
so  suddenly  presenting  himself  before  her,  and,  gazing 
for  a  few  minutes,  said, 

*'  What  wouldest  thou  from  me,  my  Son  ?" 
'*  What  service  can  the  aged  and  helpless  render 
unto  such  as  thee  ?" 

The  stranger  repeated  his  request. 
**  Poor  butterfly !"  she  exclaimed;  ''  dost  thou  then 
fear  the  raging  of  the  elements  ? — No,  rather  fear  the 
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letiinity  of  thy  fellow  man,  and  bless  the  thunderbolt, 
which,  in  consuming,  thy  youth,  would  spare  thee  the 
lingering  torment  of  an  age  like  this." 

She  turned  as  she  spoke ;  and  partly  rising,  uncovered 
her  head,  shewing  to  him  more  fully  a  countenance, 

from  which  he  recoiled  as  from  that  of  one  risen  from 

« 

•the  tomb.  But,  recovering  himself  in  a  momont,  he 
said : 

''Pardon  me.  Madam;  you  wrong  the  spurs  of 
knighthood  by  the  appellation  with  which  you  have 
just  honoured  me ;  and  still  more,  by  the  imputation  of 
any  thing  like  personal  apprehension ;  although,'^  he 
added  with  a  smile,  in  which  self-satisfaction  was  min- 
gled with  pity  for  the  object  before  him,  ''  I  have  not 
yet  sojourned  long  enough  in  this  world  to  be  altoge- 
ther weary  of  it — ^however,  I  did  but  solicit  the  shelter 
of  your  roof  for  the  preservation  of  my  Airred  and  em- 
broidered cloak,  which  is  ill  calculated  to  endure  the 
rough  usage  of  such  a  storm  as  the  present;  and  I 
must  instantly,  on  my  arrival  in  London,  appear  before 
my -Queen,  of  whose  mandates  I  have  been  the 
bearer." 

**  Thou  art  then  a  Courtier,"  said  the  old  woman, 
eyeing  him  more  attentively.  ''I,  also  have  known 
something  of  Courts ;  yes,  and  Queened  it  too, — but 
that  is  long  past." 

S'be  clasped  her  hands  over  her  forehead,  and  seemed 
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for  some  minutes  to  forget  her  guest;  then  suddenly 
arousing  herself,  ske  asked,  **  Wbo  reigns  in  England 
now  ?-— I  have  seen  many  reigns,  but  all  are  away  like 
unto  a  dream. — Oh!  young  man,  I  have  passed  from  a 
throne  to  a  prison,  I  have  been  steeped  in  the  blood  of 
those  nearest  and  dearest ;  I  have  sojourned  on  this 
earth  one  hundred  and  forty  years;  I  have  been  a 
Queen;  I  am  a  Beggar;  and  thou  comest  to  me  to 
ask  refuge  from  a  stoim. — Away!  ibway!  the  Coun- 
tess* of  Desmond  has  no  shelter  for  such  as  thee." 

'^  The  Countess  of  Desmond !"  exclaimed  the  young 
Nobleman,  involuntarily  bending  his  knee  before 
her.  ''  Is  it  possible,  that  I  indeed  behold  that 
beautiful  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  I  have 
heard,  so  much,  and  on  whose  fascinating  portrait  I 
have  so  often  gazed  with  admiration ;  turn  not  away^ 
Madam ;  in  me  you  behold  an  admirer  of  your 
house ;  and  lightly  as  you  seem  to  regard  me,  my  name, 
at  least,  has  never  been  coupled  with  reproach." 

''  Thou  an  advocate  of  the  fallen  Desmond,  effeminate 
boy?"  rejoined,  the  old  CouBtes&.  ''  Thou  hast  noac^ 
quaintance  with  that  race — No !  oh  no !  thy  English 
blood  is  degenerate,  and  the  heroes  of  other  days  have 
no  fit  representatives  in  this.  But  yet,"  she  conti;- 
nued,  after  a  pause,  in  a  softer  tone,  and  stretching 
forth  her  withered  arms, "  if  thou  art,  indeed,  a  friend; 
if  thou  comest  through  cloud  and  irtorm  to  remind  me 
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of  my  lost   unhappy  HamiXj,  I  bless  thee  for  their 
take." 

While  she  spoke,  she  ^aid  her  death  cold  hands  on 
the  ringlets  of  his  fair  hair,  as  he  knelt  before  her. 

**  But  thou  art  not  of  my  country,"  she  added,  after 
ft  long  paiise— ^^*  Nt»,  nor  thou  canst  not  be  eren  of  our 
blood.  No,  no,  too  many  generations  have  passed 
away ;  what  sympathy  oan'st  thou  have  with  the  lost 
House  of  Desmond  ?  I — I, — done,  remain  a  fearful 
oiemento  of  that  ruined  fabric." 

8b0  wrung  hei'  hands,  as  if  in  agony.  An  elderly  poor 
lodung  woman,  whom  the  young  Lord  had  not  before 
obserred,  now  came  forwards,  and  endeaToured,  by  the 
inost  soothing  expressions  of  which  the  Irish  language 
is  capable,  to  calm  the  unhappy  Lady,  who,  neverthe«> 
leai,  fiur  some  time,  appeared  insensible  to  the  tender 
cares  other  anxious  attendant.  At  length,  recovering 
benelf,  she  turned  again  towards  the  young  Earl,  and 
said: 

**  How  can  I  look  on  thee,  boy,  or  love  thee  ?  when 
tbeu  bearest  the  hated  name  of  Saxon.  Alas !  thou 
knowest  imt  all  the  cause  I  have  to  hate  that  name ; 
my  staughtered  kinsmen — ^my  country  sdrenched  in 
blood — thy  ancestors,  young  man,  have  done  me  fearful 
wrong;  but  yet  I  forgive  thee^— llieir  blood  rests  not 
on  thy  head — thy  young  hands  are  unstained.  Yes, 
since  thou  hadst  feeling  and  S3rmpathy  for  the  race 
of  Desmond,  and  since  thou  dost  seem  not  insensible  to 
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my  sorrows — thou  shalt  know  all — all  that  thy  fathers 
have  inflicted  upon  me  and  mine."  The  Countess 
signed  to  her  attendant  to  bring'^  her  a  small  coffer, 
from  whence  she  drew  a  Manuscript ;  and  presenting  it 
to  the  Earl,  said  :      ^ 

''  Read  that,  and 'it  will  teach  thy  light-hearted 
gaiety  to  weep  for  the  sorrows  of  the  forlorn  and  child- 
less—ito  weep  for  one  who '  has  outlived  all — aye, 
almost  even  her  own  feelings." 

The  young  Lord  received  the  papers  respectfully. 
Struck  with  feeling  and  deep  sorrow  of  the  aged  Coun- 
tess of  Desmond,  the  young  Lord,  deeply  affected,  said, 
**  How  comes  it.  Madam,  that  I  find  you  here  abaor- 
don^d  in  this  wretched  hovel, .  unattended,  and  to  all 
appearance  in  poverty?  If  you  could  condescend-  to 
accept  succour  from  the  hand  of  one  whom  you  seem 
to  despise,  one  who  belongs  to  the  Saxon  race,  my 
house,  and  all  that  I  can  afford,  are  at  your  command. 
Suffer  me  to  send  a  train  and  equipage  befitting  your 
rank,  to  remove  you  from  this  miserable  abode  on  the 
morrow.  Let  it  not  be  said  that  the  last  Countess 
of  Desmond  died  forsaken,  while  an  English  Knight 
retains  the  fevenues  and  the  feeling  of  his  ances- 
tors." 

The  Countess,  shaking  her  head, .  mournfully  re- 
plied: 

<'  No,  my  son,  it  is  too  late.    Tet  am  I  grateful. 
Oh !  how  many  years  have  rolled  over  since  the  voice 
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of  kindred  and  of  kindness  has  sounded  in  those  ears. 
But  I  trust  the  hour  is  now  nearly  arrived,  which  will 
release  me  from  all  earthly  suffering,  and  thee  from  all 
care  respecting  one,  so  long  past  the  natural  age  of 
man." 

The  Earl  continued  to  repeat  hisrpquest  with  so 
much  urgency,  that  at  length  the  aged  Countess  ap- 
peared to  yield  to  his  entreaties,  rather  from  a  feeling 
of  weariness  at  his  importunities,  than  from  any  idea 
of  satisfaction  to  be  derived  from  such  a  change  of 
situation ;  then,  promising  to  send  a  litter  and  train 
early  the  ensuing  morning,  he  respectfully  took  leave, 
and  sought  his  attendai|ts,  who  had  taken  shelter  under 
a  sort  of  pent-house. attached  to  the  wretched  hovel, 
which  formed  the  abode  of  the  last  Countess  of 
Desmond. 

The  storm  had  now  passed  away,  and  the  setting  sun, 
in  golden  splendour,  threw  his  rays  aslant  the  oak  trees, 
yet  glittering  with  the  heavy  rain  drops;  while  the 
delicate  long-leaved  fern  lay  beaten  to  the  earth,  which 
sent  up  its  softest  fragrance  in  light  wreaths  of  vapour. 
The  young  Earl,  romantic  and  enthusiastic,  had  passed 
some  of  the  earlier  years  of  his  life  in  Ireland,  where 
those  natural  dispositions  had  been  nourished  and 
fostered  by  the  tales  to  which  he  delighted  to  listen,  as 
some  worn-out  retainer  sung  the  valour  and  misfortunes 

B  5 


10  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 


of  the  race  of  Desmond,  from  which  he  kaewliniself  to 
be  maternally  descended. 

Of  the  individual  whom  he  had  just  quitted,  he  had 
heard  much,  bnt  until  now  bad  supposed  her  long 
numbered  with  the  dead,  even  yet  he  could  scarcely 
believe  the  evidence  of  his  senses ;  and  as  he  proceeded 
at  a  rapid  pace  towards  London,  often  pressed  liis  hand 
on  the  Manuscript,  which  he  had  placed  underneath 
his  vest,  as  if  to  assure  himself,  by  its  tan^ble  proper- 
ties, that  the  scene  he  had  just  witnessed  was  not  all 
a  dream. 

On  his  arriviil  in  London,  he  hastened  to  attend  the 
Royal  Elizabeth,  and  deliver  Uie  despatches  of  which 
he  was  the  bearer.  Aft^r  he  had  been  dismissed,  the 
young  Courtier  retired  to  his  own  house  ;  where,  having^ 
first  given  all  necessary  directions  for  fulfilling  his  pro- 
mise on  the  following  morning,  he  called  for  lights ;  and 
stretching  himself  on  a  rtchly  gilded  land  massive  couch, 
and  arranging  die  cushions  with  a  degree  of  attention 
to  bis  personal  comfort,  which  proved  that  the  c^rge 
of  effeminacy  preferred  against  him  by  the  aged  Coun- 
tess was  not  altogether  unfounded,  he  unroUed  the 
Manuscript,  and,  in  a  short  time,  became  completely 
absorbed  by  the  interest  which  he  took  in  the  adven- 
tures and  misfortunes  of  his  great  grandmother,  the  last 
of  the  noble  Desmonds. 
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The  Editor  haA  to  apologize  for  the  apparent  anchronum  of 
the  modem  patois  in  the  conversation  of  the  subordinate  charac- 
ters—it being  impossible  to  give  the  original  Irish,  which  few 
readers  would  understand ;  and  the  present  translation  is  the  only 
method  by  which  the  singularity  of  the  ideas  and  expressions 
could  be  preserved. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Gentle  as  breeze  that  bat  whispers  and  dies, 
Yet  blithe  as  the  light  leaves  that  dance  in  its  righs ; 
Noble  her  blood  as  the  currents  that  met 
In  the  veins  of  the  noblest  Plantagenet. 


Daughter  of  Desmond,  bend  thine  ear, 

Attend  a  wandering  Pilgrim's  cries, " 

This  way  turn  thy  starry  eyes ; 
Daughter  of  Desmond,  hear, 

•    Oh  hear ! 

Thy  Pilgrim  warrior's  bark  is  near. 

Waiting  beneath  this  lonely  tower. 

Then  bend  from  out  thy  latticed  bower ; 
Daughter  of  Heroes,  hear, 

Oh  hear ! 

Thus  invoked  the  beautiful  heiress  of  Desmond,  softly 
unclosed  her  casement,  and,  leaning  forward,  listened  to 
the  mellow  tones  of  her  lover's  voice,  as  they  mingled 
with  the  dashing  of  the  waters,  at  the  base  of  her  sea- 
beaten  tower.  The  beams  of  the  iiiU  moon,  falling 
directly  on  her  fair  countenance,  as  she  bent  towards 
him,  seemed  to  concentrate  all  their  light  on  her;  and, 
as  they  danced  in  the  lustre  of  her  soft  and  brilliant 
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©yes»  proved  to  her  lover  (if  proof  were  wanting)  that 
his  expression  of  starry  was  no  hyperbole,  as  applied 
to  such  eyes.  He  stood  with  folded  arms  in  the  stern 
of  his  little  boat,  which,  moored  close  to  the  tower  wall, 
geptly  undulated  on  the  waters ;  and  when  she,  the  fair 
Elinor  of  Desmond,  appeared  like  a  spirit  of  light, 
he  dropped  the  scarlet  mantle  which  had  enveloped 
his  figure,  and  taking  off  a  large  flapped  hat,  stood  un- 
covered before  the  goddess  of  his  idolatry. 

*'  Princess  of  Desmond,"  he  addressed  her,  ''  fair 
daughter  of  a  lofty  line,  clouds  and  darkness  encom- 
pass thy  beauty ;  oh  listen  to  the  warning  voice  of  one 
who  seeks  to  save  thee,  beloved— fair  Elinor,  the  house 
of  thy  fathers  totters  to  its  fall ;  fiy  then,  and  trust 
thyself  to  him  who  would  shield  thee  from  every  ill. 
The  English  forces  advance  with  rapid  march  towards 
the  towers  of  Desmond ;  thy  proud  father,  hearkening  to 
the  emissaries  of  the  Spanish  Monarch,  rushes  headlong 
to  his  ruin ;  whilst  thy  fierce  and  obstinate  kinsman. 
Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  by  his  wild  and  disaffected 
conduct,  is  likely  to  spread  yet  more  of  bloodshed  and 
devastation  over  this  devpted  land." 

**  Oh  blame  him  not,  Leonard  !"  exclaimed  Elinor ; 
''  his  father's  unmerited  captivity  in  England  presses 
heavily  on  his  gallant  spirit,  and  justifies  almost  every 
excess."  **  Forbear,  forbear,"  returned  her  lover,  who 
had  listened  to  this  vindication,  however  short,  with 
visible  marks  of  impatience ;  ''  from  thee,  Elinor^  I  may 
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not  hear  the  praiBes  of  this  proud  Geraldine,  to  whom 
thy  hand  is  promised  by  thy  father ;  but  not  by  thee^ 
Elinor ;  say  not  by  thee ;  swear  to  me/'  he  continiied, 
passionately^  **  swear  by  this  bright  Heaven  above  us, 
that  no  human  power  shall  win  thee  from  me ;  our 
hearts  are  united,  nor  f<Kce,  nor  guile  shall  part  us. 
My  beautiful,  my  beloved,  promise  me  now,  and  seal 
that  promise  by  accompanying  me  far  from  these 
towers,  over  which  the  sword  of  destruction  -hangs 
suspended." 

'*  No,'^  she  returned,  *^  no,  it  may  not  be ;  Elinor 
has  other  duties,  other  ties  Uian  love.  Yes,  Leonard, 
even  than  thy  love ;  for  if,  as  ihou  sayest,  dangers  and 
misfortunes  do,  indeed,  gather  around  us,  canst  thou 
think  that  I  will  be  the  first  to  abandon  ray  parents 
and  my  kindred?  Often,  in  the  dead  of  night,  I  have 
heard  tiie  cry  of  the  Benshee,*  proclaiming  woe  unto 
liK  house  of  Desmond.  Return,  Leonard,  return  to' 
the  camp  of  the  stranger,  as  thy  dnty  commaods  thee, 
and  leave  Elinor  to  her  fate." 

^^  And  what  may  he  that  fate  ?"  rejoined  her  Jovbt. 
**  Yet  hear  me  once  again,  I  inlreajt,  I  implore  thee. 
I  come,  almost  in  the  act,  a  traitor  to  my  King  and 
eoimtry,  to  save  &ee,  thou  &tal  beauty,  and  thou^ 
Elinor,  nngxateful  as  Aon  art.*' 

*  There  is  a  preyalent  opinion  in  Ireland,  that  every  famQy  has 
a  Banshee,  w  8|nrit,  winch  g^es  wwroiog  «r<B#nilBg4eaths  or  mia- 
tetnnes. 
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He  was  intermpted  whilst  he  spoke  by  a  suddem 
clang  of  instruments,  the  trampling  of  horses,  and  the 
iash  of  toFdhes  from  the  shore ;  sounds  which  warned 
him  to  pnc^  hb  boat  hastily  under  the  shadow  of  the 
lower,  in  order  to  avoid  being  discovered  by  a  splendid 
cavalcade  now  advancing  towards  the  Casfle.  Almost 
at  the  same  moment  the  attendants  of  the  Princess 
entered  her  apartment,  with  a  summons  from  the  Earl 
and  Countess  of  Desmond,  to  proceed  immediately  to 
the  Banquetting  Hall,  there  to  witness  the  audience  to 
be  given  to  the  Spanish  Ambassador,  whose  train  were 
already  entering  the  court-yard. 

£linor  silently  suffered  her  handmaidens  to  attire 
her,  wiiUst  she  revolved  in  her  mind  the  late  conversa- 
tion with  her  lover,  and  determined  to  urge  a  fuller 
explanation  of  his  meaning  on  die  following  evening. 
She  knew  that  the  English  army  had  assembled  in 
considerable  force,  for  the  avowed  purpose  of  keeping 
the  discontented  Irish  in  awe,  and  that  her  father,  the 
Earl  of  Desmond,  had  entered  into  a  league  with  the 
Spanish  Sorereign  to  assist  him  in  driving  those  unwel- 
come invaders  from  his  country,  he  considering  his 
teiritory  as  an  independent  principality,  and  steadily 
resisting  all  attempts  to  exact  from  him  ei^r  homage 
or  tribute.  The  Envoy  of  tihe  Spanish  Monarch  was 
already  entering  ^e  Castle  of  Desmond,  and  the  pro- 
mised troops  were  probably  •dose  at  hand.     Matters 
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were  thus  necessarily  drawing  to  a  crisis,  and  to  the 
success  of  either  party ;  Elinor  looked  forwards  with 
nearly  equal  dismay.  If  the  English  should  triumph 
over  the  united  forces  of  Spain,  the  Desmonds,  and 
those  Irish  septs  which  the  Earl  was  enabled  to  bring 
into  the  field,  nothing  remained  for  him  and  all  his 
race  but  the  prospect  of  captivity  or  death :  and  if,  on 
the  contrary,  they  should  succeed  in  expelling  the 
English,  she  trembled  for  the  fate  of  her  lover.  Lord 
Leonard  Grey ;  who,  although  he  had  been,  at  a  former 
period,  united  in  the  bonds  of  friendship  with  the  Clans 
of  the  Desmonds  and  the  Geraldines,  yet  since  they 
had  joined  in  endeavouring  to  resist  the  encroaching 
tyranny  of  the  English  Government,  had  withdrawn 
himself  from  all  his  Anglo- Irish  connexions,  and  had 
lately  accepted  the  command  of  that  portion-  of  the 
English  Army  which  was  actually  opposed  to  the 
Father  of  that  Elinor  whom  he  loved  with  an  almost 
frantic  passion. 

Of  this  much  .she  was  aware,  but  she  knew  not  that 
her  lover  was  secretly  determined  to  leave  no  means 
untried  to  get  her  into  hi3  possession ;  and  that  if  all 
his  arts  to  obtain  her  consent  to  an  elopement  were 
unsuccessful,  his  present  situation,  as  Commander  of 
th^  English  forces,  would  enable  him  to  carry  off  the 
beautiful  prize  by  more  violent  means,  trusting  for 
forgiveness  to  her  passionate  attachment  to  himself,  and 
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her  consequent  dread  of  the  projected  alliance  with 
the  young  Chief  of  the  Geraldines,  to  whom  she  had 
been  betrothed  from  infancy,  and  by  whom  she  was 
loved  with  a  passion,  not  inferior  in  violence,  and  far 
superior  in  steadiness  to  that  of  Lord  Grey. 

But  blinded  by  her  own  attachment  to  the  English 
General,  Elinor  slighted  her  young  and  warm-hearted 
kinsman ;  and,  utterly  unconscious  of  the  deep-laid 
designs  of  her  more  artful  and  cooler-headed  lover, 
bestowed  all  the  confidence  of  a  guiltless  and  unsophis- 
ticated mind  on  a  selfish  and  cruel  man,  who  con- 
ndered  nothing  but  his  own  gratification,  and,  in  the 
height  of  his  passion  for  her,  was  capable  of  coolly 
meditating,  and  assisting  in  schemes  for  the  overthrow 
of  her  whole  family,  in  order  to  confiscate  their  vast 
estates  to  the  English  Crown. 

Whilst  Elinor  revolved  in  her  mind  these  matters, 
as  far  as  her  knowledge  extended,  and  vainly  endea- 
youred  to  reconcile  them  with  other  facts,  and  to  ex- 
cuse to  herself  the  conduct  of  her  lover,  which  even  to 
her  partiality  appeared  not  a  little  inconsistent ;  her 
handmaidens  had  completed  her  attire,  with  all  the 
splendour  befitting  a  daughter  of  the  House  of  Des- 
mond ;  and  she  moved,  in  obedience  to  her  father's 
order,  towards  the  Banquetting  Hall,  in  the  lustre  of 
that  surpassing  beauty  so  fatally  calculated  to  draw 
down  misfortune  and  sorrow  on  the  head  of  its  innocent 
and  unconscious  possessor. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

Lot  there  thou  8taBd'8t,abr»atliiiig  valiant  wan, 
Of  an  invincible,  unconquer'd  spirit, 
This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise. 


The  Banquetting  Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Desmond,  now 
arranged  for  the  Audience  Chamber,  was  an  apart-- 
ment,  of  dimensions  sufficient  to  contain  four  or  five 
hundred  persons ;  but  so  low,  that  the  heavily  carved 
oak  beams  supporting  the  roof  were  blackened  by  the 
smoke  of  numbers  of  pine-wood  torches,  which,  borne 
by  long  lines  of  Kearne,  or  Irish  soldiers,  ranged  along 
the  walls,  Hirew  a  powerful,  but  strangely  glaring  light 
on  the  assemblage  collected  to  witness  the  reception  of 
the  Spanish  authorities. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  hall,  on  a  Pais,  or  raised 
floor,  stood  a  massive  and  richly  ornamented  throne, 
occupied  by  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Desmond.  The 
Earl,  then  but  little  past  the  prime  of  life,  of  tall  sta- 
ture and  vigorous  frame,  seemed,  by  his  placid  connte- 
nance  and  hardy  make,  well  calculated  to  endure  all 
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the  yioleot  shocks,  hoth  mental  and  personal,  to  which, 
from  his  situation  as  Chieftain,  or  leader  of  the  Des- 
monds, he  was  inevitably  exposed.  His  temper  was 
naturally  as  mild  and  forbearing,  as  was  his  constancy 
firm  and  enduring.  Bom  and  brought  up  amidst  the 
storms  of  war,  he  had  no  other  idea  of  life,  save  a  con- 
stant succession  of  siege  and  battle,  of  violent  incursion 
or  midnight  foray ;  of  peace,  he  knew  nothing,  except 
in  the  tranquillity  of  his  own  temper,  which  disaster  or 
adversity  had  never  as  yet  ruffled,  and  which  had  ena- 
bled him  hitherto  to  bear,  with  equal  cheerfulness  and 
equanimity,  the  blight  of  ill  fortune,  and  the  sun-shine 
of  prosperity. 

He  wore  a  light  cuirass,  over  a  dress  of  quilted 
leather,  richly  ornamented  with  silver;  a  saffron  co- 
loured mantle  embroidered  with  the  same,  and  clasped 
at  the  throat  with  a  Dealg  Fallainne,  or  broche  of 
jewels ;  this  mantle  of  fine  cloth  was  edged  with  a  rich 
and  heavy  silver  fringe ;  his  buskins  were  inlaid  with 
silver  plates ;  on  his  head  he  wore  a  high  Montero  cap 
of  the  s^me  cloth  as  the  mantle ;  and  a  sword  was  sus- 
pended by  his  side,  of  a  length  and  breadth  which 
proved  that  it  would  require  an  arm  of  no  common 
strength  to  wield. 

On  his  right  hand  sat  the  Countess;  of  slender 
make,  but  of  a  stature  exceeding  the  usual  height  of 
woHiaa,  her  features,  although  delicate  and  beautiful. 
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were  strongly  marked,  and  he^  brow  bore  the  impress 
of  high  intellectual  superiority.  Her  dress  was  a  rich 
brocade  of  cloth  of  gold,  with  sleeves  reaching  to  the 
ground,  but  which  were  open  in  front  high  enough  to 
allow  her  hands  and  wrists,  bound  with  splendid  brace^ 
lets,  to  be  visible ;  her  mantle  also  was  clasped  with 
jewek,  and  a  superb  diadem  of  precious  stones,  slightly 
circled  without  confining  her  long  black  hair,  which 
flowed  around  her,  descending  almost  to  the  knee. 

On  the  left  of  the  throne,  a  step  lower  down,  sat 
Elinor,  their  only  and  beloved  child.  Her  fair  and 
delicate  brow,  and  her  soft  brown  ringlets,  were  encir^ 
cled  with  a  bandeau  of  pearls.  Her  girdle,  her  sleeves, 
and  the  bosom  of  her  dress,  were  covered  with  orna- 
ments of  the  same  kind ;  whilst  a  veil  of  the  thinnest 
and  most  transparent  texture,  in  the  form  of  a  Spanish 
mantilla,  was  passed  lightly  over  the  back  part  of  her 
head,  and  wrapped  around  her  arms,  which  were  mo- 
destly folded  across  her  bosom  as  she  sat. 

On  either  side  of  the  throne,  and  on  a  level  with  the 
rest  of  the  floor,  were  ranged  the  Bards  of  the  Tanist, 
in  long  loose  robes  of  various  colours,  girt  around  the- 
middle  with  a  leathern  belt  and  silver  buckle,  and  fas* 
tened  at  the  throat  and  sleeves  with  massive  ornaments 
of  the  same  metal. 

On  each  side  of   the  hall,  and  within  the   torch- 
bearers,  were  the  foot  soldiers,  Keame  and  Gallow- 
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glasses^  each  aimed  with  a  light  shirt  of  mail^  a  battle- 
axe,  broad  swords  and  small  crooked  bow,  with  a 
quiver  of  short  arrows  at  their  back. 

The  centre  of^the  hall  was  occupied  by  the  tables,  on 
which  was  spread  a  banquet  almost  too  ample,  even  for 
the  numbers  who  were  to  partake  of  it ;  and  on  either 
side  of  the  tables  was  sufficient  space  for  the  train  of 
the  Spanish  Ambassador,  who  now  approached,  pre- 
ceded by  a  baud  of  warlike  and  spirit  stirring  music. 

Don  Sebastian  de  Aquila,  .the  Spanish  Euvoy,  was 
a  man  considerably  past  the  middle  of  life,  of  a  grace- 
ful and  soldier-like  demeauour,  whilst  the  vivacity  of 
his  piercing  black  eyes  relieved  the  general  gravity  of 
his  countenance.  His  dress  was  of  the  most  splendid 
fashion  and  material  then  worn  at  the  Court  of  Spain, 
and  his  gallant  and  proud  followers  wer^  as  nobly, 
although  less  richly  attired. 

Advancing  with  a  measured  step,  until  he  had 
reached  the  foot  of  the  throne,  from  whence  the  £arl 
descended  to  stand  on  the  same  level,  Don  Sebastian 
addressed  him  in  Latin,  the  only  language  understood 
by  both  parties ;  and,  in  a  long  and  set  speech,  informed 
him  of  the  anxiety  of  the  Spanish  Monarch  to  assist 
in  redressing  the  grievances  of  his  beloved  Allies,'  the 
much  wronged  and  oppressed  Irish — of  his  willingness 
to  advance  both  money  and  troops  for  such  purpose ; 
stating  the  numbers  already  landed,  under  his  (Don 
Sebastian's)  command,  whilst  ships,  containing  a  consi*- 
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derable  reinforcementy  were  eDteriDg  the  Bay  of  Dia- 
gle;  which  reinforcement  would  be  in  time  to  join, 
before  any  active  measures  could  be  adopted. 

The  Earl  replied,  in  the  same  laa^age,  by  return- 
iag  thanks  for  the  readiness  with  which  his  demand  for 
assistance  had  been  met.  That  as  to  active  measures, 
they  were  always  on  foot;  but  that  he  found  such 
forces  as  he  could  bring  into  the  field  inadequate  to  do 
more  than  keep  the  enemy  at  bay ;  especially  as  so  far 
from  being  generally  aided  by  his  countrymen,  he  was 
harassed  and  weakened  by  perpetual  inroads  from  the 
rival  Clan  of  the  Butlers ;  who  seized  every  opportu- 
nity of  annoyance,  and,  in  league  with  the  English, 
assisted  them  by  superior  knowledge  of  the  country ; — 
drove  his  cattle,  and  cut  off  all  supplies  by  land. 
<<  Thus,  then,"  he  continued,  **  I  crave  your  Excel- 
lency to  excuse  the  rude  fare  now  placed  before  you ; 
for  saving  a  successful  forage  on  the  last  week,  when 
my  Gallowglasses  drove  in  a  herd  of  red  deer,  along 
with  some  fat  cattle,  we  have  nought  to  depend  on, 
only  such  assistance  as  we  can  receive  from  Cork,  and 
other  of  our  sea  ports,  wh^i  the  wind  permits.'^ 

As  Don  Sebastian  cast  his  eyes  on  the  ponderous 
tables,  loaded  with  every  kind  of  provision,  his  solemn 
features  almost  relaxed  into  something  like  a  smile,  at 
this  most  needless  apology  from  the  hospitable  Earl ; 
and  bowing  with  much  courtesy,  he  obeyed  the  signal  of 
the  Bards  striking  up  a  Grace  Chorus,  to  lead  the 
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Countess  to  the  head  of  the  principal  table,  and  place 
Itimself  at  her  side;  the  Earl  performing  the  same  office 
for  his  daughter.  The  rest  of  the  company  were  ar- 
ranged by  the  Manhalmen  in  livery,  according  to  their 
respective  ranks;  and  in  a  short  time  all  were  placed, 
amid  the  deafening  clang  of  arms,  the  lOud  chanting 
of  the  harpers,  and  the  ear-piercing  sound  of  their 
we-strung  instruments. 

Don  Sebastian,  an  enthusiastic  •  lover  of  beauty, 
placed  between  the  Countess  and  Elinor,  turned  from 
one  to  the  other  with  the  most  undisguised  admira- 
tion. He  had  in  his  own  country  seen  as  much  of 
attraction  as  fine  features  and  strong  expression  can 
bestow ;  bat  the  union  of  these  with  the  unrivalled 
delicate  brilliancy  of  an  Irish  complexion,  was  quite 
new  to  his  enraptured  eyes. 

With  the  most  courtly  and  polished  address,  het 
sought  to  enter  into  conversation  with  the  fair  objects 
of  his  admiration ;  vainly  endeavouring  to  make  him- 
self understood  by  them,  in  a  mixture  of  broken  En- 
glish, and  still  more  imperfect  Irish ;  and  whilst  Elinor 
lent  a  pleasant  and  smiling  attention  to- his  efforts  to 
entertain  her,  and  he  became  still  more  zealous  and 
impressive  in  the  hope  of  having  succeeded ;  his  ears 
were  suddenly  assailed  by  a  noise  from  without,  so 
tremendous,  and  so  ^tunning,  as  to  appal  the  bravest 
unaccustomed  to  the  sound.  Rising  at  first  as  from  a 
diatance,  it  yirt  made  itself  distinctly  hefrd  ab^v^  th^ 
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hum  of  voices,  the  clatter  of  knives  and  trenchers,  and 
the  still  prolonged  Song  of  the  Minstrels,  and  momen- 
tarily sent  the  blood  to  the  hearts  of  the  gallant  Spa^ 
niards,  who  were  far  from  comprehending  the  cause  of 
this  strange  interruption,  and  to  whom  it  seemed  rather 
like  the  yelling  of  wild  beasts,  than  any  human 
sounds. 

Not  so  the  Irish  there  assembled ;  no  sooner  had 
the  distant  sound,*  at  first  scarce  heeded  amidst  their 
revelry,  become  distinctly  audible,  than  it  was  an- 
swered by  similar  cries,  but  still  more  appalling  from 
being  nearer.  In  an  instant  every  sword  was  in  air  ^ 
the  torches  were  flung  to  the  ground,  and  the  bearers, 
joining  in  the  general  cry  and  warlike  action,  tram- 
pled them  under  their  feet ;  and  by  the  lurid  and  half 
extinguished  fires  and  smoke  with  which  the  hall  was 
filled,  added  to  the  horrors  of  the  scene. 

To  the  astonished  Spaniards,  the  figures  of  the  wild 
Irish,  with  their  long  hair,  or  coluns,  streaming  around, 
and  seen  through  the  fire  and  smoke,  appeared  like 
Demons  broke  loose  from  Hell :  but  the  continued  and 
terrific  war-cry,  the  waving  of  swords,  and  simultane^ 
ous  rushing  towards  the  entrance,  soon  made  it  manir 
fest  that  all  this  confusion  was  the  result  of  some  hostile 
attack  from  without,  not  altogether  unusual,  since  the 
sounds  which  announced  it  were  so  resdily  compre- 
hended. 

The  Earl  was  amongst  the  first  to  spring  on  his  feet; 
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aad  uttering  the  war-cry*  of  the  Desmonds^  to  rush  for- 
wards with  drawn  sword  to  the  contest;  and  Don 
.Sebastian,  recovering  from  his  first  astonishment,  en- 
d«a?oured  to. collect  his  yet  more  amazed  followers; 
and  whilst  he,  still  through  the  fire  and  smoke,  kept  in 
view  the  tall  figure  of  the  £arl,  bearing  down  all  oppo- 
sition, sprang  into  the  thickest  of  the  fray.  Although 
from  to  his  own  unpractised  ear,  the  similarity  of  the 
cries,  and.  to  his  confused  vision,  the  exact  resemblance 
of  dress  and  appearance,  he  was  unable  to  distinguish 
friends  from  foes. 

The  hall  was  cleared  of  all,  save  fire  and  smoke,  the 
wreck  of  the  overturned  banquet,  and  the  alarmed, 
although  not  surprised  women ;  consisting  of  the  Coun- 
tess and  her  daughter,  the  foster  mother  and  sister  of 
the  latter,  and  ten  or  a  dozen  young  girls,  tire-women, 

> 

and  hand  maidens,  sprightly  and  courageous  lasses,  who 
pressed  closely  around  the  Countess  and  Elinor,  not 
from  any  personal  apprehensions  of  their  own,  but  in 
order  to  protect  the  wife  and  daughter  of  their  Chief- 
tain from  inconvenience  or  insult,  in  case  the  English 
should  have  any  share  in  this  attack ;  for  from  their 
own  countrymen,  even  those  most  hostile  to  their  Clan, 
they  had  no  idea  of  either;  at  least,  no  intentional 
iiiConvenience,^and  certainly  no  insult. 

**  Ah  !  Cii3h  la  ma  chree,  my  Princess  of  the  world,'^ 
cried  Elinor's  nurse  Alice ;  ^*  dont  be  afther  spiling  the 
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beauiifiil  eyes  of  ye  wid  cryin,  share  its  only  thiai 
thierin  Spalpeens  the  Buders,  an  there'll  be  no  harm 
done  at  all;  my  Rosy  jewel/'  addressing  her  daught^, 
**  myself  wishes  y«'d  run  an  git  ready  some  yerbs  an 
plasthersy  for  we'll  hay  a  power  o'  cut  heads  to  cure 
before  mornin." 

Rose,  in  obedience  to  her  mother's  order,  quitting  her 
place  beside  Elinor,  opened  a  little  postern  door  close 
to  where  the  group  were  collected ;  but  it  required  a 
powerful  effort  of  her  native  courage  to  suppress  a 
violent  scream,  on  seeing  a  number  of  men  in  ambiish 
without,  whom  the  quids  eye  of  the  Irish  lass,  e^ea  by 
the  flaring  and  unsteady  light  of  the  half-extinguislied 
torches,  at  once  discovered  to  be  strangers;  and,  con- 
sequently, to  them,  enemies  of  a  much  more  dangerous 
description  than  even  the  "  thieving  Butlers." 

With  much  presence  of  mind,  she  instantly  closed 
the  door,  and  returned  to  impart  her  discovery  in  a 
whisper  to  the  Countess,  who,  now  really  alarmed,  after 
a  moment's  oonsideiation,  signed  to  her  attendants  to 
follow  her  to  another  portal,  which  opened  on  a  flight 
of  steps,  leading  upwards  towards  the  ramparts,  which 
door  Rose  carefully  bolted  and  barred  behind  them  as 
soon  as  the  whole  party  had  passed  through.  How- 
ever, those  in  ambush  made  no  attempt  either  to  pursue 
or  detain,  but  seemed  content  to  watch  their  move- 
ments without  present  molestation. 

On  the  Countess  and  her  attendants  gaining  the 
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ramparts  of  the  tower,  iii  which  they  had  enclosod 
themselves,  the  light  of  a  full  and  cloudless  moon  ena- 
bled them  to  distinguish  the  whole  of  the  scene  below, 
where  Ae  battle  was  raging  with  all  that  blind  and 
reckless  fury  for  whidb  the  Iridb  have  ever  been  re- 
markable. Blood  flowed  in  torrents,  as  little  heeded 
by  those  wbo  lost  as  by  those  who  shed  it :  the  forces 
of  the  Butlers  were  not  only  more  considerable,  but 
better  ordered,  than  those  which  they  generally  brought 
into  the  field ;  and  some  persons  seemed  commanding, 
who  endeavoured  at  first  to  hold  a  kind  of  discipline ; 
but,  in  a  short  time,  the  **  Kilkenny  boys"  broke 
through  all  restraint,  and  fought  better  when  tiiey 
fought  their  **  own  way." 

Pressed  by  superior  numbers,  the  Desmonds,  al- 
though gallantly  supported  by  Don  Sebastian  and  his 
Spaniards,  could  with  difficulty  maintain  dieir  ground 
in  front  of  the  Castle,  and  some  scattered  groups  had 
already  given  way,  and  were  driven  to  the  very  verge 
of  the  sea,  which  beat  against  the  rocks  on  which  die 
foundation  of  the  Castle  was  laid. 

*'  Holy  Virgin !"  exclaimed  Alice;  **  an  sure  myself 
must  have  throd  upon  fairy  herbs,  an  see  quite  con- 
troary;  the  Butlers  bad  scram  to  tiiim  could'nt  belickin 
our  own  boys.  Och  Saint  Patrick,  Saint  Patrick,  there 
they  go — down  over  the  rocks — is  it  bewitched  they 
are,  to  let  thim  Spalpeens  drive  thim?  Look!  my 
Lady,  lookl"  she  continued,  catching  hold   of  the 
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Countess's  robe,  "  is  the  glamour  come  over  the  eyes  'o 
me,  or  is  it  thone." 

"  Too  true,  too  true/'  murmured  the  Countess,  with 
suppressed  agony;  **  the  Desmonds  are  borne back*^ — 
where  is  my  husband  ?  I  see  him  not— hark !  to  the 
English  Artillery ;  this  is  no  inroad  of  the  Butlers ; 
alone  and  unassisted,  the  proud  crest  of  Desmond 
would  never  vail  before  them.  Yes,  my  child,  thou 
doest  well,''  she  continued,  addressing  Elinor,  who, 
covering  her  eyes,  had  sunk  upon  the  ground  beside  her ; 
'*  thou  doest  well,  I00&  not  upon  thy  Clans  mans 
blood,  upon  the  slaughter  of  thy  kindred.  Och,  do 
look  up  darlint,  ye  may,"  cried  Alice.  *'  Success  to 
the  strong  arm !  See,  where  my  Lord  comes  down 
upon  them ;  the  thieves !  Devils  cure  to  them,  what 
brought  them  there  ?  See !  how  he  slashes  and  cuts 
them  down  like  hay — it's  little  time  they'll  stand  before 
him,  the  precious  soul.  Ochone  !  foul  fa'  the  devil's 
thunner,"  she  continued,  as  a  second  time  the  roar  of 
artillery  sounded  over  the  waters,  and  her  white  sails, 
gleaming  in  the  moonlight,  the  English  flag  fluttering 
to  the  breeze,  a  line  of  battle  ship  came  into  view, 
bearing  right  down  on  the  Castle,  as  the  deep  water 
would  permit  her  to  anchor  within  a  hundred  yards  of 
the  shore. 

**  Now  we  are,  indeed,  beset,"  said  the  Countess, 
with  a  sinking  of  heart,  of  which  her  proud  spirit  had 
never  before  been  sensible.    *'  Another,  and  another, 
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I  see  their  white  sails  gleaming  round  the  headland ; 
a  hostile  fleet  approaches — alas,  Desmond!"  stretching 
her  arms  towards  her  husband ;  **  what  avails  a  mo- 
mentary success?  Thy  strong  hold  is  surrounded, 
thou  art  already  captive — the  snare  has  been  too  art- 
fully laid.'' 

**  Too  artfully,  indeed,'^  sighed  Elinor,  whose  heart 
misgave  her  as  to  the  hand  employed  in  weaving  the 
meshes*  **  .Oh,  my  gallant  father  !  thou  art  the  victim.'' 

The  battle  now  raged  with  redoubled  fury ;  the  sight 
of  the  advancing  fleet  gave  *new  courage  to  the :  as- 
sailants, and  the  energy  of  despair  to  the  assailed. 
Man  to  man,  and  hand  to  hand,  was  the  strife  main- 
tained. If  personal  strength  gave  a  temporary  ad- 
yantage,  it  was  borne  down  by  superior  numbers ;  the 
conflict  drew  every  moment  closer  to  the  shore :  the 
bodies  of  the  struggling  Desmonds  were,  cast  over  the 
rocks  in  crowds;  and  the  white  foam  of  the  Atlantic 
waters  was  dyed  with  their  blood. 

The  Earl,  with  desperate  strength,  forced  his  way 
towards  the  rocks,  where  this  fearful  strife  was  main- 
tained ;  but  if  it  was  his  object  to  perish  in  the  waves 
which  washed  his  Castle  walls,  such  consolation  was 
not  permitted  to  him :  wounded  and  bleeding  at  every 
pore,  his  struggles  were  over-mastered  by  numbers; 
his  bodily  strength  exhausted,  he  was  laid  on  a  shield ; 
and,  hoisted  on  the  shoulders  of  his  enemies,  was  hastily 
borne  from  the  field  of  battle ;  his  bearers,  plunging  into 
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the  tUtik  wooda  wliich  stretelied  from  the  moimtaioft 
doiwii  to  the  Aore,  were  soon  lost  to  the  «ight  of  the 
agonized  CooDteaB  and  her  daoghter,  with  liieir  shriek- 
ing Uttendants. 

The  capture  of  the  Earl  was  the  ngnai  of  surrender 
to  the  scattered  remnant  of  his  followers ;  hemmed  in 
OB  erery  inde,  the  Countess  saw  that  further  resistance 
was  irain,  and  hoped,  by  rendering  henielf  and  her 
daughter  prisoners  of  war,  to  obtain  permission  to 
share  the  captivity  of  her  husband. 

With  this  intent  she  sprang  towards  the  turret  ^(tairs, 
but  had  scarcely  descended  a  few  steps,  #hen  she  was 
reoalied  by  the  cries  of  Elinor ;  and,  on  rettirning, 
found  her  surrounded  by  armed  ^en,  who,  by  the 
means  of  scaling  ladders,  had  thus  suddenly  gained 
access  to  the  tower.  Elinor,  weeping  and  trembling 
violently,  was  held  by  one  of  those  men,  the  visor  of 
whose  head-piece  was  closed,  and  who,  although  he  did 
not  speak,  and  persisted  in  detaining^  endeovdured,  try 
the  courtesy  of  his  isigns  and  gedtii^,  to  sodthe  and 
release  her. 

**  Unhand  my  daughter^  Sir  K:iiight>"  exdlaimed  the 
Oountess;  **  we  aire  your  prisoners  nnresisttngly^'^^we 
seek  only  to  be  permitted  to  join  the  fiarl  6t  D^mond 
f n  his  oaptivity--4iie  second  time,  alas,  wi&m  a  ehort 
space,  that  be  has  been  basely  betrayed  into  fingHsh 
hands.  Unhand  my  daughter,"  she  continued  ;  '*  do 
not  separate  us,  I  pray — we  are  ready  to  aiKScompamy 
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you  tbb  instant,  wherever  y<mr  t>Ie«ittre  nay  die* 
tale. 

The  Ooannander  of  the  party,  who  had  Memed,  at 
first,  by  hb  moveaientSy  only  to  inteiid  making  Eliaor 
hia  price,  and  to  leave  the  others,  now  hesitated  ;  and 
whispering  for  some  moments  to  one  of  his  attenduits, 
he  released  his  hold;  and  respectfully  saluting  both 
ladies,  departed  by  the  same  method  by  which  he  had 
ascended,  leaving  them  in  the  custody  of  his  people ; 
who,  with  a  kind  of  sullen  civility,  conducted  them  by 
the  tower  stairs  into  the  interior  of  the  Castle ;  from 
whence,  c^ter  the  delay  of  about  l^lf  an  hour,  they  were 
led  for&f  placed  on  horses  prepared  for  their  reception, 
and  guarded  by  a  troop  of  armed  men,  both  on  foot 
and  on  horseback,  followed  into  the  woods  the  track  of 
those  who  had  already  borne  away  the  wounded  EarL 
.  The  mooa  was  setting ;  and  even  the  little  light 
wiiidi  she  afforded  was  lost  amidst  the  increasing 
thicloiess  of  the  forest;  the  rough  path  grew  more 
intricate,  and  their  guides  could  with  difficulty  lead  the 
horseiB  over  the  broken  ground.  Alice  molded  and 
reproached  tiieir  captors  by  turns,  or  sought  to  en- 
oourage  and  console  her  young  Mistress,  the  impatient 
violence  of  whose  immoders^te  grief  had  almost  aroused 
the  indij^tien  of  her  generally  tender  and  affectionate 
ifothen 

*^  Whidbit,  whiriit,  my  darlint  of  the  world,  an  don't 
be  sobbin  .fit  to  break  your  heart  this  a  Vay/'  cried 

c  4 


32  SOMAHG8  IN  IHSLAND. 

thenime^aootliiii^j;  tiieB,8«ddeiiljcluuigiog  her  tone, 
on  her  horw  making  a  violent  stumble,  **  Och  an  its 
ye'erselres  that  dos'nt  know  the  usage  fit  for  ye'er 
betdiera,  to  be  draggin  uz  about  at  this  time  o'  the 
night,  on  sich  stumbling  garrons,  when  we  ought  to  be 
in  our  warm  beds." 

"  An  listen  to  the  Irish  witch/^  cried  an  English 
soldier,  '^  as  if  she  had  nerer  been  out  o'  nights  before ; 
how  long,  my  Mistress,  pray  since  thou  wast  last 
astride  on  a  broomstick  ?" 

**  A  broomstick !  ye  foraging  thievin  spalpeens," 
cried  the  exasperated  Alice ;  **  yees  are  more  like  to 
be  dalers  wid  ould  Mick  yeerselyes,  that  go  about  car^ 
rying  off  defenceless  women ; — shame  on  ye'es !  an  on 
thim  that  set  ys'es  on." 

<<  Its  I  that  would'nt  be  afther  wantin  any  to  set 
me  on,"  cried  one  of  the  Kilkenny  boys,  who  led  the 
pony  on  which  Rose  was  mounted;  ''sich  a. pretty 
lass  as  this  would  make  a  man  look  to  steal  her  for 
nothin  but  her  ownself." 

"  No,  but  ye  would'nt  tho  Larry,"  answered  Rose, 
who  was  probably  an  old  acquaintance ;  *'  ye'd  never 
be  the  boy  to  carry  off  a  girl  agin  her  will — barrin  ye 
was'nt  put  up  to  it." 

<*  What's  that?"  cried  Alice,  whose  ears  were 
caught  by  this  little  dialogue.  «'  What's  that,  ye'es 
are  sayin,  Rosy  ?  shure  ye'es  ar'nt  cosherin  wid  one  of 
the  Butlers." 


ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND.  33 

Whilst  the  uigry  Alice  raised  her  voicey  and  Rose 
and  the  joung  Butler  responded,  the  English  soldiers 
endeavouring,  for  their  own  entertainment,  tb  exaspe- 
rate the  quarrel,  and  add  to  the  noise  and  confusion  ; 
Elinor's  guide,  under  pretence  of  some  difficulty  in  the 
path,  had  dropped  a  little  behind ;  and  when  she  urged 
him  to  keep  pace  with  the  others,  he  answered,  in  a 
surly  manner,  ^*  that  the  beast  was  not  able  to  get  up 
the  hill,"  which  they  were  then  ascending.  Her  alarm 
at  this  answer  was  increased  by  feeling,  rather  than 
seeing,  for  the  darkness  was  profound  ;  that  there  was 
some  other  person  beside  the  horse  ;  and  she  only 
suppressed  a  scream  when  the  soft  voice  of  Lord  Grey, 
whisperingly  intreated  her  not  to  be  alarmed,  for  that 
he  would  protect  her ;  to  keep  silent,  and  to  trust  to 
him.  Whilst  he  spoke,  he  passed  his  arm  around  her 
slender  waist,  and  lightly  lifted  her  from  the  horse, 
which  passed  on,  led  by  the  guide,  who  seemed  uncon- 
scious of  the  robbery  that  had  been  committed. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Tlioift  aft  rtrerend, 
Touching  thy  spiritnal  iiiQction,  not  thy  life. 

The  nging  mm,  on  a  bright  September  meming,  aroused 
the  Bar!  of  Desmond  ftt>m  the  stupor  in  ^ich  he  had 
lain,  since  he  had  first  been  borne  from  the  field.  Stiff 
with  his  wounds,  and  exhausted  by  loss  of  blood,  he 
lay  gloomiiy  pondering  on  tilie  evettts  of  the  preceding 
night;  and  as  he  gs^ed  on  the  glorious  scene  around, 
the  rich  woods  clothed  in  all  the  various  lints  of  an* 
tumn,  the  stupendous  mountains^  and  the  **  broad 
Shannon"  rolling  its  waters  to  the  Ocean,  and  spark- 
ling in  the  sun  beams,  he  thought  of  the  long  captivity 
which  probably  awaited  him  in  another  and  less  lovely 
land ;  a  thought  the  more  galling,  as  it  was  scarcely  a 
year  since  he  had  been  released  from  a  tedious  and 
close  imprisonment  in  the  Tower  of  London ;  and  sigh- 
ing  heavily,  he  made  a  movement  of  impatience,  the 
first  sign  of  life  which  he  had  given  since  the  moment 
when  he  had  ceased  to  struggle  with  his  captors. 
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"  Ohy  oh !  I'in  a  thinkin  the  dead  naii^s  comtn  to 
life  agiB,''  cried  one  of  lus  bearers.  **  Shore  enaff,  an 
why  should'at  he/'  answered  another ;  *'  hi^  was  only 
kilt — it  is'iit  asy  to  put  the  life  ont  o'  the  likes  of  fainiy 
we'll  be  afther  havin  some  sport  with  htm  yit." 

A  horsemaiiy  the  leader  of  the  party,  attracted  by 
tills  colloqily,  now  rode  up ;  and  gazing  for  some  time 
on  his  faint  and  weary  prisoner,  said  tauntingly : 

"  VThere  is  now  the  great  Lord  of  Desmond  ?'' 

*'  Where/' cried  the  Earl,  rising  up  haughtily,  *'  but 
in  his  proper  place,  still  upon  the  nedcs  of  the  Butlers." 

**  Troth,  an  he's  ala^e  ,now»  with  a  vengeance,"  said 
one  of  the  former  speakers ;  '^  an  if  we  sarved  him  his 
due,^  its  on  the  gtonnd  we'd  be  af&er  laying  him — its 
siliaU  thanks  he'it  giviii  ns  for  carryin  him  the  live  long 
night;  an  a  branre  weight  he  is^  body  an  bones. 
Shall  we  lay  him  down.  Sir  Edmund,"  addresung  the 
Chief,  '^an  jist  give  Jiim  a  rout  to  the  bottom  of  the 
hill,  t'woat  do  him  the  laste  harm  in  life?" 

"  Sitmce/'  said  Sir  Edmund  Butler,  sternly ; "  your 
jests  ate  misplaeed.  Brave  Desmond,"  addressing 
his  prisoner,  **  think  liot  that  I  can  have  any  design 
to  insult  you,  forasmuch  as  both  myself  and  my  bro- 
ther, the  Earl  of  Ormond,  now  resident  in  England, 
have  every  respect  fcm.a  gallant  enemy;  nathless.you 
have,  since  liberated  by  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  King, 
80  demeaned  yourself,  contrary  to  your  natural  faith 
and  aUi^ance,  consorting  with  the  native  li\s\i,%\)L^- 
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fering  your  Clans  men  to  iutennarry  with,  and  often- 
times speak  their  language  ;  wearing  their  colours,  al- 
though by  law  forbidden,  as  you  yourself  do,  at  this 
moment,"  touching  the  Earl's  safiron  coloured  robe 
with  the  point  of  hb  sword ;  '*  besides  inviting  armed 
men,  subjects  of  another  realm,  to  aid  your  wicked  and 
unnatural  rebellion  against  our  liege  Lord,  Henry  the 
Eighth,  King  of  Ireland/' 

**  No,"  cried  the  Earl,  indignantly,  ''I acknowledge 
no  such  allegiance ;  I  had,  indeed,  made  peace  with 
the  King  at  his  desire ;  but  I  consented  not  to  forget 
the  royal  dignity  of  my  ancestors;— Munster  was 
theirs;  and  shall  be  mine;  with  the  sword  they  won, 
and  with  the  sword  I  will  maintain  it."    . 

'*  This  seditious  spirit,"  responded  Sir  Edmund, 
**  thus  diffused  by  you  and  your  adherents  through 
the  cities  of  the  South,  is  more  particularly  galling  and 
irritating  to  his  Majesty  the  King,  at  this  period ; 
wheti  the  whole  attention  of  his  government  is  required 
to  relieve  the  nation  from  those  afflicting  calamities 
which  a  series  of  wars  and  devastations  have  produced. 
Yet  his  Majesty,  in  his  tender  love  and  kindness  to- 
wards his  deluded  subjects  of  the  Anglo-Irish  race,  is 
willing  to  extend  his  mercy  towards  those  who  seek  it 
by  sincere  penitence  and  submissioh^cease,  then,  these 
factious  clamours." 

*'  What  call  you  factious  clamours  ?"' interrupted  the 
^  Earl,     <<  Our  grievances  have  been  frequently  laid 
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before  the  throne — ^bnt  without  redress  or  notice — 
treaties  haye  been  violated,  submissions  received,  with 
a  shameful  and  contemptuous  disregard  to  the  most 
solemn  promises — our  fortunes  have  been  torn  from  us, 
our  consciences  have  been  enslaved ;  but  our  oppres-- 
sors,  not  yet  satiated,  now  prepare  to  exterminate  the 
wretched  natives  who  have  presumed  to  assert  their 
liberty;  and  thus  to  erect  a  tyrannical  dominion,  even 
over  those  who  call  themselves  English  subjects ;  and 
are  so  infatuated  as  not  to  discern  that  the  present  is 
the  common  cause  of  all."* 

Here,  exhausted  by  his  own  vehemence,  the  Earl 
sunk  back  upon  his  iron  couch ;  and  Sir  Edmund,  either 
not  chusing  to  reply,  or  not  having  any  argument 
ready,  rode  on  in  silence. 

A  few  hours  more  of  march  brought  the  whole  party, 
now  sufficiently  weary,  to  a  small  village,  where  they 
were  enabled  to  procure  rest  .and  refreshment,  and 
-eome  assistance  for  the  wounded  Earl ;  whose  life  nis 
captors  seemed  anxious  to  preserve,  probably  more 
to  serve  some  purpose,  by  detaining  him  prisoner  as  a 
hostage  for  his  qlan,  than  from  any  very  tender  feelings 
of  humanity. 

Before  evening,  they  were  joined  by  the  escort, 
conducting  the  Countess  and  her  attendants.  The 
despair  of  the  unhappy  mother,  at  the  unaccountable 
loss  of  her  child,  could  only  be  equalled  by  the  indig- 

^    *  Leland. 


r 


SB  ROMANCB  IN  IRELANB. 

natKNi  ^  the  EaH.  The  slory  tM  by  tbe  EngKnh 
soldier,  of  hm  sapposing;  liiat  slie  had  «Kpped  from  bnr 
hone,  and  been  loity  was,  of  comae,  diicre£ted  by 
all ;  and  Alice  had  sviEcieBt  reaaom,  fcaowa  only  to 
henelf y  for  saspecting  tiiat  she  had  been  earned  off,  and 
by  whom* 

Wounded,  a  prisoner,  and  separated  from  all  his 
Clan,  Ae  nnfortanate  Eail  ef  Desmond  had  no  means 
of  redress ;  he  could  only  occupy  himself  in  pianntng 
fatfle  schemes  of  yengeanoe;  alas,  never  to  be  re* 
alized. 

And  die  Countess— the  heait  of  a  mother  eould  alone 
comprehend  her  feelings,  aggravated  by  the  conscious- 
ness that  the  momentary  irritation  which  induced  her 
to  leave  her  daughter's  side,  had  exposed  that  beloved 
child  a  fliore  ready  prey  to  him,  who,  it  now  appeared, 
had  been  ever  on  the  vrateh  to  gain  possession  of  tiie 
only  prize  whidi  he  valued  amongst  all  the  spoils  of 
this  war,  destined  to  be  one  of  exterminatkm. 

A  few  days  of  rest,  and  the  suigtcal  attendance  of 
Alice,  who,  with  justice,  piqued  henelf  on  being  the 
most  skilful  leech  in  the  district,  restored  the  Earl 
sufficiently  to  enable  him  to  bear  the  movement  of  a 
horse;  when  Sir  Edmiind  Butler,  mustering  his  band, 
now  conslderaUy  augmented,  they  resume^  their 
mardh  towards  Kilkenny;  and,  on  their  arrival,  the 
prieonen  were  lodged  in  the  Castle,  a  fortress,  whose 
strength  seemed  to  render  succour  from  without  almost 
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tepfiKiflieabfe,  and  sibrcbd  dtill  less  proirpect  of  «scape 

Hie  Oastle  of  Kilkenny  is  sitiiftted  on  b,  bold  end 
abMpt  ein^eMiee^  "wkinh  rises  within  a  sudden  bend  of 
Ihe  bettatifal  river  ii'ore ;  a  waH  of  forty  feet  in  height 
circles  l^e  lower  |>art  of  this  h31,  leaving  but  a  ivafttow 
piaithway  between  the  base  amd  the  river.  On  this 
pathway,  the  morning  after  his  arnvaiy  Sir  Bdmnnd 
Butler  was  seen  idowly  w«dking ;  1>eMde  him  was  a 
nMn  of  venerable  appearances  atMl  advanced  age ;  his 
archepiscopal  robes  marked  his  rank  and  profesmn, 
aad  on  his  countenance  might  be  seen  that  which  it 
was  painful  to  behold  in  one  who  should  hate  been 
revered,  both  from  his  age  and  «aered  office. 

Small  grey  eyes,  half  shnt,  and  giancing  like  those 
of  a  serpent,  were  overshadowed  by  heavy  broWs, 
white  w^  age,  and  which  formed  a  striking  contrast 
to  his  dark  and  livid  complexion ;  his  manners  and 
address  were  coitrtly  and  i^lky;  and  when  his  lips 
parted  in  what  he  intended  for  aumile,  the  beholder 
ittv^^mitarily  drew  back  ftbm  the  *^  withering  sneer.'^ 
TUs  was  Alan,  Archbishop  at  Dttblin,  and  the  bosom 
Mend,  If  by  anch  the  name  of  friendship  may  be  pro* 
faned,  of  the  all-powerful  Cardinal  Wolsey. 

Continuing  his  conversation  with  Sir  Edttund,  he 
aaid: 

"  The  ease  and  precipitation  widi  which  those  Chiefs, 
who  have  but  just  How  made  formal  submission  to 
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the  Crown,  take  arms  ou  any  slight  pretence  of  quarrel 
with  their  neighbours^  shows  how  they  look  to  the  pre- 
sent Governor  for  conniyance  and  support ;  for  smce 
the  time  that  your  noble' brother,  the  Earl  of  Ormond, 
was  superseded,  and  the  Earl  of  Kildare  made  Lord 
Deputy  in  his  place,  those  factious  Chieftains  have 
demeaned  themselves  with  a  fearless  daring,  which 
would  require  a  vigorous  and  respectable  government 
to  bring  even  to  the  appearance  of  order,  as  in  place  of 
the  humility  of  subjects  they  take  the  air  of  inde- 
pendant  Potentates." 

'<  True,"  returned  Sir  Edmund ;  **  and  the  Earl  of 
Kildare,  giving  his  daughters  in  marriage  to  O'Connor, 
of  O'Fally,  and  O'CarroU,  of  Liex,  two  such  powerful 
Chieftains,  in  scorn  of  the  law  which  forbids  such 
connexions — ^his  appointment  of  his  rash  wild  son, 
Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  to  act  as  Deputy  in  his  place, 
now  that  he  has  been  called  to  England  to  answer  to 
the  King  for  all  these  strange  acts,  proveth  sufficiently 
his  intention  to  exclude  all  but  the  partizans  of  his 
own  faction  from  authority,  or  even  protection.  Besides, 
hb  removing  you,  my  reverend  Lord,  from  the  office 
of  Chancellor,  and  committing  the  seals  to  his  own 
private  friend,  Cromer,  Primate  of*  Armagh." 

*^  That  wound  in  the  head,"  interrupted  the  Arch- 
bishop, with  a  bitter  smile,  **  which  he  received  in 
some  factious  quarrel  of  one  of  his  hopeful  sons-in-law, 
appeareth  to  my  thinking  to  have  disordered  his  in- 
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telleot^  and  increased  his  extravagance.  My  letters 
from  London  give  countenance  to  a  strange  story, 
which  is  so  rife  there  amongst  the  people  as  to  have 
given  rise  to  a  Ballad  that  has  been  transmitted  to  m^. 
If  there  be  any  foundation  for  the  scene  therein  de- 
scribed, it  requireth  all  my  influence  with  my  most 
honourable  and  reverend  friend,  the  Cardinal,  to  coun- 
teract the  threat  held  out  in  the  last  line.  If  his  most 
sacred  Majesty,  the  King,  ever  said  so — and  it  might 
be — I  have  seen'  him  strangely  touched  and  enter- 
tained at  times  by  the  wild  and  uncouth  manners  and 
speeches  of  this  Earl  of  Kildare,  and  others  like  unto 
him.'' 

He  then  drew  from  his  bosom  the  letter  containing 
the  Ballad  in  question,  and  presented  it  to  Sir  Edmund, 
who  read  it  aloud  with  an  emphasis  under  which  the 
Archbishop  seemed  to  wince  and  writhe. 

KILDARE.* 

Deep  in  a  British  dungeon  mewed, 

Kildare  long  sighed  in  vain. 
Whilst  every  jealous  rival  viewed, 

Well  pleased,  his  lengthened  pain. 

And  day  by  day,  he  lingerM  on 

Within  that  damp  cold  cell. 
And  knew  not  the  broad  peal  of  noon 
■  From  midnight's  heavy  kneH. 

*  The  Editor  of  these  Volmnes  has  no  share  in  the  amn%^- 
mentoftldBBalkidj  which  vms  composed  by  another  band. 
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At  length  Us  priaon  ban  were  lyent^ 

AU  ranged  his  riTals  stood, 
And  deep,  and  deadly  was  tlieir  thirst 

For  his  right  gallant  Mood. 

Then  accosatlons,  dark  and  dim, 

Mysterious,  undefined. 
Of  Treason'' they  poor  tfaiek  on  him-— 

Treason,  at  least,  designed : 

*^  A  dangerous,  sdbtle,  artfol  man, 

*'  On  Iriak  interest  bent, 
'*  Thus  wise  their  inaendo's  ran, 

<<  Therefore  he  is  attaint." 

^'  Now,  by  my  sonl,''  King  Henry  cried. 
For  at  his  throne  this  passed, 

"  Of  ablest  Counsel  In  the  realm, 
<<  Right  awful  need  thou  hast'' 

*'  The  able'st  Counsel  in  the  land,** 

Fitxthomas  cried,  f*  I  crave, 
*  For  I  engage  King  Henry's  hand 
"  Against  each  lying  knave/' 

The  smiling  Ktng  then  qiAckly  said, 

"  Produce  the  evidence, 
"  And  see  'ye,  it  be  good  and  strong, 

"  Or  qmckly  get  ye  hence." 

<<  Yonr  Maj^ty,  he  bum'd  a  Cbnrch, 

'^  A  sacrilege  and  sin — " 
<<  Because,"  replied  the  Earl,  ^  I  thought 

<<  The  Bi&op  was  within." 

Right  heartily,  King  Hairy  laugh'd. 

At  this  most  fair  conceit, 
Th'  accusers  in  that  laugh  foresaw 

Their  own  deserv'd  defeat 
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Btet  one^  moire  wtatfafal  thm  ihe  rest, 

In  bitterness  did  swear, 
'^  Your  Msyesty,  all  Ireland 

<'  Can't  rale  tins  Eari  Kfldare  !^ 

**  Then,  by  my  sonl/^  ont-spoke  the  King, 

«  By  this,  my  sceptred  hand, 
<<  Since  it  be  so,  this  Noble  Earl 

''  Shall  role  all  Irdand." 

A  long  pause  enstaed,  after  the  reading  of  this  Bal- 
lad^ when  the  Archbishop,  speaking  in  a  loW  and 
smothered  tone,  said : 

**  This  must  not  be/Sir  Edmund-— while  Alieui,  Arch- 
bishop of  Dublin,  lives,  Kiidare  shall  never  return  Lord 
Deputy  of  Ireland — ^but  there  is  a  spark  of  wild  fire  in 
extistence,  which  must  be  blown  to  a  flame — ^and  I 
have  the  meatis-^this  boy  Thomas,^'  he  continued, 
"  the  train  is  already  laid,  we  have  only  to  fire  it— and 
I  know  the  man  who  is  fit  to  apply  the  match." 

**  It  is  true/'  said  Sir  Edmund ;  **  Lord  Thomas 
ought  to  be  checked  and  controuled ;  he  has  a  set  of 
disorderly  Irish  followers  at  his  command ;  and  jealous 
as  he  is  of  his  father's  authority,  no  man  knows  how 
he  ineans  to  employ  them." 

**  By  those  very  me^s,"  replied  the  Archbishop, 
'*  shall  ^e  woirk  his  own  ruin,  and  that  of  the 
Earl  of  Kiidare.  I  will  explain  this  matter  to  you, 
Stf  Edmtitid,  more  at  large— and  diew  you  some 
letters,  containing  reports,  which,  although  tliey  are 
unfottunately  unfounded,  yet,   I  trust.  We  shall  l^ 
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able  to  give  them  suflScient  colour,  and  keep  them 
on  foot  long  enough  to  answer  the  purpose  in  ques- 
tion— follow  me  into  the  Castle,  and  I  will  lay  those 
papers  before  you,  whilst  we  send  for  the  person 
whom  it  will  be  necessary  to  employ  as  our  agent  on 
this  occasion/' 

"  Pardon  me,  my  Lord,"  said  Sir  Edmund ;  "  but  it 
seemeth  to  my  judgment,  that  in  employing  such  a 
villain  as  him  to  whom  you  allude,  you  also  incur  the 
hazard  of  being  betrayed  in  your  turn.  What  pledge 
can  you  have?  what  dependance  canyon  place?  on 
him,  who  will  thus  turn  upon  his  Master ;  and,  serpent- 
like, sting  the  bosom  which  has  fostered  him?'' 

**  His  own  interest,"  my  good  Sir  Edmund,  returned 
Alan,  with  a  glance  of  his  eye,  and  a  curl  of  his  lip, 
which  made  his  companion  shudder.  *'  If  I  make  it 
his  interest  to  serve  me,  and  betray  his  Master — think- 
est  thou  not  that  I  am  secure  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Sir  Edmund ;  "  I  think  even  your 
Grace's  penetration  may  be  deceived  by  such  a  man ; 
one  who  can  thus  turn  against  all  that  which  has  ever 
been  held  sacred  by  his  nation — you  are  an  English- 
man,  my  Lord,  and  can  have  no  idea  of  the  romantic 
enthusiasm  attached  to  the  law  of  fosterage,  here  in 
Ireland." 

^'  I  am  past  the  age  of  romance,  my  good  friend," 
said  the  Archbishop,  coldly. 

Sir  Edmund  shook  his  head  in  silence ;  he  thought 
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that  a  man  9  capable  of  such  a  plan  as  the  one  which 
appeared  to  be  working  in  the  Reverend  Prelate  and 
Ex- Chancellor's  mind,  could  never  have  been  troubled 
with  much  of  romance  at  any  age.  Sir  Edmund  But- 
ler, although  a  warm  enemy,  waB  too  much  of  an 
Irishman,  and  too  much  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  Chi- 
valry, still  extant,  to  approve  of  treachery  in  any 
shape.  A  hot  loyalist,  and  true  to  his  Clan,  he  had 
joined  in  the  attack  on  the  Castle  of  Desmond,  and 
faithfully  guarded^the  prisoner ;  doing  his  best,  during 
the  journey,  to  argue  him  into  what  he  himself  consi- 
dered a  proper  frame  of  mind.  But  if  there  was  any 
thing  of  treachery  in  the  business,  it  was  wholly  un- 
known to  him;  as  the  mere  surprise  of  a  midnight 
attack  was  not  considered  in  that  light,  and  vras  fto 
more  than  he  would  expect  in  his  own  turn  another 
time.  He  was  quite  ready  to  fight  Lord  Thomas  and 
his  whole  Clan,  *'  fairly,"  and  was  the  first  to  recom- 
mend that  his  overbearing  conduct  should  be  checked 
— but  a  generous  foeman,  he  recoiled  at  the  idea  of  the 
atrocious  falsehood  about  to  be  employed ;  and  all  his 
national  feelings  were  excited  by  a  foster  brother  being 
to  be  made  the  agent  of  treachery.  He  continued 
then  to  argue  with  the  Archbishop,  who  now  heard 
him  in  quiet  silence ;  repenting  that  he  himself  had 
said  so  much,  and  committed  himself  so  far :  but  he 
had  been  deceived  by  Sir  Edmund's  warm  animosity 
against  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  whom  he  seemed  to  con- 
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aider  as  a  sort  of  natural  enemy  to  his  house;  and 
Alan  concluded,  that»  with  such  feelings,  he,  as  a  mat* 
ter  of  course,  would  not  stop  at  any  measures  to  defeat 
such  enemy. 

Finding  his  mistake,  Alan  endeavoured  to  draw 
back ;  and,  listening  with  much  appearance  of  palienoe 
to  his  companions  rather  long*winded  arguments,  he 
affected  after  a  while  to  be  convinced ;  but  secretly 
rejoicing  that  he  had  not  unfolded  all,  he  retired  to 
the  apartment  which:  had  been  allotted  to  him  in  the 
interior  of  the  Cftsde,  there  to  consult  with  a  fitter 
coadjutor,  whose  conscience  was  as  callous  nearly  as 
his  own. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


The  tyranny  mih  which  he  hated  most,  was  that  which  broke 
the  intdlectiial  and  moral  power  of  the  community,  the  wont 
feature  of  the  institations  wliich  he  aasail^,  was,  that  they  fettered 
the  mind. 

He  thought  not  so  mnch  of  what  man  is,  as  of  wliat  he  might 
become.  His  own  mind  was  a  revelation  to  him  of  a  higher  con- 
dition of  lunumity,  and  to  promote  this  he  tiUiBted  and  toiled  for 
freedom. 


On  the  evening  of  the  10th  W-October,  1534,  in  a 
small  apartment  in  the  Castle  of  Clontarf,  richly  fur- 
nished, and  illttminated  by  a  number  of  waxen  tapers, 
sat  a  young  man  deeply  engaged  in  writing.  Many 
papers  lay  scattered  on  the  table  before  him,  and  from 
time  to  time  he  started  from  his  seat,  and  paced  the 
room  with  a  hurried  step  and  highly  excited  manner. 
His  age  did  not  appear  to  exceed  one  and  twenty. 
Uncommonly  tall  and  slender,  he  was  yet  so  perfectly 
well  formed,  as  to  be  eminently  graceful  in  every  move- 
ment ;  his  dark  hazk  eyes  were  fiiU  of  fire  and  vivacity ; 
his  complexion,  although  extremely  florid,  was  so  sun- 
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burnt,  that  it  would  have  been  accounted  dark,  were 
it  not  for  the  whiteness  of  his  ample  forehead,  which 
was  graced  by  a  profusion  of  brown  curling  hair :  and 
in  the  restless  animation  of  his  ever  varying  counte- 
nance, it  was  easy  to  discover  the  rash  and  impatient 
temper  common  to  his  nation,  but  more  peculiarly  the 
lot  of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald. 

During  one  6f  his  sudden  starts,  pacing  the  floor  of 
his  apartment,  the  door  was  softly  opened,  and  a  man 
stood -within,  of  an  age  seemingly  not  exceeding  his 
own ;  of  low  stature,  and  swarthy  complexion ;  the 
unpleasant  appearance  of  this  person. was  increased  by 
a  sinister  expression  in  his  eyes,  which  were  perpetually 
cast  down,  or  wandering  with  a  kind  of  stolen  glance 
from  object  to  object,  never  directly  meeting  the  looks 
of  another,  and  more  especially  seeming  to  quail 
under  those  of  Lord  Thomas. 

**  What  intelligence  bringest  thou,  Parese?''  said 
the  young  Lord, impatiently ;  ''  thy  countenance,  man, 

forbodes .  evil — speak.'' 

^^  In  sooth,  my  good  Lord,  it  is  most  evil,"  returned 
Parese.     "  Your  noble  father" — 

**  Proceed;  why  dost  thou  pause?"  exclaimed  Lord 
Thomas;  '^  I  am  prepared." 

"  No,  my  Lord,"  replied  Parese,  **  I  doubt  my 
tidings  surpass  even  your  appi^ehensions— your  noble 
father,  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  the  Lord  Deputy  of  Ire- 
land, has  been,  by  the  English  Government,  brought  to 
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trial — condemned-—  and  executed.  Stand  up,  my  Lord, 
you  turn  pale,  you  stagger — stand  up,  my  Lord,  you 
live — for  vengeance." 

Lord  Thomas,  with  a  heavy  groan,  covering  his  eyes 
with  his  hands,  leaned  against  the  wall  of  the  apart- 
ment, unconscious  of  the  efforts  made  by  his  foster- 
brother,  Parese,  to  arouse^^him ;  but,  after  a  few  minutes, 
suddenly  throwing  him  off,  with  a  wildv  cry,  he  sprang 
forwards,  exclaiming, — 

**  To  horse !  to  horse !  let  us  not  delay — my  arms, 
Parese, — begone  I  there  is  not  an  instant  to  lose." 

**  Whither,  my  Lord,  at  this  hour  of  the  night?  For 
what  purpose  ?    What  can  be  done  now  ?" 

^'  Much,  Parese,  much  may  be  done ;  we  must  away 
to  Dublin ;  the  Lords  of  the  Council  are  noW  sitting  in 
Saint  Mary's  Abbey— ere  they  break  up  this  night  will 
Thomas  Fitzgerald  i^orm  them,  that  not  in  vain  shall 
the  blood  of  the  murdered  Kildare  cry  out  for  ven- 
geance. Doivn  with  the  tyrant  ]"  he  continued, 
striking  his  hand  violently  on  the  table;  ''dearly, 
dearly,  shall  he  rue  this  act/' 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Parese,  detaining  him,  "  I  have 
yet  more  evil' tidings  to  conamunicate ;  but  I  dread; 
perhaps  another  time." 

**  Speak,  man,  speak  now,"  cried  Lord  Thomas, 
furiously,  ''  this  instant  let  me  hear  all.^' 

''  Your  noble  kinsman,  the  Earl  of  Desmond,"  said 
Parese,  in  a  faulteringtone  ''  is  a  prisoner  in  the  Castle 
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of  Kilkenny,  and  the  Lady  Elinor  has  been  forci- 
bly carried  off— it  is  believed  by  Lord  Leonard 
Grey." 

Hearing  no  more,  hord  Thomas  now  sprang  from 
the  hold  of  his  foster-brother ;  and  rushing  through  the 
Corridor's  and  arched  passages,  until  he  gained  the 
Castle-yard,  made  the  walls  re-echo  with  his  war-cry, 
which  had  the  instantaneous  effect  of  arousing  all  his 
followers  firom  various  recesses  where  they  were 
carousing ;  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour  he  had  col- 
lected an  hundred  and  forty  armed  men,  both  of  his 
own  Clan,  and  of  native  Irish ;  who,  led  by  him,  hastily 
proceeded,  some  on  foot,  and  some  on  horseback,  with 
loud  tumult,  and  violent  outcries,  towards  Dublin ;  and 
crossing  the  sands,  favoured  by  an  ebb  tide,  soon 
reached  Saint  Mary's  Abbey,  where  the  Lords  of  the 
Council  were  then  assembled. 

The  English  Lords,  just  on  the  point  of  breaking  up 
their  sitting.  Were  considerably  alarmed  by  this  sudden 
irruption  of  a  rude  and  disorderly  troop,  and  still  more 
surprised  on  finding  them  led  on  by  the  young  Lord 
Deputy. 

Lord  Thpmas  Fitzgerald,  advancing  to  the  centre  of 
the  Council  Hall,  and  by  a  commanding  gesture 
silencing  the  wild  uproar  of  his  clamorous  followers, 
with  as  much  of  outward  composure  as  he  could  force 
himself  to  assume,  although  the  traces  of  violent  emo- 
tion were  still  visible  on  his  countenance,  and  faultered 
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is  the  tones  of  his  voices  thus  addressed  the  assembled 
Council : 

/'Be  not  alfurmed,  my  Lords;  however  injuriourfy 
my  family  have  been  treated;  however  loudly  I  feel 
myself  called  on  to  avenge  such  treatment ,  I  am  yet 
determined  to  proceed  with  the  generosity  of  a  soldier, 
and  denounce  a  fair  and  open  war.  My  father,  the 
£arl  of  Kildare,  the  princely  leader  of  a  noble  Clan — 
the  Lord  Deputy,  and  Chief  Governor  of  Ireland/ 
having  been,  for  upwards  of  a  year,  detained  captive  in 
England,  to  answer  the  most  foul  and  calumnious 
charges,  preferred  against  him  by  secret  enemie» — has 
now,  as  the  climax  of  this  cruel  tyranny,  been  brought 
to  trial,  condemned,  and  publicly  executed.  His  blood 
cries  aloud  for  vengeance ;  and  from  the  hand  of  his 
son,  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  shall  that  vengeance  proceed* 
My  kinsman,  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  attacked,  sur^ 
rounded,  and  basely  betrayed  by  the  English  into  the 
hands  of  the  Butlers,  is  now  a  prisoner  in  the  Castle  of 
Edlkenny.  His  daughter,  too  fair  a  prise  fyr  such 
ruffian  hands,  is  actually  in  the  possession  of  the  Eng- 
lish General.  Avoid  me,  then,  all  who  have  taken  part 
in  this  bloody  tyranny — ^fly !  defend  yourselves — the 
sword  of  State  is  no  longer  mine ;  I  resign  it,"  he  con- 
tinued, dashing  it  violently  on  the  table,  **  and  draw 
another,  which  shaU  never  be  sheathed  but  in  the 
hearts  blood  of  my  Father's  mtVderers^  Avoid  me, 
then,  ye  miserable  tools  of  a  corrupt  and  barbarous 
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policy.  I  go  to  free  my  country,  and  my  people,  front 
the  vampires  who  suck  their  blood.  I  am  no  long^ 
King  Henry's  Deputy,  but  his  mortal  foe.  From  my 
Father's  ashes  a  phcenix  shall  arise,  and  woe  unto  those 
who  come  within  the  circle  of  its  avenging  fires.'' 

Astonished,   and  terrified  at   this  vehemence,   for 
although  Lord  Thomas  had  commenced  his  speech  with 
apparent  calmness,  he  had  ended  by  an  outbreaking  of 
all  the  passions  with  which  he  was  agitated ;  the  Lords 
of  the  Council  were  too  much  confounded  to  attempt 
any  reply,  and  seemed  only  to  think  of  ensuring  their 
present  personal  safety,  by  seeking  to  escape  from  the 
threatened  violence  of  the  exasperated  young  man,  and 
his  wild  followers.     Cromar,  the   Chancellor,  alone, 
who  had  been  the  early  friend  of  Kildare,  and  knowing 
Lord  Thomas  from  infancy,  pitied  and  forgave  this  pas- 
sionate irruption  of  a  wounded  spirit,  in  the  hope  of 
soothing  his  present  irritation ;  and  drawing  him  gently 
from  his  rash  and  unadvised  resolve,  arose,  and  taking 
him  by  the  hand,  with  much  kindness,  addressed  him ; 
and  in  a  voice  whose  silver  tones  accorded  well  with 
the  bland  and  dignified  appearance  of  the  venerable 
speaker,  requested  a  few  moments  attention. 

**  Reflect,  I  implore  thee,  my  young  friend,"  he  said, 
**  reflect  on  the  weakness,  rashness,  and  iniquity  of 
this  thy  present  attempt,  founded  on  uncertain  rumour, 
and  utterly  unwarrantable,  even  should  that  Fumour  be 
confirmed.    For  the  conduct  of  the  Butlers  in  attacking 


ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND.  $3 

thy  kiosman,  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  and  tfatis  bearing 
lam  into  captiyity,  it  is  probably  unsanctioned  by  the 
English  Govemment ;  but  even  if  it  were  by  them  con- 
nired  at,  recollect,  that  this,  thy  kinsman,  is  actually 
in  open  rebellion  against  the  English  King,  and  in 
alliance  with  the  Spanish.  And  thou,  Thomas,  in 
undertaking  his  defence,  renderest  thyself  liable  to  the 
charge  of  high  treason,  now  about  to  be  preferred  against 
Desmond.  Recollect  the  folly  of  supposing  that  a 
whole  kingdom  can  be  reduced  -by  such  forces  as  thou 
couldest  bring  forward;  or  that  if  reduced,  it  would  not 
instantly  be  recovered  by  the  King.  Recollect,  I 
pray  thee,  the  well  known  fickleness  of  thy  present  fol- 
lowers, who,  on  the  very  first  alarm  or  accident,  would 
Ml  away:  at  once,  and  leave  their  leader  to  the  ven- 
geance of  a  powerful  and  incensed  Monarch— think ! 
oh !  think,  on  the  utter  ruin  and  dishonour  in  which 
thou  mayest  involve  thy  whole  family ;  the  desolation 
and  carnage,  which  will  render  thee  the  general  execra- 
tion of  thy  fellow  citizens,  and  send  thee  to  the  Divine 
tribunal  covered  with  innocent  blood.  Think,  I  con- 
jure thee,  on  the  duty  which  thou  owest  to  thyself,  to 
thy  femiily ,  to  thy  King,  and  to  thy  God ;  and  desist 
before  thy  offence  becomes  too  enormous  for  the  royal 
clemency  to  pardon.'' 

He  ceased ;  and  gazing  on  Lord  Thomas,  thought 
that  he  could  read  in  his  softened  and  tearful  eye  the 
impressioii  made  by  tyw  earnest  appeal  to  his  {ee\m^« 
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But  ere  the  young  Lord  coutd  collect  his  thoughts  to 
feply  tcf  Yob  old  and  yenerable  friend,  one  of  the  Irish 
Bards,  who  attended  amongst  his  tmnultuous  train, 
pressed  forwards,  and  striking  a  few  wild  and  hurried 
chords  on  h»  harp,  broke  forth  into  the  following  invo- 
cation in  his  native  language : — 

Lead  on,  lead  od,  thon  gallant  Lord ! 

Lead  on,  thoa  princely  Geraldine — 

Thoa  scion  of  a  mighty  line — 
Thy  war-cry  18  our  word. 
By  his  red  blood,  our  slaughtered  Chief— 

By  his  stately  head  laid  low — 
By  thy  country's  wrongs — thy  country's  grief— 

Strike!  strike  th' avenging  blow  I 
Beep,  oh !  deep,  in  a  foe-man's  land, 

Is  the  grave  of  our  murder'd  Lord ! 

And  red  shaQ  be  d/d  the  flashing  sword, 
Which  gleams  in  thy  bold  right  hand.  ' 
Thoogh  heavily  falls  the  gloom  of  night. 

On  the  gallant  Chieftain's  tomb. 
One  flash  of  that  sword  shaU  cast  a  light 

To  dispd  the  murky  gloom. 
Hark !  hark !  revenge^  we  loudly  cry  I — 

Revenge  on  the  traitor  band ! 
For  his  dear  sake,  will  his  people  die ! 

Then,  lead  on,  for  our  native  land. 

The  vibration  of  the  last  chord  had  not  died  away, 
when  a  wild  cry  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  assembled 
multitude :  the  lofty  aisles  of  Saint  Mary's  Abbey 
echoed  to  their  ^*  Crom  a  bov,"  and  extricating  himself 
hvm  the  hold  of  the  Chancellor,  Lord  Thomas  threw 
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himself  into  the  midst  of  his  Clansmen ;  and  with  them 
rushing  forth,  was  lost  to  the  sight ;  and  shortly  after,  to 
the  hearing  of  the  still  astonished  and  terrified  Lords  of 
the  Council* 

Lord  Thomas,  and  those  of  his  followers  who  were 
mounted,  proceeded  at  a  gallop  again  towards  Clontarf. 
The  tide,  now  advancing,  had  covered  the  sands,  and 
forced  them  to  move  higher  up  on  the  shore,  where  the 
path,  being  more  rugged,  and  entangled  with  wood, 
Ihey  were  obliged,  after  a  while,  to  slacken  their  pace* 
The  cold  sea  breezes,  blowing  on  Lord  Thomas's  brow, 
cooled  the  fever  of  hb  blood ;  and  checking  his  panting 
steed,  he  called  Parese  to  his  side^  in  order  to  consult 
^th  him  on  those  steps  which  were  necessary  to  be 
taken,  in  furtherance  of  his  hastily  formed,  and,  as  yet, 
undigested  pliCn. 

Parese,  a  ready  and  artful  Counsellor,  as  cool  an<l 
collected  as  his  Lord  was  rash  and  impetuous,  had 
obtained,  by  his  perfect  self-possession^  and  skill  to  see 
just  how  far  he  might  with  safety  go,  the  most  un- 
bounded influence  over  a  mind  gift^  with  every  fine 
and  exalted  feeling;  a  genius,  whose  high  aspirings 
sought  to  grasp  all.  Joined  with  an  animal  courage 
fitted  to  dare  all  ;-^noble,  generous,  all  trusting.  Lord 
Thomas  never  suspected  until  betrayed:  judging  of 
others  by  himself,  he  saw  no  guile  until  conviction  was 
forded  on  him ;  and  then  his  indignation  was  in  proper* 
tion  to  the  implicit  trust  which  he  had  before  Te;poBed* 
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'  I^ese,  cool  and  cautioasy  trusted  none— judging  by 
his  own  crooked  policy^  he  always  believed  that  others 
were  trying  to  over-reach  him.  Lord  Thomas,  with 
whom  he  had  been  brought  up  from  infancy,  according 
to  the  custom  of  fosterage  in  Ireland,  he  knew  to  be  an 
exception;  but  did  not^  therefore,,  respect  or  admire 
him  more ;  he  looked  upon  his  Lord's  lofty  daring  as  a 
species  of  madness,  because  his  own  ambition  was  of 
9uch  a  totally  different  nature.  Wealth  and  honours 
were  to  him  but  as  the  means  of  personal  g^tifica- 
tion ;  a  coward  by  nature,  in  irritating  Lord  Thomas 
to  this  dangerous  enterprise,  he  had  laid  plans  to  secure, 
as  he  thought,  his  own  safe  retreat,  whenever  matters 
should  be  pushed  beyond,  what  he  and  his  coadjutor? 
believed  sufficient  to  answer  the  objects  which  they  had 
in  view ;  and  he  now  hesitated  whom  to  betray  first — his 
generous  and  trusting  Master,  or  the  double-dyed  Vil- 
lain, who  he  well  knew  had  only  partly  trusted  him  as 
a  necessary  tool,  by  which  to  "work  on  the  noble  and 
unguarded  nature  of  him  whom  they  had  determined 
to.  pull  down  from  his  high  estate. 
.  '^  Parese,"  said  the  young  Lord,  addressing  hi»  fos- 
ter-brother, ^'  wounded  and  embittered  as  are  my  pri- 
vate feelings,  I  could  not  engage  in  this  my  present 
undertaking,  unless  I  thought  it  would  contribute  to 
the  welfare  of  my  country,  and  of  a  cause  which  I 
shall  never  abandon  but  with  my  life.  The  corrupt 
ioi^^overnment  of  England  is  at  length  universally  felt» 
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the  consequences  are  generally  deplored;  in  this 
attempt  to  redress  the  evil,  we  shall  he  joined  hy  all 
possessed  of  puhlic  spirit,  integrity,  and  patriotism,  as 
well  as  hy  those  wretched  natives  who  lie  under  the 
galling  yoke  of  a  foreign  enemy — they  will  hazard  their 
lives  to  destroy  a  connexion  which  has  ever  heen  a 
hanefiil  curse  to  Ireland — ^let  it  he  your  task  at  dawn 
of  day  to  send  forth  our  emissaries  through  the  pale,  to 
display  our  standard,  and  to  call  upon  all  those'  who 
have  the  spirit  of  men  to  join  us/' 

"  My  Lord,"  returned  Parese,  **  you  shall  be 
obeyed ;  a  very  few  days  will  collect  a  considerable 
force :  your  brothers  in  law  O'Conner  and  O 'Carroll 
are  already  prepared ;  all  the  native  Irish  are  in  ^t 
our  own ;  the  moment  your  standard  is  displayed,  all 
the  septs  will  flock  in." 

*^  These  are  but  disoi:derly  and  unmanageable  troops 
wherewith  to  besiege  the  C9.pital,"  replied  Lord 
Thomas;  "  I  must  look  to  procure  more  effectual 
assistance — at  all  events  my  kinsman  Desmond  must 
be  liberated  in  the  first  instance — ^whilst  he  is  captive, 
our  undertaking  cannot  prosper — ^besides,"  he  added, 
pressing  his  hand  on  his  forehead,  ^*  there  is  yet 
another — on  whom  I  must  not  think— woe  I  to  the 
villain  who  has  dared  to  lay  his  sacrilegeous  hands  on 
her— my  own  betrothed  Elinor. 

*'  There  are  rumours,"  said  Parese,  in  a  he&vt^tiw^ 
tone,  "  Qfsome  fearful  treachery,  perpetrated  m  ^Soft 
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Sotith/by  this  Lord  Grey.  I  trudt,  my  Lord,  you  d<^ 
not  doubt  my  motives,  in  seeking  to  g^ye  you  so  much 
unpleasing  intelligence^-my  duty  to  you,  and  to  the 
deceased  Earl,  all  the  benefits  and  advantages  which  I 
have  received  from  you  both-*-and  the  manner  in 
which  I  have  been  brought  up,  beside  you,  my  ho-^ 
noured  Lord  imparting  to  me  instruction  and  know- 
ledge so  much  beyond  my  humble  station  in  life — ^for 
all  this  am  I  duly  grateful ;  and,"  he  added,  averting 
his  head,  as  if  afraid  Lord  Thomas's  eye  would  pene- 
trate to  his  soul,  even  amidst  the  gloom  of  night,  ''  I 
do  trust,  that  you  cannot  mistake  my  motives,  but  give 
me  all  credit  for  the  dutifril  interest  in  your  welfare 
which  prompts  my  conduct." 

"I  doubt  thee  not,  Parese !"  exclaimed  Lord 
Thomas;  ''what  fearest  thou,  man ?  and  why  does 
thy  voice  faulter  ?  to  thy  tale,  there  is  nothing  now 
which  thou  canst  impart,  to  give  a  keener  pang  than 
has  been  already  inflicted." 

**  It  is  said,  then,"  continued  Parese,  pressing  his 
horse  closely  to  Lord  Thomas's  side,  *'  that,  on  the 
defeat  and  capture  of  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  the 
Spanish  General,  Don  Sebastian  de  Aquila,  and  about 
three  hundred  men  who  accompanied  him,  made  good 
their  retreat  to  a  small  detached  Fort,  called  Golden 
Fort,  where  they  entrenched  themselves,  and  where 
they  contrived,  by  means  of  some  fishing  boats,  to  be 
supplied  with  provision,  in  contempt  o5  VSaaVskSwXVVe  flaet 
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which  filled  the  Bay  of  Dingle,  and  which  had  routed 

and  scattered  the  Spanish  ships  of  war  and  transports, 

coining  to  reinforce  those  already  landed.     Lord  Grey 

tried  sundry  expedients  to  induce  the  Spaniards  to 

sally  forth  from  their  strong  hold,  where  they  lay  m 

expectation  of  succour  from  either  O'Nial,  or  Mac 

Arthy   More;    and    when  he  found    his   challenges 

unanswered,  he  tried  cajoleries  to  entice  them  to  capi-^ 

tttlate;  in  which,  as  provisions  were  failing,  and  no 

sign  of  aid  appeared,  he,  after  a  while,  succeeded." 

'^  Their  unhappy  Commander  endeavoured  to  gain 
some  conditions,  and  the  Garrison,  in  their  distress, 
fatally  surrendered  at  discretion.     The  mercy  for  whichr 

they  sued,  was  rigidly  denied  them ;  they  were  dis- 
armed, and  an  English  Company  sent  into  the  Fort. 
The  Irish  were  separated  from  the  foreigners,  to.  be  ex- 
ecuted by  martial  law;  and  the  Spanish  Gtmrison 
butchered  in  cold  blood.*  It  is  also  said,  that  this 
was  in  violation  of  a  solemn  treaty,  whereby  Lord 
Crrey  had  engaged  by  oath  to  permit  the  foreigners  to 
depart  unmolested,  and  with  all  the  honours  of  war." 

A  long  pause  succeeded  to  this  hideous  tale  of 
Parese.  Loid  Thomas  felt  his  utterance  choked  by 
contending  emotions-^t  length  he  exclaimed : 

**  Ob,  my  lost  Elinor !  into  what  hands  hast  thou 
fallen?" — Then,  plunging  his  spurs  into  his  horse's 
flanks,  he  dashed  onwards  through  the  advanced  tide ; 

*  Maud. 
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and  ceased  not  to  urge  the  animal  to  his  utmost  speedy 
until  he  had  gained  the  Castle ;  where  once  more,  in 
the  recesses  of  his  own  apartment,  he  gave  way  to  more 
Yiolent  expressions  of  grief  than  he  could  venture  to 
indulge  in  the  presence  of  Parese. 

**  Murderer  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  relentless,  blood 
thirsty  villain — thou,  the  possessor  of  my  gentle 
Elinor ! — Oh  God !  can  it  be  possibly  with  her  own 
consent ! — yet  she  never  loved  me, — never.  I  now 
know  her  soft  smiles  were  only  forced  by  duty — ^and 
they  but  mocked  my  anguish- — and  I — I  loved  her^ — yes, 
by  my  blighted  hopes,  my  bitter  despair,  I  loved  her 
more  than  tongue  can  utter^ — more  than  common  souls 
believe — smile  on,  smile  on,  fair  creature,  mayest  thou 
rest  for  ever  unconscious  of  wham  thou  hast  chosen  for 
thy  mate — mayest  thou  be  spared  that  lost,  worst  sor- 
row, of  feeling  that  thou  hast  rested  every  hope,  given 
up  all  for  one  so  utterly  unworthy  of  thy  tender  nature 
— thou  art  too  bright,  too  fair,  to  be  destined  for  a  fate 
so  deplorable — -and  far,  far,  from  thee,  for  ever,  may 
be  that  bitter  drop  in  the  cup  of  life,  the  pang  of  unre* 
quited  love — ^beautiful  as  thou  art,  that  at  least  can 
never  be  thy  lot^ — to  mourn,  as  I  do  in  vain,  over  the 
estrangement  of  the  heart  where  I  had  set  my  rest- 
pledged  my  all  of  earthly  happiness — to  know  that 
heart  so  loved,  so  passionately  adored,  in  the  possession 
of  another — and  that  other — a  monster." 

^^  Spirit  of  my  murdered  ¥athex  I"  he  exclaimed. 
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suddenly  casting  himself  on  the  ground,  *'  comest  thou 
to  reproach  thy  degenerate  son,  who  forgets  thy  wrongs 
in  vain  lament  for  an  ungrateful  woman— to  thee-~to 
thy  manes  do  I  pledge  myself,. to  thy  cause,  and  to  my 
country,  do  I  devote  myself — Desmond  shall  be  freed, 
and  our  united  powers  shall  raise  a  storm  to  shake  the 
tyrant  Henry  on  his  Throne." 

Whilst  Lord  Thomas  thus  indulged  in  unavailing 
lamentations,,  and  vows  of  vengeance,  Parese  was  busily 
engaged  in  adding  fresh  fuel  to-  the  discontents  whidh 
ivere  already  blazing.  In  pursuance  of  his  Lord's 
orders,  he  despatched  emissaries  in  all  directions  to  call 
in  the  Irish  septs  in  aid  of  the'  Geraldines,  who  were 
rapidly  arming,  and  pouring  in  to  join  the  standard  of 
their  young  Chieftain.  Parese  knew,  from  what  Lord 
Thomas  had  saidj  that  he  looked  to  more  effectual 
assistance  from  the  Anglo-Irish  Clans,  as  heijig  more 
r^ularly  ^sciplined ;  but  Parese  sought  only  to  give 
the  appearance  of  numbers ;  as  he  well  knew  that  his 
coadjutor,  the  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  was  taking  mea- 
sures on  the  other  side  to  prevent  their  succeeding  too 
far ;  at  least,  not  frurther  than  would  be  necessary  ta 
implicate  the  unfortunate  young  Chief,  and  render  hin^ 
liable  to.  the  charge  of  high  treason,  already  preferred 
against  Desmoivd.. 

It  is  almost  needless  to  say,  that  Parese  was  tiie 
Agent  whom  the  Archbishop  had  called  in  at  KvU 
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kenny,  and  to  whom  he  had  committed  the  charge  of 
misleading  and  irritating  a  young  man,  from  whose  high 
and  daring  spirit,  as  well  as  his  rash  impetuosity,  they 
had  every  expectation  of  such  desperate  measures  as 
might  ultimately  end  in  his  own  ruin,  and  the  further- 
ance  of  their  plans. 

Parese,  in  thus  assisting  to  hetray  Lord  Thomas,  was 
not,  therefore,  more  the  friend  of  the  Archbishop, 
whom  he  both  hated,  and  dreaded,  well  knowing  that 
Alan  fully  considered  him  as  the  villain  he  really  was ; 
and  whilst  using  him  as  his  tool,  held  him  in  the  con- 
tempt which  he  merited,  and  he,  in  his  turn,  also  appre- 
ciated the  Archbishop's  character,  and  leAt  his  aid 
only  so  far  as  it  suited  his  own  purpose. 

Lord  Thomas  left  him  not  long  time  in  the  posses- 
sion of  his  temporary  power,  with  the  morning  light ; 
the  young  Chief  had  recovered  his  self  command,  uid 
began  to  make  his  own  afrangements  on  a  more  exten- 
sive scale. 

With  the  citizens  of  Dublin  he  believed  he  was 
sufficiently  favoured,'  that,  although  they  would  not 
afford  him  any  active  assistance,  yet  they  would  not 
refuse  a  passive  consent  to  admit  him  into  the  city  in 
order  to  blockade  the  Castle,  of  which  it  was  necessary, 
to  his  future  operations,  to  gain  possession. 

This  Fortress  was  strongly  garrisoned ;  and,  proba- 
bly, at  that  moment,  tenanted  by  the  Archbishop  of 
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Dublin  y  lately  returned  from  Kilkenny ^  and  the  other 
Lords  of  the  Council,  who  had  been  so  grievously 
darmed  by  Lord  Thomas,  on  the  preceding  evening. 

Knowing  the  Archbishop  to  have  been  his  Father's 
bitter  enemy,  and  one  of  the  chief  Agents  by  whose 
intrigues  the  unfortunate  Earl  of  Kildare  had  been 
called  into  England,  and  by  whose  secret  machina- 
nations  so  many  charges,  some  unfounded,  and  all 
exaggerated,  had  been  brought  against  him.  Lord  Tho- 
mas's first  object  was  to  take  Alan  prisoner,  if  possi- 
ble, and  to  hold  him  as  an  hostage,  intending  to  open 
negociations  with  the  English  Government,  as  soon  as 
he  had  gained  possession  of  the  Castle  of  Dublin,  and 
one  other  fortification ;  hoping  to  spare  further  effusion 
of  blood,  by  convincing  them  that  it  was  in  vain  to 
strive  against  a  whole  nation,  united  in  the  determina* 
tion  to  resist  the  oppression  of  their  arbitrary  rulers. 

He  believed,  as  many  a  young  and  warm  imagina* 
tion  has  dreamed,  both  before  and  since,  that  Law, 
Justice,  and  Equity,  ought  to  go  hand  in  hand ;  that 
one  man's  claim  was  as  good  as  another's ;  and  that  it 
«u  only  necewary  to  prove  right,  in  order  to  hare  it 
executed.  Of  the  futility  of  such  dreams,  the  world 
has  long  been  convinced;  and  that  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald  was  a  visionary,  who  has  ever  doubted  ? 
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CHAPTER  V, 


Now  b  that  strife  a  tale  of  vanish'd  days. 
With  mightier  things  forgotten  soon  to  lie ; 

Yet,  oft  hath  Minstrel  sung  in  lofty  lays. 
Deeds  less  adventaroos,  energies  less  high. 


'^  A  miracle!  a  miracle!"  exclaimed  Alice,  sud- 
denly rushing  into  the  apartment,  where  the  Earl  and 
Countess  of  Desmond  sat  in  their  prison-house,  the 
Castle  of  Kilkenny,  *^  The  sky's  in  a  flame  of  fire ; 
Holy  Virgin,  save  us!  some  blessed  Saint  is  gone  up^ 
to  Heaven  in  a  blaze." 

**  Foolish  woman  I  thou  art  raving,"  replied  the  Earl, 
moving  towards  the  window  of  the  apartment ;  **  there 
is  nothing  but  the  most  impenetrable  darkness  with- 
out." 

The  Countess  followed  him  to  the  window;  and 

resting  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  whilst  he  opened  the 

casement,  they  both  stood  gazing  on    the  outward 

gloom,  scarcely  more   heavy  than  their  hearts.    The 
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wind  moaaed  in  long,  low  gusts ;  and  the  rushing  of  Ahe 
swollen  river  below,  seemed  a  fit  accompaniment  to  the 
wild  music  of  the  coming  storm;  the  clouds  lay  in 
thick  heavy  masses ;  not  a  star,  not  a  streak  of  light, 
was  visible  ;  the  moaning  of  the  wind  was  only  heard, 
not  felt :  for  there  was  not  as  yet  a  breath  of  air  to  lift 
the  long  locks  of  the  Countess,  as  she  stood  at  the 
open  casement*^ 

^*  Thou  hast  been  sleeping,  and  art  dreaming  still, 
my  good  Alice,"  continued  the  Earl ;  **  here  is  no  fire, 
no  light — save  in  thy  head,  I  believe,  my  kind  friend/' 

*'  Oh  1  yes,  my  Lord  I  1  saw  it  with  my  own  two 
eyes,"  reiterated  Alice ;  ''  a  great  light,  up  in  the  very 
Heavens,  like  a  pound  of  candles  all  a-blaze  firom  top 
to  bottom." 

Scarcely  had  Alice  finished  speaking,  when,  in  cor-^ 
roboration  of  her  veracity,  a  bright  stream  of  fire  arose 
from  the  earth  at  some  distance,  with  a  hissing  noise  t 
and  footing  upwards,,  seemed  to  enter  the  dark  mas» 
of  clouds,  from  whence,  as  if  turned  back,  it  curled^ 
drooped^  and  ended  in  the  brilliant  drops  of  fire»  which 
Alice  had  likened  to  a  pound  of  candles  a-light  firom 
top  to  bottom. 

The  Earl  and  Countess  stood  looking  in  considerable 
surprise,  for,  although  not  altogether  of  the  opinion  of 
Alice,  still  what  they  beheld  was  equally  new  and 
strange  to  them.  Almost  as  ignorant  of  the  nature  and 
powers  of  gunpowder  as  she  was,  all  they  YiaA.  e^et 
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known  or  heard  of  it,  was  in  the  use  of  fire  aims^  then 
but  recently  introduced  into  Ireland ;  but  its  applica* 
tionin  rockets,  or  any  kind  of  fire^works,  was  so  utterly 
unknown  to  Ihem,  that  they  looked  on  with  the  same 
amaze  and  admiration,  although  not  with  the  same 
superstitious  apprehensions,  as  the  more  simple  and 
unenlightened  Alice* 

9 

Alice,  on  her  knees,  telling  her  beads,  and  invoking 
every  Saint  that  she  could  recollect,  bieheld,  with  in- 
creasing dismay,  the  rapid  succession  of  the  objects  of 
her  alarm ;  scarcely  five  minutes  now  elapsed,  withoiil 
a  fresh  explosion  of  those  fiery  messengers  from  £ar& 
to  Heaven ;  and  soon  there  became  visible,  nearer  to 
the  ground,  other  forms,  apparently  composed  of  fire ; 
Dragons,  hideous  Monsters,  <^  Gorgons  and  Chimera's 
dire'*'  vomiting  flames ;  and  the  shrieks  of  Alice  and 
Rose  were  echoed  from  below  by  all  the  fmimles  be- 
lon^ng  to  the  Castle,  and  by  the  shouts  of  all  the  men 
composing  the  Garrison,  whoin  the  Earl  now  observed 
bad  collected  under  the  Castle  wall,  on  that  side  of 
the  hill  which  faced  towards  the  objects  of  so  much 
astonishment  and  terror. 

The  Earl,  an  experienced  soldier,  and  not  feeling  his 
nerves  at  all  affected  by  the  scene  before  him,  had 
leisure  to  reflect  that  it  might  have  some  meaning  in 
which  he  was  closely  interested.  Drawing  the  Countess 
along  with  him,  he  moved  away,  and  crossing  the 
apartment,  entered  another,  of   which  the  window^ 
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took^ftd  €>a  the  riTer,  exactly  on  the  opposite  gide  t(> 
that  from  whence  this  extraordinary  spectacle  could  be 
viewed,  and  where  every  liviog  creature  belonging  to 
the  CSasde  had  collected. 

Imparting  his  idea  to  his  companion,  they  both 
gased  intently  on  the  river,  vainly  endeavouring,  by 
mortal  eyesight,  to  penetrate  the  thick  gloom  of  night; 
h«t,  dfthough,  at  £rst,  they  saw  nothing,  their  ears  were 
soon  gratified  by  the  sound  of  oars  in  the  water,  used 
with  caution,  but,  nevertheless,  evidently  proceeding 
from  a  considerable  number. 

The  Countess  hastily  passing  into  the  apartment 
they  had  just  quitted,  seized  a  lamp,  which  they  had 
l^ft  burning  there;  and  returning,  placed  it  at  the 
window,  as  a  signal  to  their  approaching  friends, 
for  that  they  were  friends  there  seemed  no  longer  any 
doubt;  and  that  the  scene  enacting  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Castle  was  a  stratagem  to  draw  the  attention  of 
the  Gamson.  from  the  quarter  on  which  tl|e  attack 
was  meditated. 

Placing  tiieir  lamp  as  a  beacon-light,  they  awaited^ 
with  breathless  attention,  the  nearer  and  nearer  ap- 
proach of  the  boats,  and  hearkened  to  the  low 
murmur  of  voices,  mingled  with  the  rufdiing  of  the 
waters. 

A  pause  ensued; — ^then  came  other  sounds,  when, 
stoO[Mng  over,  and  looking  anxiously  through  the 
gloom,  the  Earl  perceived  two  dark  forms  ascending 
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the  perpendicular  face  of  the  hill,  which  rose  above  th^ 
wall  direct  from  the  river. 

A  voice,  a  well  known  voice,  musical  in  itself,  and 
doubly  sweet  to  the  ears  of  the  captive  pair,  now 
spoke. 

'^  Uncle,  my  good  Uncle,  and  my  fair  and  gentle 
Aunt,  hearken  ye'to  the  voice  of  your  dutiful  Nephew^ 
who  comes  through  the  darkness  of  night  to  your 
rescue?'* 

'^  Thomas!  my  kind  good  Thomas,  mine  own 
adopted  Son,"  cried  the  Countess,  delightedly,  *'  I  well 
knew,  whilst  thou  were  in  existence,  that  we  were  not 
at  all  abandoned." 

Lord  Thomas  now  laid  his  hand  on  the  window, 
lightly  springing  into  the  apartment;  and  kissing  the- 
Hand  of  the  Countess,  he  told  her  to^^  fear  nothing, 
but  to  trust  herself  without  hesitation  to  him  and 
Parese,  who  now  appeared  behind  him;  they  had,,  he 
added,  dared  this  perilous  undertaking,  in  oi:der  to 
rescue  her  and  the  Earl,  and  that  all  was  prepared.  The& 
taking  some  ropes  and  leathern  thongs  from  the  hand 
of  his  attendant,  he  placed  the  Countess  in  an  armed 
chair  ^  and  passing  the  straps  firmly  across,  until  he  had 
made  her  secure,  he  fastened  the  ropes  with  iron  rings 
to  the  back  part  of  the  chair ;  then  leaving  Parese  in 
the  room,  to  hold  and  give  the  ropes  as  required,  the 
£arl  and  Lord  Thomas  undertook  to  guide  the  chairr 
with  its  fair  occupant,  down  the  precipice,  from  which 
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one  false  step  would  have  plunged  them  into  the  deep 
and  rapid  riyer  below. 

They  soon  found  the  descent  a  far  more  difficult  and 
tedious  task  than  the  ascent  had  been ;  the  two  short 
scaling  ladders,  which  had  assisted  them  in  mountings 
were  now  only  an  incumbrance,  and  to  increase  their 
trouble  and  danger,  the  storm,  which  had  before  only^ 
murmured  in  the  distance,  came  on  with  such  yiolence, 
accompanied  by  a  drift  of  large  hail  stones,  as  threat*- 
ened,  with  resistless  force,  to  sweep  them  from  their 
frail  and  precarious  footing. 

Lord  Thomas  cheered  and  encouraged  his  compa- 
nions with  assurances  that  his  soldiers  were  stationed 
at  interrals  on  the  rock,  more  than  half  way  up,  and 
that  if  they  could  only  hold  steady,  and  support  the 
chmr  until  they  reached  their  assistants,  all  would  go 
well  •  but  he  dared  not  call  out  to  announce  their  ap- 
proach, fearing  he  might  be  heard  from  the  Castle ;  £ot 
he  felt  a  secret  misgiving  that  the  storm  had  injured  or 
demolished  the  display  of  his  fire-works,  on  which  he 
depended  for  keeping  the  attention  of  the  Garrison 
employed,  whilst  he  stole  the  prisoners. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  any  rays  from  the  lamp,  the 
violence  of  the  storm,  and  the  difficulties  of  their  way, 
kept  them  for  some  time  stationary ;  the  bushes  which 
impeded  the  progress  of  the  chair  were,  however,  their 
only  safeguard :  had  the  surface  of  the  rock  been  plain, 
they  must  inevitfibly  have  been  swept  away^. 
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Lord  Thomas  held  in  his  hand  one  end  of  a  snuill 
cordy  of  wiuch  Parese  held  the  other»  and  by  this 
means  a  sort  of  communication  was  kept  up  between 
them,  enabling  signals  to  be  given^  as  to  when  to  hold, 
or  when  to  lower  the  ropes  to  which  the  seat  of  the 
Countess  was  attached. 

In  a  low  voice  she  intreated  that  they  would  re- 
lease, and  suffer  her  to  try  her  strength,  and  the  steadi- 
ness of  her  nerves,  by  descending  in  the  same  manner 
with  them,  for  the  present  arrangement  proved  far  too 
great  an  obstacle  to  their  progress.  To  this  her  hus- 
band and  nephew  would  not  listen,  but  persevered  in 
their  perilous  undertaking,  until  Lord  Thomas,  finding 
their  difficulties,  and  the  storm  increasing,  ventured  to 
give  a  low  whistle,  as  a  signal  to  his  people  for  sad. 

**  Release  me,  I  pray  you,  dear  Gerald,  kind 
Thomas,"  exclaimed  the  Countess;  *'  indeed,  I  can 
assist  myself,  if  ye  will  only  release  me  from  these 
trammels.  I  impede  your  progress  too- much,  my 
kind  friends.  Hush!  hark!  our  escape  is  discovered; 
hear  ye  not  those  shouts  from  the  Castle?" 

*'  Truly  it  is,"  replied  Lord  Thomas,  grasping  the 
chair  more  firmly,  and  steadying  it  against  the  bushes. 
**  We  must  release  thee  per  force;  for  if  Parese  is 
discovered,  he  may  chance  to  let  go  the  ropes." 

The  Earl  now  hastily  undid  the  thongs  by  which 
the  Countess  was  attached  to  her  seat;  and  whilst  he 
held  her  in  his  arms.  Lord  Thomas,  quitting  the  chair. 


ROMANCE  IN  HIBLAND,  71 

had,  by  this  tkae,  a»  he  suspected,  been  Jet  go 
from  above,  it  bounded  from  the  &ce  of  the  rock,  and, 
after  making  two  or  three  turns  in  the  air,  fell  with  a 
sadden  splash  into  the  river  below. 

The  Castle'  was  filled  with  lights,  and  the  air  with 
shouts,  which  arose  above  the  tempest;  but  the  crash- 
ing of  the  bushes  below  and  around  informed  the 
fugitives  that  the  aid  which  they  so  much  wanted 
was  at  hand. 

^*  Redmond,"  said  Lord  Thomas,  to  the  young 
O'Carroll,  his  first  Lieutenant,  ^*  with  speed  to  the 
Lady's  rescue,  and  then  to  our  arms;  it  is  full  time 
we  were  at  our  posts.  Is  all  ready  for  the  attack? 
If  not,  we  shall  be  forestalled?" 

<'  All's  ready,  my  Lord,"  exclaimed  Redmond, 
^'  ready  to  blow  their  boasted  Fortress  about  their  ears. 
Sir  Edmund  must  look  sharp ;  he'll  have  little  time 
for  long  speeches  now."  Then,  taking  the  Countess 
from  the  arms  of  her  husband,  the  young  O'Carroll 
passed  her  on  to  the  next  below  him;  he,  in  his  turn,  to 
the  next;  and  in  this  manner  she  was  carried  down  the 
living  ladder  of  stout  hands  and  true  hearts,  with  which 
the  hill  side  and  wall  was  manned,  even  to  the  river. 
On  reaching  the  covered  boat  destined  for  her  re* 
ceplion,  it  was  instantly  pushed  from  the  bank,  and 
rowed  down  the  stream  to  a  place  of  security,  ther6  to 
await  the  result  of  the  attack  meditated  by  Lord 
Thomas  on  the  Castle  of  Kilkenny, 
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Whilst  this  bye«-play  was  going  on,  the  combined 
anny  of  the  Oeraldines,  a  small  number  of  the  Des-< 
monds,  hastily  brought  together,  with  ^  very  conside-> 
rable  levy  of  the  O'Fally  men,  led  by  O'Gonner,  and 
the  young  Redmond  O'C^vroU,  had,  under  coyer  of 
the  storm  and  darkness,  completely  surrounded  the 
Castle  on  the  land  side,  as  well  as  by  their  fleet  of 
boats  on  the  river;  by  which  last  means  they  had 
brought  some  light  pieces  of  artillery,  the  muzzles  of 
which  were  now  elevated,  and  brought  to  bear  on  the 
principal  windows  of  the  building,  the  frame-work  of 
which  was  driven  in,  and  shattered  by  the  first  dis« 
charge. 

The  Earl  and  Lord  Thomas,  on  reaching  the  boats, 
entered  into  a  hurried  explanation  of  the  plan  of  at- 
tack proposed  by  the  latter,  and  then  separated  to  their 
respective  stations. 

*^  Keep  the  guns  well  up  to  this  one  point.  Red-* 
mond,"  said  Lord  Thomas;  ^'  when  you  have  effected 
a  good  breach,  we  will  scale  the  hill  again ;  they  can 
scarcely  expect  a  second  visit  from  us  so  soon,  by  the 
same  way;  and  I  trust,  Desmond,  and  O'Conner,  will 
keep  them  well  employed  on  the  other  side.  See  that 
the  marksmen  point  the  guns  true,  and  we  will  soon 
make  this  quarter  of  the  Castle  too  hot  to  hold  them." 

*'  Push  the  boats  back, — ^back  to  the  further  bank," 
shouted  Redmond;  '*  they  are  rolling  stones  and  pieces 
of  rock  on  us  down  the  hill;  send  up  some  red  hot 
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shot  this  way,  to  warm  them;  the  snow  is  beginning 
to  drive  in  their  faces;  and  I  doubt  their  fingers  will 
be  stiff  with  cold.  We  must  keep  them  sdive.    Hurrah ! 
my  gallants,  well  done — send  up  a  handful  of  Greek 
fire  through  that  breach,  Dermott,  and  we'll  give  them 
a  fire  fit  to  roast  their  Christmas  beef." 
^'  If  Parese  has  not  taken  as  much  care  of  his  bones, 
as  he  usually  does,"  said  Dermott,    **  and  make  good 
his  escape  in  time,  the  besieged  ought  to  set  him  up  as 
a  mark  for  us  to  blow  out  his  brains ;  and  no  great  harm 
done  either — at  least,  I'm  not  the  man  to  make  a  sin  of 
it.    Father  Terence  would  give  us  absolution  for  that 
much,  any  how,  and  the  sooner  it  was  done  the  better 
for  Lord  Thomas,  I'm  thinking." 

**  'Tis  a  springald  will  work  him  mischief  before 
long,"  rejoined  Redmond;  "  ha  boys — ^well  hit — here 
is  a  noble  breach — the  Castle  is  on  fire  in  three  places 
—now  for  it — up  we  go-^here's  to  the  assault." 

Lord  Thomas,  who  also  observed  the  favourable 
moment,  the  confusion  of  the  besieged,  and  consequent 
slackening  of  their  defensive  operations,  now  dashing 
forwards  from  his  post,  where  he  had  been  superintend- 
ing the  pointing  of  the  guns,  and  throwing  off  the 
Greek  fire,  and  placing  himself  a,t  the  head  of  the  seeding 
party,  which,  in  latter  times,  would  have  beeti  called  a 
"  Forlorn  Hope,"  once  more  attempted  the  ascent  of 
the  precipice,  in  a  different  manner,  and  under  different 
circumstances  from  the  former. 
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Whikt  Lord  Thomas^  and  the  light  hearted  Red* 
mond,  thus  cheered  on  their  f^en  ;;  and  flights  of  arrowa, 
stones,  and  cauldrons  of  boiling  pitch,  seemed  un- 
heeded, or  spent  their  malice  in  the  water ;  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Castle,  where  the  ground  gave  advantage, 
the  Earl  of  Desmond  had  brought  up  the  war  engines, 
and  an  immense  tower,  called  a  "  Sow,"  was  wheeled 
within  harquebuss  shot  of  the  beleaguered  fortress. 

From  the  lower  part  of  this  moveable  tower  pro- 
ceeded a  strong  battering  ram,  and  on  the  upper  story 
was  a  flying  bridgci  ^p^epared  with  grappling  irons, 
ready  to  throw  to  the  ramfMurts  of  th*^  Castle,  whenever: 
the  machine  could  be  rolled  near  enough  to  allow  of 
reaching  them. 

But  in  order  to  effect  this,  a,  strong  outwcnrk  was  to 
be  taken,  to  which  service  O'Coniier  and  his  mea  were 
appointed ;  and  Desmond  superintended  throwing  shot 
and  shells  from  the  tower  on  the  Castle,  a  service  for 
which  his  captivity  had  peculiarly  fitted  him ;  as  he  had 
made  use  of  the  time  of  his  confinement  carefully  to 
examine  the  most  vulnerable  parts,  and  now  aimed  his 
missiles  accordingly. 

The  gloomy  dawn  of.  a  winter's  morning,  struggling 
through  snow,  storm,  and  vapour,  now  arose  on  the 
combatants,  almost  unheeded  ;  the  explosion  of  their 
petards  and  grenades  affording  sufficient  light  for  their 
work,  independent  of  the  partial  conflagration  which 
had  taken  place  in  various  parts,  owing  to  the  Greek 
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fire,  which  water  was  unable  to  extinguish,  arid  which 
Sir  Edmund  Butler  was  yafuly  seeking  to  smother,  by 
haying  it  covered  with  sand ;  it  resisted  all  his  efforts, 
seeming  to  render  combustible  every  thing  which  it 
touched,   almost  even  iron  and  stone ;  at  least,  the 
cement  which  held  the  walls  together,  gave  way  to  its 
consuming  powers,*  and  Sir  Edmund  began  to  feel  the 
necessity  of  surrendering  the  strongest  fortress  in  Ire- 
land, after  a  ^ege  of  a  few  hours,  when  the  sudden 
carrying  off  the  outwork  by  O'Connor  left  room  for 
Desmond's  ponderous  war-tower  to  approach ;  and  the 
crashing  of  the  heavy  wheelif'  over  the  ruins  of  the 
demolished  fortification,  and  over  the  heaped  up  bodies 
of  the  dead  and  dying,  was  almost  drowned  in  the 
triumphant  war-cry  of  the  victors. 

The  flying  bridge,  with  its  grappling  irons,  was 
thrown  ;  and  the  tumultuous  rushing  over  of  the 
soldiers,  headed  by  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  now  entering 
a  victor,  those  walls  which  had  served  him  for  a  weary 
prison-house,  was  at  once  checked  by  the  appearance 
of  a  white  flag,  slowly  and  reluctantly  displayed  by  the 
vanquished  Butlers,  whose  Castle  was  completely 
fiUed  by  their  besiegers ;  for  the  storming  party,  under 


*  The  secret  of  preparing  the  composition  called  Greek  fire,  has 
fortunately  for  the  world  been  lost.  A  Frenchman,  named 
Papre,  pretended  to  have  re-discovered  it,  and  received  a  pension 
ftom  the  Government  for  concealing  the  secret, — Grose's  An« 
HpiiHes, 
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the  command  of  Lord  Thomas,  had  made  good  their 
entrance  on  the  opposite  side,  in  defiance  of  a  gallant 
resistance,  and  the  loss  of  a  considerable  number  of 
men,  thrown  from  the  precipice  into  the  river  by  the 
besieged. 

Sir  Edmund  Butler,  the  point  of  his  sword  lowered, 
and  preceded  by  a  white  flag,  presented  himself  before 
his  conquerors;  and  demanding  quarter  for  himself  and 
garrison,  delivered  up  his  sword  to  his  late  prisoner. 
Both  parties  then  joined  in  setting  earnestly  to  work  to 
extinguish  the  flames,  which  threatened  to  drive  both 
victors  and  vanquished  to  seek  some  other  shelter;  and 
more .  leisure,  and  greater  numbers,  soon  accomplished 
that  which  had  seemed  during  the  confusion  of  the  seige 
impossible.  The  fire  was  extinguished;  and  those  so 
lately  engaged  in  mutual  slaughter,  now  mixed  cor- 
dially together  in  making  the  most  convenient  arrange- 
ments for  a  change.  Lord  Thomas,  taking  the  Earl  of 
Desmond  aside,  informed  him,  in  detail,  of  all  the  cir* 
cumstances  of  importance  which  had  occurred  since  the 
imprisonment  of  the  latter,  and  made  many  enquiries 
which  the  Earl  was  but  little  able  to  answer. 

"  As  your  immediate  rescue,  my  good  Uncle,  was 
the  object  of  the  most  importance  to  our  cause,"  said 
the  young  Lord,  "  I  divided  my  forces  into  two  un- 
equal portions,  and  moved  hither  by  forced  marches, 
with  the  most  considerable  part;  I  have  left  my 
brother-in-law,  O'Carroll,  a  bold  warrior,  and  skilful 
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commander y  blockading  the  Castle  of  Dublin;  for  which 
purpose,  he,  and  his  troops,  haye  beiBn  admitted,  re- 
luctantly enough,  I  must  confess,  within  the  walls  of 
the  city ;  and  it  behoves  us  to  make  what  speed  we  can 
to  his  support;  the  more  especially,  as  we  have  here 
the  principal  part  of  the  war-engines  and  artillery,  and, 
dso,  his  young  brother  Redmond,  who  is  his  right 
hand  man  upon  all  occasions ;  for,  although  but  little 
past  boyhood,  his  courage  and  activity  make  him  often- 
times more  useful  than  many  who  have  had  more  ex- 
perience." 

'*  The  weather  promises  badly  for  a  rapid  march  with 
weary  men,"  replied  the  Earl ;  •*  nevertheless,  it  must 
be  done,  and  that  without  loss  of  time.  We  must 
leave  O'Conner  with  a  sufficient  force  to  hold  the 
garrison,  and  any  of  the  heavy  pieces  of  artillery  which 
can  be  spared — ^they  have  done  good  service  in  taking, 
and  might  be  found  useful  ,in  keeping  the  Castle, 
should  the  Kilkenny  men  repent  their  surrender." 

"I  will,  then,"  said  Lord  Thomas,  "with  your 
leave,  despatch  Redmond,  with  a  small  guard,  to 
bring  the  Countess  towards  Dublin,  through  Leix 
country,  which  is  safe,  and  in  the  hands  of  friehds ; 
whilst  we  direct  our  march  towards  Carlow,  to  take 
chance  of  falling  in  with  some  part  of  the  English 
forces ;  for  I  have  been  advised  th&t  they  are  in  that 
neighbourhood." 
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^'  We  will  find  them/^  replied  ihe  Earl,  with  a 
menacing  gesture,  and  a  sparkling  eye ;  **  and  their  trai- 
tor Chief  shall  feel  the  weight  of  a  bereayed  Father's 
vengeance.'^ 

Lord  Hiomasy  with  a  heayy  sigh,  turned  away ;  and 
leaning  against  the  window  frame,  gazed  almost  uncon- 
sciously on  the  court-yard  without ;  but  his  attention 
was  almost  immediately  aroused  by  the  sight  of  a  half- 
clothed,  haggard  {poking  man,  on  horseback,  who,  gal- 
lopping  yiolently  in,  threw  himself  from  the  saddle ; 
at  the  same  moment  the  exhausted  horse  staggered, 
reeled,  fell  on  the  snow,  and,  after  a  few  and  agonizing 
gasps,  expired. 

**  Sorroh  on  him,  the  miserable  brute,''  cried  the 
almost  as  much  exhausted  rider ;  *'  but  its  no  shame 
for  him  to  die,  any  how — ^for  I'm  afther  gallopping  him 
the  liye-long  day  and  night  from  Dublin,  through  hail 
and  snow,  and  wind  fit  to  blow  the  skin  afi*  of  a  man, 
an  he  an  I  afther  swimmin  the  Lifiy  for  our  lives, — an 
little  use  it  was  in  the  respect  to  saving  his,  the  cratur !" 
he  added,  casting  a  sorrowful  glance  on  his  lifeless 
steed. 

*'  What  is  the  matter,  Dennis  ?"  said  Lord  Thomas, 
who  now  stood  beside  him ;  **  for  what  purpose  have 
yoii  ridden  in  such  a  wild  manner — and  why  did  you 
swim  the  river  ?'' 

"  Troth  an   its  ye'erself  that  may  ask,"    replied 


]>eiiiiis,  ^^  whib  ye's  lefl  nz  all  snug  an  comfortable 
^Mrnint  ^ae  Castk ;  Wid  liie  <mld  Arthbishop  inside ,  an 
plinty  ofgood  fii"^,  an  nUkte  a^  dlniiik,  an  O'CarroU 
IdflBself  laffin  an  jokila,  aH  the  life  of  ns  M  whin  what 
does  thim  yillains  of  Dublin  m<en/  but  shuts  the  gates 
on  uz,  an  turns  out  twize  as  mi ny  to  murder  us  all,  an 
O'Carroll  the  Chief,  an  we  were  all  kilt,  an  made  pri- 
soners, every  man  ;  an  myself,  an  two  more,  swum  our 
horses  through  the  river,  an  cum  every  step  of  the 
way  gallopping  to  tell  your  noble  Lordship,  only  the 
other  two  fell,  an  were  smothered  in  the  bog  convanient 
to  Buylanamullagh.*' 

The  Earl  of  Desmond,  and  Lord  Thomas,  perfectly 
comprehending,  by  this  apparently  somewhat  uncon- 
nected narrative,  that  the  citizens  of  Dublin  had 
betrayed,  and  attacked  the  blockading  army,  which 
they  had  promised  to  protect,  now,  in  some  embarrass- 
ment, retired  again  to  consult  as  to  the  best  plan  to 
pursue ;  and  agreed  that  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to 
proceed  to  Dublin  direct,  to  the  rescue  of  O'Carroll 
and  his  people,  and  to  defer  their  search  for  the  English 
Army  to  some  other  opportunity;  the  probability 
being,  that  the  English  would  find  them  out  before 
they  had  finished  their  business  at  the  capital. 

Redmond  was  accordingly,  as  they  had  arranged, 
despatched  down  the  river  for  the  Countess ;  and  the 

*  The  Citizens  of  Dablin  were  at  that  period  chiefly  composed 
of  Danish,  settieis. 
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Commanders,  maishalling  the  Anny  in  the  best  manner 
that  time  and  circumstances  would  admit,  were,  before 
day-light  again,  on  the  road  to  Dublin,  which,  aa^ 
hard  dry  frost  had  now  set  in,  was  in  somewhat  better 
order  for  the  march  than  if  the  snow  had  continued. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


—  tho*  now  no  more 
Her  clear  eye  flash'd  with  youth's  all  tameless  glee, 
Yet  something  holier  than  its  day-spring  wore, 
There  in  soft  rest  lay  beantifal  to  see. 


Redmond  O'Carroll  set  forth  on  his  expedition,  in 
quest  of  the  Countess  of  Desmond^  who  was  lodged 
at  a  small  Hamlet,  a  few  miles  distance  on  the  river. 
He  was  accompanied  by  half  a  dozen  boats,  containing 
a  guard  of  soldiers  necessary  for  her  protection,  until 
they  could  join  the  main  body  of  the  army  already  on 
their  march;  and  he  was  provided  with  a  covered 
litter,  for  her  accommodation  on  the  journey,  when 
they  should  quit  the  river. 

In  the  headmost  boat,  which  Redmond  himself 
occupied,  were  placed  the  personal  attendants  of  the 
Countess,  Alice  and  Rose,  closely  wrapt  in  their 
cloth  mantles,  and  happy  in  the  thought  of  so  speedily 
rejoining  their  beloved  Lady. 

Redmond,  seated  in  the  stern  of  his  boat,  whistled 
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and  sang,  totally  regardless  of  his  female  companions, 
until  Alice,  whose  patience  was  exhausted  by  remain- 
ing so  long  silent,  spoke. 

**  Wh'  thin  yeVe  a  mighty  pretty  voice,  entirely 
Master  O' Carroll,  an  whistles  beautiful ;  its  ye'erself 
id  be  plazed  to  hear  my  Lady  sing ;— -oh !  she's  a  pipe 
like  any  bird,  the  cratur. — " 

**  Your  young  Lady,  Elinor,'*  said  Redmond,  **  I 
hear  she  is  very  beautiful." 

"  Troth,  an  whoever  tould  ye  was'nt  far  wrong," 
replied  Alice  ;  *'  for  its  herself  that's  a  real  beauty — 
more  shame's  on  him  that  take  her  away  from  her 
kith  and  kin, — ^but,  for  the  singing,  why  its  my  Lady 
the  Countess,  that  has  the  throat  of  an  angel." 

*^  Indeed !"  said  Redmond,  with  some  appearance 
of  surprise,  that  any  perfection  should  belong  to  one 
who  was  no  longer  young.  '^  But,"  he  continued, 
after  a  pause,  returning  to  the  first  subject  of  his 
thoughts,  ^*  for  the  Lady  Elinor,  if  this  marauding 
English  General  comes  within  Lord  Thomas's  reach, 
it  will  be  the  worse  for  him ; — our  Irish  fair  ones  are 
not  to  be  stolen  with  impunity,"  he  added,  lightly  rip- 
pling the  water  with  the  end  of  his  sheathed  sword. 

"  Ah !  well,"  cried  Alice,  sighing,  "  an,  may  be, 
he'll  make  her  a  good  husband  afther  all ;— the  darlint, 
its  herself,  '11  never  be  the  one  to  crasp  him  any  how." 

"  Possibly,  he  may,"  returned  Redmond,  carelessly ; 
'*  hut  that  18  no  business  of  ours,  and  will  not  prevent 
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our  breaking  every  bone  in  his  body  if  we  meet  with 
him/' 

"  The  poor  child,"  said  Alice,  **  she's  soft  an 
tinder,  an,  may  be,  she  had'nt  the  heart  to  gainsay 
him,  an  he  aaiin  her  to  go  wid  him, — ^he'd  a  mighty 
winnin  vmy  always — ^whin  he  plazed — an  a  hand  as 
white  as  a  Lady's  i — " 

Here  Redmond  laughed  rather  contemptuously, 
glancing  his  eye,  at  the  same  time,  on  his  own  sun- 
burnt hands ;  then,  turning  away,  recommenced  his 
whistling.  A  long  pause  ensued,  during  which  Alice 
remained  silent,  or  only  spoke  in  whispers  to  her 
daughter,  who  replied,  timidly,  in  a  still  lower  tone. 

At  length  Redmond,  resuming  the  conversation^ 
said, 

''  And  this  beautiful  Lady  Elinor,  you  think,  then, 
that  it  was  with  her  own  consent  she  was  taken  away  ? 
otherwise,  it  would  not  be  in  Lord  Grey's  power  to 
marry,  although  he  might  persist  in  detaining  her 
against  her  will." 

Alice  was  embarrassed; — she  knew  too  well  the 
truth,  but  did  not  care  to  acknowledge  it  to  her  young 
countryman,  since  she  saw  how  much  it  would  lower 
his  opinion  of  her  beloved  child ;  accordingly,  she 
replied  evasively ; 

"  Why  thin.  Master  Redmond,  if  ye'erself  was  a 
coorting,  ye  would'nt  be  a  bad  warrant  to  be  impatient 
like  if  the  girl  was  afther  bein  too  shy." 
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Here^  notwithstanding  her  efforts  to  suppress  a 
smile,  Rose's  blooming  cheeks  were  covered  with  dim- 
ples.    Redmond  laughed  outright : 

''  Why,  my  good  mother,  you  seem  to  have  but  an 
indifferent  opinion  of  my  gallantry ;  if  you  suppose  I 
could  not  submit  to  the  coyness  of  a  fair  Lady,  with  all 
due  humility, — ^what  do  you  say,  pretty  lass?"  He 
added,  chucking  Rose  und»  the  chin,  ''  I  trust  you 
have  a  better  opinion  of  me  than  your  worthy  mother 
here." 

Rose  blushed  and  simpered,  whilst  Alice  looked 
extremely  discontented  at  this  freedom  of  Redmond's 
towards  her  daughter,  whom  she  always  watched  with 
the  eye  of  a  Lynx,  *^  for  fear,"  as  she  said,  ^'  that 
some  harm  should  come  to  her ;"  and,  to  say  the  truth, 
the  good  woman  had  but  a  troublesome  task ;  for,  al- 
though Rose  was  shy  and  modest  enough,  that  very 
modesty,  joined  to  her  pretty  face  and  arch  black  eyes, 
procured  her  more  of  attention  from  the  other  sex,  than 
suited  either  Alice's  pleasure  or  convenience.  In  high 
displeasure,  then,  she  sat  watching  Redmond's  move- 
mentis,  regarding  her  daughter  with  a  jealous  eye,  and 
from  time  to  time  looking  anxiously  forwards  to  see  if 
they  were  near  to  their  resting  place,  for  she  expected 
that  the  presence  of  the  Countess  would  keep  all  par- 
ties in  order.  But  the  young  O 'Carroll  gave  her  -no 
further  trouble,  during  the  voyage ;  he  sometimes  amus- 
ed himself  with  fishing,  and  sometimes  in  conversing 
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with  the  hoatmen,  but  took  no  more  notice  of  Rose ; 
so  that  Alice  had  leisure  to  change  the  subject  of  her 
anxiety,  and  begin  to  think  it  was  full  time  for  break- 
hst,  the  usual  hour  for  that  meal  being  long  past, 
before '  they  came  in  view  of  the  village  to  which  they 
were  bound ;  and  where,  on  a  rising  ground,  was  situ- 
ated a  small,  and  rather  poor  Convent  of  Grey  Nuns, 
which  had  given  refuge  and  shelter  to  the  Countess  on 
the  two  preceding  nights. 

An  account  of  the  result  of  the  siege,  and  the  safety 
of  her  immediate  friends,  had  already  reached  her  by 
an  Express,  on  the  evening  before ;  but  still  she  had 
much  to  learn  ;  and  eagerly  descended  to  the  parlour  of 
the  Abbess,  where  the  young  Envoy  from  her  Hus- 
band and  Nephew  was  introduced  on  his  arrival. 

Redmond,  unaccustomed  to  the  more  refined  order 
of  female  society,  gazed  on  the  beautiful  Countess  as 
on  a  Divinity ;  her  appearance  was  just,  of  that  class 
to  be  most  attractive  to  one  like  him,  so  new  to  the 
world,  and  only  as  it  were  entering  into  life. 

Although  past  the  first  bloom  of  youth,  and  that 
her  cheek  was  pale,  and  had  lost  something  of  its 
roundness,  it  was  still  equally  fair  and  smooth ;  and 
that  which  her  countenance  had  lost  in  brilliancy,  it 
had  gained  in  expression.  The  lustre  of  her  large 
black  eyes,  the  placid  dignity  of  her  plaintive  smile, 
which  the  sorrows  and  disappointments  of  the  world 
had  touched^  not  soured — aAd,  above  all,  the  loive  <A 
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her  voice,  went  right  to  the  heatt  of  him,  whose  feel- 
ings were  ever  ready  to  outrun  both  his  discretion  and 
his  understanding. 

Although  Redmond  could  not  even  to  himself  deny 
the  fact,  that  the  Coiiintess  had  lived  long  enough  to  be 
the  Mother  of  a  grown  up  daughter ;  still,  he  was  no 
longer  surprised  by  the  assertion  of  Alice,  respecting 
her  Angel  voice,  for  to  him  such  lips  appeared  to 
breathe  of  nothing  but  Heaven.  Bending  before  her 
with  an  emotion  which  she  attributed  to  his  youth  and 
inexperience,  he  replied  to  her  interrogations  with  a 
degree  of  incoherence  and  confusion,  for  which  he 
could  with  pleasure  have  cast  himself  into  the  river, 
had  it' been  just  then  within  reach;  and  the  gentleness 
and  patience  with  which  she  awaited,  listened  to,  and 
appeared  to  comprehend  answers,  which,  to  himself, 
seemed  incomprehensible,  almost  drove  him  frantic — 
he  wished  for  the  presence  of  Alice,  of  Rose,  of  any 
one  to  .break  in  on  this  t^te  a  t^te,  which  was  becom- 
ing torture  to  him,  and  he  longed  to  cast  himself  at  her 
feet,  to  assure  her»  that  it  was  neither  childishness  or 
folly,  but  the  power  of  her  overwhelming  charms,  which 
had  rendered  him  thus  unlike  a  rational  creature* 

The  entrance  of  the  Abbess,  and  attendants  with 
refreshments,  and  the  necessary  preparations  for  imme- 
diately commencing  their  journey,  in  some  degree 
relieved  Redmond  from  this  state  of  painful  embarrass^ 
ment ;  and  he  felt  much  more  at  esuse,  when  on  horse- 
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back  by  the  sdde  of  the  litter,  horering  aroiind  the 
Countess,  arranging  the  cashions,  and  the  numeroun 
wolfskins  with  which  he  had  surrounded  it,  to  protect 
from  the  weather.  He  could  hear  her  soft  voice  at 
intervals,  in  reply  to  his  oft  Repeated  enquiries  if  all 
was  placed  to  her  satisfaction,  without  the  painful 
pleasure  of  beholding  eyes,  which  had  taught  his  yonng 
heart  a  lesson,  it  would  require  many  a  day  of  sorrow 
and  experience  to  unlearn. 

They  travelled  with  as  much  rapidity  as  the  time  of 
year,  and  the  state  of  the  weather  would  allow ;  and 
ere  they  had  arrived  within  about  ten  miles  of  Dublin, 
had  fallen  in  with  a  part  of  the  rear-guard  of  Lord 
Thomas's  army,  by  which  they  were  informed,  that 
the  leaders,  with  the  cavalry  and  light  artillery,  had 
pressed  on  to  the  relief  of  O'Carroll,  and  that  some  scouts 
and  runners,  scouring  the  country,  had  brought  intelli- 
gence that  a  part  of  the  English  army  was  encamped 
on  the  Wicklow  side  of  Dublin ;  the  head  quarters  in 
considerable  force  occupying  the  town  and  Castle  of 
Wicklow,  and  that  the  Bay  of  Dublin  was  full  of 
transports,  containing  reinforcements. 

This  news  alarmed  Redmond  for  the  safety  of  his 
charge,  whose  influence  over  his  mind  had  certainly 
not  diminished,  in  the  few  days  acquaintance  which 
had  succeeded  to  their  first  meeting ;  but,  anxious  him- 
self, both  as  a  Soldier,  and  as  a  Brother,  to  join  his 
Commander  in  time  for  the  attack,    he  considered 
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where  he  might  with  safety  place  her,  until  Ddblin 
Castle,  or,  at  least,  some  part  of  Dublin  should  be  in 
their  possession.  Bringing  his  horse  up  to  the  side  of 
the  litter,  he  briefly  informed  the  Countess  of  the  posi- 
tion of  afiisurs,  and  of  his  anxiety  and  embarrassment 
on  "her  account. 

'^  No !''  she  exclaimed,  **  I  cannot  consent  either 
to  seek  safety  for  myself,  or  to  delay  your  progress — 
on  with  all  speed — ^to  your  post,  young  man — to  yoar 
friends — I  shall  be  sufficiently  cared  for  by  those  of 
the  troop,  whose  march  must,  of  necessity,  be  slower 
than  yours,  who  are  well  mounted.  On,  on  !  the  day 
is  declining  &st,  but  the  distance  is  short.  Your  good 
steed  will  bring  you  in  ere  night — leave  me — go ! — ^why 
do  you  hesitate  ?" 

''  Impossible,  Madam,"  exclaimed  Redmond ;  *'  I 
cannot  thus  leave  you,  surrounded  by  dangers,  aiid  at 
the  approach  of  night.  I  know  not  how  close  the 
English  Army  may  be  on  our  traces — the  Monastery 
of  St.  Woolstans  is  at  no  great  distance — when  I 
have  seen  you  safely  lodged  within  its  protecting  walls, 
then  only  can  I  consent  to  leave  you.  I  dare  not 
bring  you  on,  since  I  am  uncertain  if  a  part  of  the 
hostile  forces  do  not  lie  between  this  and  the  main 
body  of  our  own  Army." 

*'  60  on.  Sir,"  said  the  Countess,  pushing  back  the 
curtains  of  the  litter,  and  gazing  intently  on  him,  ^'  go 
on,  Sir,  I  command  you  to  leave  me." 
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No  suspicion  of  the  real  motive  of  Redmond's  re- 
luctance had  crossed  her  mind  ;  but  another  idea^ 
springing  from  his  delicate  and  boyish  appearance,  his 
varying  colour,  and  the  extreme  agitation  which  he 
manifested,  had  occurred  to  her — ^namely,  that  he  was 
unwilling  to  put  himself  forwards  in  the  desperate  stirife 
about  to  be  waged  before  the  walls  of  the  capital. 

As  she  flashed  her  bright  eyes  on  him,  with  unutter- 
able scorn — ^that  glance  at  once  conveyed  to  his  soul 
the  thoughts  which  were  passing  in  her  mind — ^to  be 
thus  degraded  in  the  opinion  of  her  whom  he  adored, 
and  that  by  his  own  conduct,  when  he  dared  not  ex^ 
plain  the  real  feelings  from  whence  it  sprung— the 
thought  was  madness. 

.  ''  I  go,  then.  Madam,  in  obedience  to  your  com- 
mands," he  said,  reining  back  his  horse,  and  bending 
before  her,  even  to  the  saddle  bow.  "  Farewell, 
Lady — ^must  it  be  considered  as  too  high  presumption, 
to  solicit  the  Countess  of  Desmond  in  her  orisons  for 
the  defenders  of  her  country,  sometimes  to  remember 
the  name  of  the  unfortunate  Redmond  O 'Carroll?" 

He  was  gone,  and  the  Countess  regretted  that  she 
had  spoken  so  severely — she  must  have  been  mistaken, 
she  now  thought,  from  his  open  countenance,  and 
gallant  bearing,  such  suspicion  must  be  unjust;  but 
she  had.  the  habit  of  acting,  or  rather  looking  from  the 
impulse  of  the  moment ;  and  such  things  can  never  be 
undone.    The  sincerest  repentance  cannot  heal  a  wound 
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llnis  thoughtlessly  ittflicted;  anger  and  injustice  may 
be  forgiven,  but  bow  can  the  suspicion  which  prompted 
Mch  unjust  anger  ever  be  forgotten  ? 

The  day  was  closing  in  fast  with  a  heavy  wetting 
rain,  and  they  were  in  a  deep  valley  thickly  Wooded. 
The  Countess  gaized  anxiously  around,  but  the  pros^ 
pect  was  both  dismal  and  limited :  the  Reame  who 
fiurrounded,  were  ready  and  willing  to  serve  her  to  the 
best  of  their  ability;  but  they  were  thoughtless  aild 
ignorant,  and  most  of  them  as  mudi  strangers  to  this 
part  of  the  country  as  she  was — her  two  female  at- 
tendants were  as  ignorant  as  the  men,  and  more  help* 
less^  in  some  respects^  than  herself — her  guide  and 
protector  was  gone — he  had  been  commissioned  by  her 
husband  and  nephew  to  conduct  her,  and  she  had 
driven  him  away,  by  that  which  now  appeared  to  her 
an  unwarrantable  and  unjust  caprice. 

The  distant  sound  of  the  Convent  bell  recalling  his 
advice  to  her  recollection,  she  determined  to  proceed 
hither  for  the  night,  and  wiUi  the  dawning  day  endea- 
vour to  trace  the  short  distance  which  now  remained 
between  her  and  her  friends. 

In  pursuance  of  this  plan,  guided  by  the  sound  of 
the  vesper  bell,  the  weary  party  wound  their  way 
through  the  thickly  entangled  woods;  the  distance 
provikig  greater  than  they  expected,  and  the  sound  of 
the  guiding  bell  having  ceased,  they  did  not  reach 
the  wished  for  shelter  until  the  evening  was  far  ad» 
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▼anced;  but  at  length  the  welcome  walls  appeared, 
heairily  lonreriiif  at  the  end  of  a  long  straight  avenue 
of  flMgnifiGentoak  trees,  and  Alice  crossed  and  blessed 
Jherseif,  that  they  would  hate  a  comfortable  fii«,  and 
good  isupper,  fer  this  night  at  least,  whaterer  might  foe 
their  lot  on  the  succeeding  one ;  as  by  that  time,  she 
concluded,  that  they  would  have  reached  Lord  Thomas's 
.head  quarters^  where,  if  matters  were  in  the  state  which 
the  scouts  had  represented,  there  was  but  small  chance 
43$  either ;  but  Alice  was  enough  of  a  soldier  to  know 
bow  to  enjoy  the  present  time,  without  marring  it  by 
thinking  too  much  on  an  uncertain  future. 

A  long  delay,  and  cautious  enquiry,  succeeded  to 
their  demand  for  admission — ^the  Countess  was  obliged, 
not  only  to  give  in  her  own  name,  but  the  names  and 
jaumbers  of  her  attendants ;  and  after  a  wearisome 
lapse  of  time  they  were  at  length  admitted,  one  by  one, 
through  a  small  door,  into  a  square  paved  court,  sur- 
rounded by  cloisters. 

The  litter  of  the  Countess,  immediately  on  her  en- 
.trance,  was  encircled,  not  by  venerable  Monks,  but  by 
armed  soldiers;  and  from  the  accent  of  the  voices  on  all 
asides,  she  felt  the  instantaneous  conviction  that  she  was 
in  the  hands  of  the  English. 

Her  first  emotion,  on  this  discovery,  was  alarm ;  the 
next,  a  rising  hope,  that  this  chance  might  give  her  once 
more  to  behold  her  child. 
.  Under  this  impression,  with  a  throbbing  heart,  kad 
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trembling  limbs,  she  suffered  herself  to  be  conducted 
by  a  person,  who  seemed,  from  his  dress  and  manner, 
to  be  of  some  authority,  and  who,  leading  her  through 
a  number  of  passages,  and  up  long  flights  of  stairs,  at 
length  stopped  before  a  small  gothic  door,  on  which  he 
struck  with  the  handle  of  his  dagger;  then,  after  a 
pause,  throwing  it  open,  he  told  the  Countess  to  enter ; 
but  the  blaze  of  light  from  within,  proceeding  from 
several  lamps  and  a  large  fire,  dazzled  her  eyes,  which 
had  been  for  some  hours  in  darkness,  and  prevented 
her,  for  a  moment,  from  knowing  that  she  was  in  the 
presence  of  the  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  and  of  Lord 
Leonard  Grey. 

On  her  entrance,  the  latter,  who  was  placed  near 
the  fire,  arose,  and  with  formal  politeness  offered  her 
his  seat ;  but  clasping  her  hands  together,  she  could 
only  articulate  the  name  of  her  daughter,  when,  over- 
powered by  contending  emotions,  she  sunk  fainting  at 
his  feet. 

Lord  Grey,  surprised,  and  somewhat  moved,  raised 
her  in  his  arms ;  and  calling  loudly  for  assistance,  bore 
her  himself  to  another  apartment,  and  desired  that  her 
own  women  should  be  summoned  to  attend  her ;  how- 
ever, ere  Alice  appeared  he  withdrew,  not  choosing, 
at  that  moment,  to  listen  to  clamorous  interrogations, 

which  he  was  by  no  means  prepared  to  answer. 
Returning  to  the  Archbishop,  he  said : 

'<  This  Lady's  nerves  appear  to  be  more  easily  affected 
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than  I  had  calculated — I  believed  her  to  be  of  a  very 
different  description  from  her  daughter.'^ 

''  Be  not  uneasy,"  replied  the  Archbishop ;  '*  she 
ivill  shew  nerve  enough  just  now  when  she  is  put  to 
the  proof — I  know  something  of  this  haughty  Lady,  who 
has  fallen  so  opportunely  into  our  hands^— I  saw  some- 
what of  her  spirit,  when  she  accompanied  her  husband 
in  his  imprisonment  in  the  Tower  of  London — ^would 
they  had  both  remained  there— his  most  gracious 
Majesty  was,  in  that  instance,  by  much  too  lenient." 

'*  Your  Grace  thinks  then  that  this  Lady  will  prove 
unmanageable  ?"  said  Lord  Grey. 

"  Not  altogether,"  rejoined  Alan,  sneeringly ;  **  she 
is  still  a  woman— but  the  blood  of  the  Geraldines^ 
which  is  rather  of  an  inflammable  nature,  flows  in  her 
veins — however,  I  know  her  influence  over  her  hus- 
band to  be  almost  unbounded ;  and  if  by  threats,  or 
otherwise,  we  can  induce  her  to  exert  it,  we  may  get 
some  hold  over  these  traitors — ^they  have  mustered  a 
force,  and  have  shewn  a  degree  of  power  which  I  did 
not  wot  of  in  that  respect ;  Parese  rather  misled  me  by 
his  information — I  misdoubt  me  of  that  villain,  and 
wish  I  had  him  in  hands — ^we  have  raised  a  hornet's 
nest  about  us,  which  it  may  not  be  easy  to  smother." 

**  I  And  in  the  Irish,"  said  Lord  Grey,  pacing  the 
apartment  with  folded  arms,  'Van  embarrassing,  and 
not  a  very  honourable  enemy :  instead  of  marching  to 
the  field,  in  all  the  pomp  and  pride  of  chivalry,  and 
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engaging  in  an  open  and  regular  battle,  they  dart  upon 
us  from  unacceasible  woodd  and  morasses — to  these 
they  retire  at  the  approach  of  the  Royal  Army — ^from 
these  they  again  issue  upon  any  prospect  of  advantage ; 
but  before  I  can  draw  out  my  forces,  they  are  already 
vanished,  so  as  to  keep  me  in  perpetual  perplexity, 
without  permitting  me  to  strike  any  decisive  blow ; — 
in  this  new  kind  of  war,  and  in  a  strange  country,  little 
g^ory  is  to  be  acquired,  and  much  damage  to  be  ap- 
prehended." 

^'  When  you  come  to  be  opposed  personally  to  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald,"  returned  the  Archbishop,  **  yoli 
will  not  have  such  complaint  to  repeat;  you  will  find 
him  hot,  and  rash  enough  when  his  blood  is  up,  to  dare 
a  battle  under  any  circumstances — ^but  he  has  resources 
on  which  I  did  not  calculate.  That  arch-traitor, 
Kildare,  before  his  departure  for  England,  probably 
foreseeing  what  would  happen,  fortified  his  Castles  at 
Maynoothj  Clontarf,  and  elsewhere,  with  the  King's 
stores  and  adrtillery,  which  this  hopeful  youth  is  now 
turning  i^inst  His  Majesty's  liege  subjects — but  the 
vengeance  of  Parliament  ^all  be  extended  to  his 
adherents  and  kinsmen,  of  whom  I  have  a  long  cata» 
logue — all  shall  be  attainted  of  high  treason,  so  as  to 
reduce  this  family,  which  has  so  long  maintained  the 
first  rank  in  Ireland,  to  the  lowest  state  of  depression 
and  disgrace."* 

*  Leland. 
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**  To  secure  the  interests  of  the  Crown/'  replied 
Lord  Grey,  **  and  to  eontroul  the  disaffected,  it  is  ab^ 
solutely  necessary  that  none  but  men  of  English  birth 
should  be  entrusted  with  the  care  of  the  principal  plaoet 
of  streagth>  throughput  the  whole  of  the  English  set- 
tlements."* 

^'  That/'  returned  Alan,  **  is  the  principal  cause  of 
my  present  anxiety  to  reach  England,  in  order  to  re- 
present to  my  friend,  the  Cardinal ;  and,  through  him, 
to  impress  his  Majesty  witb  the  absolute  necessity  of 
the  most  coercive  measures  with  these  discontented 
factions — the  whieb  can  only  be  effectually  done  by 
placing  all  authority  in  English  hands.'' 

**  Your  Grace,"  said  Lord  Grey,  smiling,  "  would 
do  well  to  expedite  your  journey ;  for  while  Cromar, 
Primate  of  Armagh,  holds  the  seals  as  Chancellor,  you 
wUI  find  it  difficult  to  have  your  Bill  of  Attainder 
against  the  Geraldines  executed — and  besides,  it  is  said, 
that  Lord  Thomas's  principal  reason  for  pushing  on 
the  seige  of  Dublin,  just  at  present,  is  the  idea  that 
your  Grace  is  safely  lodged  within  the  Castle.  If  the 
Countess  had  any  means  to  give  him  information  of 
your  present  retreat,  methinks  he  would  raise  the  siege 
quickly,  and  visit  the  walls  of  this  holy  sanctuary." 

**  We  must  be  careful,"  said  the  Archbishop,  hastily, 
and  vnth  some  appearance  of  uneasiness,  ''  to  keep 
such  means  from  the  Lady,  whose  will  to  do  such  ser^ 

*  Leland 
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vice  I  doubt  not;  but  so  soon  as  I  have  had  some 
conversation  with  her,  on  the  morrow,  I  intend  to  quit 
this  retreat.  The  vessel  for  my  conveyance  to  Eng- 
land ought  to  have  been  ready  ere  now." 

**  I  think/'  replied  Lord  Grey,  **  I  will  leave  you 
to  deal  with  this  Lady  alone — ^for  me,  I  see  too  much 
of  woman's  tears — although,  I  must' own,  I  did  not 
expect  any  thing  of  the  kind  from  her — ^but  as  your 
Grace  is  not  likely  to  be  shaken  in  your  resolves  by 
such  fooleries,  I  intend  departing  with  the  morning 
light :  my  presence  is  needed  elsewhere — ^if  you  can 
effect  any  capitulation  through  the  means  of  the 
Countess,  you  know  what  is  to  be  done,  and  where  to 
find  me." 

Here  the  conversation  ceased ;  and  the  Prelate  and 
Lord  Grey  separated,  leaving  the  Countess  to  pass  the 
night  in  uncertaintly,  both  as  to  her  own  fate,  and  that 
of  her  daughter. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Stately  she  stood : — tho'  her  fragile  frame 
Seem'd  stmck  with  the  blight  of  some  inward  flame; 
And  her  proud  pale  brow  had  a  shade  of  scorn, 
Under  the  waves  of  her  dark  hair  worn. 


The  morning  light  aroused  the  Countess  from  her 
sleepless  pillow,  to  prepare  for  the  expected  summons 
to  attend  the  Archbishop,  and  Lord  Grey.  Of  the 
departure  of  the  latter,  she  yet  remained  in  ignorance. 
Alice  had  made  enquiries  from  the  persons  in  the  Con- 
vent, but  had  procured  little  information,  and  none  in 
any  way  satisfactory ;  she  had  been  assured,  that  the 
Lady  Elinor  was  not  there ; — **  where  then  was  she  ?" 
the  hardened  Boldiers  laughed  and  jeered  at  the  anjcious 
Nurse,  whose  strange  dress,  and  uncouth  accent  and 
manner,  seryed  them  for  a  fertile  subject  of  merriment, 
in  a  place  where  their  amusements  were,  in  their 
opinion,  rather  limited. 

The  Archbishop  had  been  staying  there  in  secret 
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for  some  time ;  Lord  Grey  had  only  arrived  the  pre- 
ceding erening.  With  this  much  additional  informa- 
tion, Alice  returned  to  her  Lady. 

The  (TonntesSy  seated  in  an  armed  chair,  with  a 
small  table  before  her,  over  which  her  arms  were 
crossed,-  and  her  aching  head  reposed,  raised  her  eyes 
on  the  entrance  of  the  Nurse,  who  said, 

'*  Bad  luck  to  the  day  an  hour^  that  Master  Red- 
mond lift  uz,  an  that  evir  we  cum  to  this  weary  place  ; 
why,  myself,  does'nt  believe  that  there's  a  raal  Monk 
among  thim  all,  ony  those  EngUsh  sogers  tike, 
sneerin  at  a  poor  woman  omj  for  axin  afther  her  child 
— ^weary  on  thim,  an  the  Kkes  o**  thim. — *^ 

'^  Then  thou  hast  learned  nothing  more  Alice,  said 
the  Countess. 

*'  Nothin,  my  Lady,  nothin,"  replied  the  Nurse, 
'*  ony  she's  not  here  any  how ; —  but  that  ould  Arch.- 
bishop,  that  'U  moir  cum  to  be  a  Samt,  if  all  they  say 
of  him  he  thrue;  why,  he's  hidin  here  for  'fraid  of  our 
Lords ; — an  as  for  Lord  Grey,  he  ony  cum  last  evenin, 
an  has  been  shut  up  co^rin  wid  't'other  one-  evir  since, 
an  its  about  no  good ;— that  Lord.  Grey  id  whistle  a 
bird  aff  a  tree — ^but,  may  be,  the  oi^M  cme  mighA  be 
too  many  for  him  yit ; — ^aa  they  say,"  she  added,,  low- 
ering her  voice,    and  looking   suspiciously   around, 
/'  that  he  knows  many  a  thing  no  honest  Christian 
ought  not  know ;  let  alone  a  churchman ;  an,  that  it 
niver  was  sayin  his  prayers,  that  he  learnt  so  much. 
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^^  Alas  I"  said  the  Coimtess,  sighing,  **  the  friend 
and  coadjutor  of  the  imperious  Wolsey  is  little  likely 
to  be  Tery  cono^entious ; — God  must  befriend  us, — 
the  aid  of  man  cannot  reach  us  bere.^ 

**  Mother  1"  cried  Rose,  '*  they  seem  to  take  no 
great  note  of  you  an  me  here ; — when  I  pass  by  the 
Monks  they  cross  themselves,  and  look  aside — ^an, 
may  be,  they  would'nt  mind  if  one  of  us  slipped  away. 
I  think  I  could  find  the  way  to  Dublin  myself; — 
tb'nt  so  fifiur ;  an  I  hear  tell,  that  Saint  Patrick's  steeple 
can  be  see'd  a  &r  way  from  the  hills  about.  I  could 
find  out  my  Lord,  or  Lord  Thomas ;  or,  may  be,  if 
they  were'nt  in  it.  Master  Redm<»d  would  be  a  good 
warrant  to  cum  an  help  my  Lady ;  he  looks  so  kind- 
hearted  like." 

"  What  business  is  it  of  yours  to  be  talkin  or 
tfainkin  about  Master  Redmond,"  cried  Alice,  wrath- 
fuUy  casting  an  indignant  glance  at  the  culprit,  who, 
consciously,  hung  down  her  head. 

**  Rose's  idea,  however,  is  not  a  bad  one,"  said  the 
Countess,  with  more  of  animation  than  she  had  hitherto 
shewn ;  **  but,  perhaps,  it  would  be  better,  Alice,  if 
you  were  to  go  i — ere  you  could  arrive,  Desmond  him- 
self will  be  prepared  to  seek  me,,  and  your  information 
may  then  be  of  service." 

"Yes,  ni  go,  my  Lady,"  cried  Alice,  eagerly; 
"  111  slip  through  the  Convent  garden  ; — such  a  one 
as  me  ill    never  be  watched ;    I'll  run  through  the 
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woods,  an  be  in  Dublin  before  the  ould  Archbisbop 
can  do  you  a  mischief." 

'*  Stay,  Alice/'  said  the  Countess;  **  wait  the 
result  of  my  interview  with  him,  and  Lord  Grey ; — 
I  expect  much  from  the  latter;;, — ^he  is  young — ^he 
seemed  warm-hearted — ^he  cannot  be  so  hardened; — 
for  the  sake  of  the  Daughter,  surely,  he  will  not  deal 
too  severely  with  the  Mother." 

Alice  sat  down,  impatiently  casting  many  glancea 
towards  the  window ;  the  morning  was  wearing  apace, 
and  the  weather  more  favourable  than  usual :  she 
thought  every  moment's  delay  of  consequence;  for 
she  had  the  worst  possible  opinion  of  Alan,  both  from 
what  she  had  heard,  and  even  the  little  which  she 
had  seen  of  him,  during  his  sojourn  at  Kilkenny 
Castle. 

At  length  the  expected  summons  arrived  for  the 
Countess  to  attend  the  Archbishop,  who  was  seated 
in  the  same  apartment  into  which  she  had  been  intro- 
duced on  the  preceding  evening. 

Without  rising,  he  sternly  signed  to  his  fair  pri- 
soner to  place  herself  on  a  chair  opposite ; — ^but  she 
remained  standing ;. and  looking^  anxiously  around  the 
room  for  Lord  Grey,  demanded  of  the  Prelate,  wha 
seemed,  in  the  presence  of  the  beautiful  Irishwoman, 
to  have  forgotten  his  usual  politeness,  **  why  the 
English  General  was  absent  ?" 
■    "  Lord  Grey,  Madam/'  replied  the  Archbishop,  "  is 


ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND.  101 

absent  oq  State  affairs— perhaps  it  is  unknown  to  you 
that  he  has  received  His  Majesty's  letters  patent, 
appointing  him  Lord  Deputy  of  Ireland, — in  the  place 
of  those  whose  conduct  has  rendered  them  unworthy  of 
the  trust." 

*^  My  God!"  exclaimed  the  Countess,  '<  is  he  then 
^ne?  Where  is  my  child?  What  has  become  of 
her  ?  Has  he  left  no  token,  no  message,  to  tell  of  her 
existence  to  her  unhappy  mother  ?" 

**  I  know  little  of  Lord  Grey's  private  affairs,"  said 
Alan,  coldly ;  then  perceiving  that  it  would  be  neces- 
sary to  calm  the  agitation  of  the  Countess,  ere  he  could 
proceed,  he  added,  "  this  much,  only.  Madam,  I  can 
inform  you,  that  your  daughter,  the  Lady  Elinor,  is 
the  wife  of  the  Lord  Deputy ;  and  is,  to  the  best  of  my 
belief,  at  this  moment,  in  the  Abbey  of  Wicklow^ 
whither  Lord  Grey  has  proceeded  this  morning  to 
draw  out  his  forces  against  the  insurgents;  having 
thus  satisfied  your  question.  Madam,  I  presume  you 
will  now  compose  yourself,  and  condescend  to  attend  to 
what  I  have  to  say," 

The  Countess,  sinking  back  into'  her  chair,  covered 
her  eyes  with  her  hands  for  some  minutes;  then,  in  a 
fitultering  voice,  said,  '*  She  lives,  she  is  in  safety— I 
ought  to  be  thankful — ^although,  as  the  wife  of  that 
jBan,  she  is  lost  to  me  for  ever." 

*'  That,  Madam,"  replied  the  Archbishop,  *'  dependf 
flnch  on  your  own  conduct,  and  that  of  the  Earl  of 
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Desmondymod  hk  relatives ;  if  yoH  hare  any  mflaenee 
with  him,  or  them,  it  is  time  for  yoa  to  exert  it,  to 
save  th«m  from  their  impending  fate.  The  scaffold  is 
the  inevitable  lot,  both  of  him  and  Lord  Thomas  Mtz- 
gerald,  unless  your  representations  can  procure  an  im- 
■Mdiate  change  of  measures;  and  it  is  probable  that 
few  of  their  £uniiy  and  adherents  can  escape  a  like 
disgraceful  destiny.  This/'  he  pursued,  taking  a  parch- 
ment from  the  table  before  him,  "  is  an  Act,  attaint- 
ing of  treason  Gerald  Fitzgerald,  Earl  of  Desmond, 
G^Ud  Fitzthomas,  Earl  of  Kildare,  and  Thomas 
Fitzgerald,  his  son ;  for  alliance,  fostering,  and  alterage, 
with  the  Ring's  Irish  onemies ;  for  proyiding  them  with 
horses,  harness,  and  arms,  and  supporting  them  against 
the  King's  subjects.  Whoerer  shall  not  discover  their 
goods  to  the  Earl  Grey,  Lord  Deputy,  within  four- 
teen days  after  the  risii^  of  Parliament,  shall  be 
attainted  of  felony/'* 

**  This  then.  Madam,  you  perceive,  allows  of  no 
pardon  for  those  taken  in  arms  in  such  a  cause;  their 
lands  atid  t^iaments  are  confiscate  to  the  Crown,  and 
their  lives  forfeit — except  on  the  condition  of  imme- 
diate surrender.  The  King's  ferees  surround  Dublin 
on  every  side,  both  by  sea  and  land ;  therebel  army  is 
encompassed — ^yet,  still  a  pardon,  in  as  far  as  their 
lives  are  concerned,  will  be  granted  to  the  leaders,  if 
they  instantly  disband  their  forces,  lay  down   their 
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urmsy  aiid  givB  thenseiTes  «p  aueoiidkiottally  to  the 
mercy  of  the  Government." 

**  What !"  exelaimei  the  Oounteis,  **  do  lihose  who 
are  op)[»te8sed  owe  aliegiatice  to  Che  tymnay  that  grinds 
them  ?  A  pec^le^  conquered  by  force  and  fhuid,  held 
in  subjection  by  die  swoid,  and  smelly  treated  in  their 
aervitwde,  have  nothing  to  ooiiiHder  bat  ^  flieawi  and 
season  of  reftistaate;  the  Earl  of  Destnoiid  will  never 
lay  down  hb  arms  while  diere  is  misery  on  one  side^ 
and  oppression  oa  the  other."* 

'^  You  speak  boldly^  Madam/'  returned  Alan; 
**  methkiks  you  will  change  your  manner  when  you 
see  your  husband  led  forth  to  the  scaffold  \  yet  this 
must  inevitably  be  his  fato,  unless  yon  try  your  indii^ 
enee  to  savo  him.  I,  in  my  quality  of  An^bishop  of 
Dablifl^  am  bound  to  see  such  sentiBnoe  executed. 
Our  holy  Father,  Adrian^  Pope  of  Rome,  was  pos^ 
sessed  of  all  the  seigniory  of  Ireland,  ia  right  of  his 
Church,  which,  for  a  certain  t&it^  he  alienated  to  the 
King  of  En^aad,  and  his  heirs  for  ever ;  by  which 
grant  the  aabjeds  of  Ireland  owe  dieir  obedience  to 
the  Kklg  of  Engkuid,  as  dieir  sovereign  Lord;  it  is, 
tiietafore,  ordluned,  diat  all  Archbishops  and  Bishops 
of  bekMi  shaU,  upon  th«  monition  of  forty  days, 
proceed  to  the  excomibunicaftion  of  all  disobedient  sub^ 
jMts;  ted  if  suoh  Archbishops  or  Bishops  be  remiss 
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in  doini^  their  duties  in  tlie  premisesy  they  shall  forfeit 
one  hundred  pounds/'* 

*'  Your  Grace's  duties,  real  or  supposed/'  repHed 
the  Countess^  with  a  scornful  smile,  ^'  are  not  likely  to 
make  much  impression  on  the  Earl  of  Desmond ; — if  a 
part  of  the  Irish  nation  consented  to  ratify  such  usur* 
pation,  that  consent  is  not  binding  to  the  whole ;  the 
£arls  of  Desmond  hare  always  maintained  certain  in- 
dependant  rights  and  privileges,  and  Gerald,  the  pre- 
sent Earl,  is  not  likely  to  be  the  first  to  resign  them. 
The  representations  made  in  England  of  his  conduct, 
and  that  of  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  arje  false  and  inte- 
rested, to  magnify  the  zeal  of  the  Lords  of  the  Coun- 
cil, or  to  conceal  their  offences  and  irregularities ; — 
the  English  Goverment  is  purposely  kept  from  any 
knowledge  of  the  native  Irish,  or  any  intercourse  even 
with  .the  most  peaceable  amongst  them ;  they  receive 
their  information  through  corrupted  channels:  it  is 
transmitted,  and  believed."! 

"  There  is  nothing,"  cried  the  Archbishop,  ''  which 
could  be  transmitted,  or  believed,  to  aggravate  their 
treasonable  conduct ;  do  they  not  dare  to  beard  the  very 
JKing  on  his  throne  ?  Have  they  not  excited  the  native 
Irish  to  a  general  confederacy,  and  raised  their  whole 
powers  against  the  English  pale  ?" 

'*  It  is  true,"  replied  the  Countess;  *'  but  if  the 
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•Irish  enjoyed  the  same  rights  and  privileges  urith  the 
English  King's  other  subjects,  he  would  have  none 
more  loyal;  it  is  against  tyranny  and  oppression. they 
cry,  and  not  against  the  Monarch;  it  is  against  the 
penal  laws,  the  arbitrary  imprisonments-r-and, above  all, 
the  system  of  torture,  that,  the  people  of  Ireland  raise 
their  hands, — and  against  those  who  have  had  recourse 
to  such  measures  for  the  purpose  of  maintaining  their 
power/'* 

**  On  the  contrary,"  returned  the  Archbishop,  '*  it 
is  the  .mutual  rivalships  and  jealousies  of  interested 
competitors,  for  power,  favour,  or  emolument, .  which 
separates  the  inhabitants  into  different  parties,  and  has 
laid  the  foundation  of  an  odious  and  impolitic  distinc* 
tion  of  an  English  and  an  Irish  interest^  amongst  those 
who  should  be  united  in  one  common  band  of  alle^ 
giance  and  affection  to  the  Crown,  and  be  considered 
xai  treated  indiscriminately  as  members  of  the  same 
State,  and  subjects  of  the  same  Prince.'^      , 

"-It  would  be  well,"  answered  the  Countess,  *^  if, 
when  the  same  allegiance  is  expected  from  all,  that  the 
same  privileges  and  laws  were  extended  to  all."  . 
-**  Impossible,"  cried  the  Archbishop,  now  exas- 
perated beyond  All  appearance  of  patience ;  '\  the  Irish 
are  a  horrid  irreclaimable  race  of  barbarians ;  they 
have  an  inveterate  and  implacable  hatred  against  the 
English  settled  in  their  country,  merely  because  they 
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are  foreigsen ;  and  a  determined  design  and  coiifiBd&- 
raoy  to  extirpate  the  whole  race  of  English  8ubject&^^ 

The  Countess  smiled.  **  Not  altogether/'  she  said ; 
**  the  Irish  are  not  the  monsters. yon  would  please  to 
represent  them ;  and  their  excesses  should  be  ascribed 
to  the  insincerity,  injustice,  and  oppression  of  others; 
to  the  warmth  of  just  resentment,  or  the  efforts  of  self 
defence.  It  is  the  most  unreasonable  partiality  to  sup- 
pose  otherwise." 

*'  You  arc  an  eloquent  adrocate  in  their  favour. 
Madam/'  retamed  the  Archbishop,  sneering^y,  but  in 
a  more  tranquil  manner  than  he  had  spoken  just  before ; 
"  however,  I  should  think  it  more  nearly  concerned 
you  to  look  to  their  partizans — your  husband  and 
nephew,  whose  heads  are  in  danget  by  their  patriotic 
exertions  in  favour  of  the  oppressed ;  it  is  time  to  check 
their  enthusiasm,  by  reminding  them  of  thei^  own  per- 
sonal risk ;  the  best  service  that  now  renuiins  for  them 
to  perform,  is  to  stop  the  coming  horrors,  and  to  endea- 
vour to  save  the  country  from  those  calamities  that  are 
ever  consequent  on  an  unsuccessful  civil  contest-HBi»^ 
called,  the  struggle  of  patriotism  for  freedom." 

'^  Those  who  judge  of  human  nature,  only  as  re- 
flected by  the  baseness  of  their  own  hearts,"  cried  the 
Countess,  indignantly,  *^  may  be  expected  to  doubt 
the  existence  of  pure  and  disinterested  patriotism.  All 
who  hold  such  belirf,  are  those,  who,  to  excuse  thetr 
own  vice^  deny  tbe  reality  of  virtue;  but  the  truly 
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liberal  and  upright  man  will  not  credit  such  base 
slander ;  with  generous  minds,  the  purity  of  the  object 
will  be  conudered  the  best  evidence  of  the  purity  of 
the  motiye/' 

She  stood  erect  whilst  she  spoke — a  faint  colour 
crossed  her  fair  cheek  for  a  moment — ^her  eyes  looked 
upwards,  far  above  the  grovelling  and  earth-bom  crea- 
ture to  whom  she  addressed  herself;  and  the  sublime 
dignity  of  her  beautiful  and  majestic  figure,  seemed  a 
fit  personification  of  the  purity  of  which  she  spoke. 

<*  It  is  well,  MadatH/'  said  the  Archbishop,  trem- 
bling  with  rage,  and  his  ashy  colour  becoming  yet  more 
livid;  'Mt  is  well,  I  conclude,  you  have  prudently 
considered  whom  it  is  you  thus  defy.  I  left  it  in  your 
hands,  in  yotir  infiuence,  to  recall  the  Earl  of  Desmond 
to  his  duty  and  allegiance — ^in  Us  narae^  and  in  your 
own,  you  have  dared  to  reject  the  royal  clemency." 

<*  No  V*  exclaimed  the  Countess,  **  the  hand  of 
mercy  teytt  was  ettended  through  die  medium  of  such 
an  agent.*' 

*'  Yoii  are  in  the  right,"  cried  Alan,  rising  and 
moving  towards  the  door,  with  a  withering  glance  at 
his  victim,  which  made  her  heart's  blood  run  cold. 
^*  t  am  no  agent  for  metcy — ^and  from  me,  proud  and 
unbending  womto^  you  shall  find  none." 


F  6 


106  ROMANCE  IN   IBELANiy. 


.      ,/  K 


CHAPTER  Vlir. 


'■  I  know  him  now ; 
I  know  him  by  hli  palfid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  the  evii  eye 
That  aids  his  ehvioos  treachery. 


By  the  ensuing  morning  the  Archbishop  had  arranged 
ev^ry  thing  for  his  own  personal  safety  and  comfort 
during  his  flight,  wl^ich  was  now  become  more  thau 
ever  necessary.  The  powerful  resources  possessed  by 
Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald »  and  the  Earl  of  Desmond ; 
the  time  of  year,  but  little  inconyenience  to  their 
troops,  but  destructive  to  the  English,  to  whom  th^ 
woods  and  bogs  were  inextricable  labyrinths,  of  which 
the  danger  was  increased  by  the  wetness  of  the  ground, 
and  the  length  of  the  dark  and  dreary  nights,  render- 
ing Lord  Grey's  army  almost  inefficient,  and  obliging 
him  to  keep  them  in  winter  quarters,  whilst  the  Irish 
pursued  their  march  unmolested. 

The  alarm  which  had  reached  the  Countess,  and 
Redmond,  on  their  journey,  had  been  caused  by  a 
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single  regiment  of  cavalry  in  attendance  on  Lord  Grey, 
who  certainly  had  not  then  the  slightest  intention  pi 
engaging  the  Irish  during  the  winter  season,  if  he  could 
Itvoid  it. 

The.  Archbisho{^  thought,  that  during  the.  present 
posture  of.afiairs  it  would,  be  quite  as  prudent  in  him 
to  absent  himself :  accordingly,  dbguised  in  the  humble 
dress  ^of  one  of  the  holy  brotherhood  of  Saint  Wool- 
stans/and  attended  by  a  troop  of  well  armed  soldiers, 
also  disguised  with  Monks  frocks  oyer  their  armour,  he 
bent  his  course  by  an  indirect  road  towards  that  part  of 
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the.  Bay  where  he  expected  a  vessel  to  be  in  waiting 
for  him. 

Well  mounted  on  the  small  Irish  bred  horses,  gene- 
rally called  by  the  country  people  Garrons,  or  Rou- 
gherry's,  the  mock  troop  pf  Priars  pursued  their  way 
unmolested,  crossing  the  outskirts  pf  >  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald'^  army,  which  had  surrounded  the  City  of 
Publin  on  every  side, 

^  fTbe  Archbishop  scarcely  gave  himself  time  to  return 
the  salutations  cordially  bestowed,  by  the  simple 
Kearne  on  him  (disguised),  and  his  supposed  holy 
^roQp;  but  passing  hastily  along  the  south  strand,  bent 
}us  way  towards  the  borders  of  O'Byrne's  country^ 
where  the  coast,  sinking  among  the  hills,  forms  {he 
Beautiful  Bay  of  Killiney ; — then  only  did  the  Prelate 
consider -himself  as  tolerably  secure,  when^  withpiit  the 
reach  of  the  Irish,  and  wij^hin  the  precinct^  pf,thaf 
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growad,  occupied  by  the  Engliah  army,  he  saw  the 
resflel  which  was  to  convey  him  to  his  aative  Et^laad, 
focking  in  the  Bay.  Oladiy  diaaftounting^  he  entered 
the  house  of  a  person  whom  he  believed  trust-r worthy^ 
where  he  intended  to  pass  the  nighty  and  where  he  had 
engaged  Pafeae  to  meet  him  to  receive  his  parting 
directions^ 

Parese  already  arrived,  immediately  obeyed  the 
summons  of  the  Arohbishop,  whO|  too  anxious  to:  accept 
the  refreshment  oflfered  by  his  host>  hastily  dismissed 
him«  in  order  to  shut  himself  up  with  Lord  Thomas's 
treacherous  foster  brother^  from  whom  he  expected  to 
learn  every  thing  which  it  concerned  him  to  know,  and 
from  whom  he  intended  to  conceal  all  that  which  he 
wished  to  remain  unknown. 

**  Thou  hast  betrayed  me/'  he  iftaid,  looking  sternly 
at  Parese;  ^' thou  knewest  wdl;  thou  must  have 
known  of  the  resources  possessed  by  thia  mad-headed 
young  Lord  of  thine,  which  renders  this  rebellion  of 
his,  on  which  I  calculated  to  bring  him  to  the  scaffold, 
more  likely  to  end  in  driving  the  English  from  the 
country." 

*^  Your  Grace  does  me  wrong,"  said  Parese,  humbly ; 
**  Lord  Thomas  ia  chiefly  indebted  to  good  fortune, 
and  his  own  daring  spirit,  for  his  present  successes-^^tbe 
tide  may  turn." 

<<  It  mayi"  retorted  Alan,  thoughtfully;  '''but, 
alsoi  it  may  not;  villaini  thou  knowest  that  he  had 
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artillery,  of  which  I  did  not  dream—and  it  is  said, 
that  it  wa»  by  thy  means,  by  some  devilish  contriTanoe 
of  thm,  that  he  wo»  the  Castle  of  Kilkenny,  and  let 
loo^  that  traitor  Deunond,  and  the  hell«<mt  his  wife.'' 

Parese  thought  within  himself  diat  this  was  rather  a 
Ittid  name  for  so  loyely  alady;  but  keeping  his  eyes 
fastened  on  the  ground,  and  continuing  his  obsequious 
manner,  he  said : 

**  Lord  Thomas  is  soficiently  ingenious  not  to  re* 
quire  any  contrivance  or  assistance  of  mine^-besides, 
the  surrender  of  the  fortress  was  principally  owing  to 
an  accidental  fire.'* 

^*  It  was  owing  to  an  accidental  fire  too,"  replied 
the  Archbishop,  ^*  that  thou  wast  under  the  necessity 
of  swinging  the  Lady  over  the  predpioe  by  ropes 
attached  to  her  chair — ^thou  canst  not  deceive  me, 
Parese ;  I  have  information  of  all  thy  proceedings — 
take  thy  hand  from  thy  bosom,  villain  ! — ^what  seekest 
thou  there  ?— look  up,  look  forward,  when  I  say— I 
doubt  thee." 

To  desire  Parese  to  look  up,  or  direct  at  any  person, 
was  to  desire  an  impossibility ;  accordingly,  the  Archt 
bishop  did  not  obtain  that  mark  of  honesty;  but  he 
forced  Urn  to  drop  hk  right  hand,  with  which  he  had 
been  fumbling  in  the  folds  of  his  mantle,  and  to  hold 
both  arms  hanging  straight  down  during  the  remainder 
of  the  conversation. 
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The  Archbishop  insisted  on  hearing  an  accurate 
account  of  all  Lord  Thomas's  military  plans ;  and  de- 
ceived from  Parese  a  detail  so  minute,  that,  Jiowever 
small  his  dependance  on  the  veracity  of  the  relator,  he 
still  did  not  think  it  possible  that  the  whole  could  be 
invention.  Some  of  the  circumstances,  if  he  had  been 
quite  certain  of  their  truth,  would  have  inclined  him 
not  to  defer  his  voyi^e  until  the  next  morning,  .which 
had  been  his  original  intention,  but  to  sail  with  that 
evening's  tide. 

The  sky  was  lowering  and  dark ;  there  was  a  heavy 
swell  in  the  Bay,  and  every  indication  of  an  approach- 
ing stortn.  The  Archbishop  glanced  his  eye  anxiously 
from  Parese  to  the  sea,  and  seemed  for  a  while  unde- 
termined which  to  brave,  the  enmity  of  man,  or  the 
fury  of  the  elements — ^then  summoning  the  Pilot,  who 
waited  to  steer  the  sloop  through  the  Wicklow  sand 
banks,  he  desired  his  opinion  as  .to  the  prudence  of 
putting  to  sea  ^ith  so  unfavourable  a  wind,  and  so 
many  prognostics  of  a  coming  storm. 

The  Pilot,  a  shrewd  looking  fellow,  with  a  hard  eye, 
and  a  swaggering  gait,  stealing  a  furtive  glance  at  the 
motionless  and  silent  Parese,  replied  :    .    : 
:    ^*  Wh' thin  may  be  ye'er  worshipful  honour  does'nt 
tnind  bein  saay  sick  ?'^  . 

.   '*  J  have  not  any  particular  liking  to  it,  certainly,  if 
I  could  avoid  it,''  said  the  Archbishop;  ^'  but  that  is 
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not  the  question,  honest  man ;  I  asked  thee,  if  the 
weather  was  likely  to  allow  of  the  vessel  making  her 
passage  in  safety  ?" 

**  I  have  been  steering  that  same  CoUeen-na-mara/ 
these  fifteen  years,  cum  shrove-tide,  an  she  never  was 
wraeked  yit." 

*'  Scoundrel  !'*  exclcdmed  the  angry  Prelate,  '*  canst 
thou  not  give  a  direct  answer  V^ 

**  Och  ye'er  worshipful  honour,  I  nivir  refused  a 
civil  answer  yit,  barrin  I  was'nt  affronted  first." 

**  My  good  man,''  said  the  Archbishop,  more  mildly, 
for  he  saw  that  the  best  policy  was  to  keep  his  temper, 
**  no  person  hiere  seeks  to  affront  thee ;  but  I  am 
anxious  to  reach  the  opposite  coast  with  all  convenient 
speed,  having  private  matters  of  much  moment  to 
transact  in  England ;  and  asked  thy  counsel  as  that  of  a 
person  of  experience,  touching  the  safety  of  venturing 
to  ses^  in  the  present  unfavourable  appearance  of  the 
weather.*' 

Alan  looked  so  keenly  on  the  Pilot  whilst  he  spoke, 
that  the  man  saw  he  could  not  venture  to  consult 
Parese  by  his  eyes ;  and  being  uncertain  of  his  cue, 
hesitated*     Parese  now  spoke. 

'Vl  fear  me,  it  would  be  rash  in  your  Grace  to  ad- 
venture your  valuable  life  on  board  so  slight  a  vessel, 
in  such  a  sea,  and  on  this  dangerous  coast — although  I 
iloubt  not  the  skill  of  this  worthy  sailor,  who  b,  never^ 

*  LaBs  of  the  Sea. 
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thelessy  a  stranger  to  me ;  but  look/'  he  added,  poiat' 
ing  towards  the  window,  **  how  the  se&-gnlls  sweep 
towards  the  bilk,  and  listen  to  their  discordant  cries — 
doubt  not  but  this  will  be  a  wild  night — ^yeur  Grace 
had  better  sleep  on  shore." 

**  Thy  advice/'  muttered  the  Prelate  to  himself, 
'*  would  incline  me  to  act  just  tiie  reyer8e^--^hou  art  no 
true  man,  or  I  wrong  thee  much." 

Turning  towards  the  window,  he  gazed  intently  for 
some  time  on  the  swelling  wates,  now  breaking  in 
beaty  masses  on  the  shore;  their  tops  crested  With 
boiling  foam,  which  ran  up  the  str^d,  almost  to  the 
house  door.  As  he  meditated  on  this  uninviting  pros- 
pect, his  back  was  turned  to  the  two  men,  and  Parese 
thereby  gained  the  opportunity  of  mdting  a  sign  to  his 
coadjutor,  which  the  ready  Pilot  quickly  eompre^ 
hended  ;  and  waiting  until  the  Archbishop,  having 
finished  his  examination  of  the  scene  without,  once 
more  turned  his  attention  towards  his  companions, 
said : 

*^  Ye'er  Lordship's  Grace  '11  may  be  better  off  aboord 
my  little  Colleen  than  here,  for  all  the  jaw  of  this  land 
lubber — ^an  I'll  ingage  to  steer  ye  tight  opposite  for^- 
mint  ye,    an    lay   ye   down  ashore,  quite  nate  an 

««y/' 

Parese,  who  comprehended  a  double  meaning  in  this 
speech,  could  scarcely  forbear  smiling ;  but  the  Arch* 
bishop  was  too  much  engaged  in  Jus  own  anxious  reflect 
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tions  «t  the  mom^it  to  obsenre  him ;  mad  after  «  long 
pause,  addressing  the  Pilot,  he  said : 

'*  It  is  wetiy  ray  worihy  firiend,  I  ha^e  determiiied — 
I  will  tenpt  my  fate  wilih  thee — begone  now — the  tide 
rises  fast — ^in  a  quarter  of  an  hcwr  I  will  join  thee  on 
the  shore — have  thy  boat  in  readiness,  and  see  that  the 
sloop  be  prepared  to  wei^  anchor  so  soon  as  I  am  on 
hoard/' 

The  Pilot,  with  an  uncouth  obedience,  withdrew; 
die  Archbishop  and  Puese  were  <mce  more  alooe. 

**  Parese,''  said  the  former,  ^*  thou  see'st  that  thy 
counsri  has  but  little  weight  with  me  now-^perfaaps, 
thy  foster-brother  may  find  thee  more  true  to  him«-4Hit 
remen^r,  if  thou  failest  me  in  thy  share  of  the  agree^ 
ment,  /am  not  bound  to  mine.  Lord  Grey,  too,  I 
find,  has  been  tampering  with  thee — ^fellow,  thou 
servest  too  many  masters/' 

"  It  grieres  me  much  to  find  your  Grace  dissatis* 
fied  with  me,'*  said  Parese,  evasirely.  "  With  respect 
to  Lord  Grey,  his  views  and  objects  are  little  diflferent 
from  your  Lordship's — and  for  my  counsel,  which 
seemeth  to  have  excited  so  much  suspicion  and  displea* 
sure,  I  only  gave  it  to  die  best  of  my  judgment — 
perhaps,  my  anxiety  for  your  Grace's  safety,  and  my 
natural  apprehensions  of  the  sea,  may  have  caused  my 


error." 


<<  Thou  needest  not    be  apprehensive  of  water," 
tepli^  the  Prelate,  with  a  bitter  sneer.    «'  I  do  jiot 
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pretend  to  the  gift  of  prophecy — nevertheless,  trust  me, 
Parese,  thou  wilt  never  be  drowned/' 

With  tl|ia  friendly  intimation,  the  worthy  confede- 
rates parted  ;  and  the  Archbishop  bent  his  course  to  the 
strand,  where  the  Pilot's  boat  awaited  him. 

The  little  skiff  lay  on  the  surf  close  to  the  shore, 
tossed  up  and  down  by  each  succeeding  wave.  The 
old  man,  **  infirm  of  purpose,"  at  this  moment,  as  well 
as  in  bodily  force,  found  considerable  dilBculty  in  em- 
barking, even  with  the  assistance  of  the  hardy  sailors, 
who  stood  around  the  boat  in  the  surf,  and  endeavoured 
to  steady  her  with  their  hands.  As  Alan  placed  his 
foot  on  the  gunwale  he  shuddered,  and  recoiled  with 
tin  inward  foreboding  of  evil :  but  looking  back,  and 
perceiving  Parese  on  the  rocks  above,  attentively  ob* 
serving  him,  he  made  a  sudden  effort  of  resolution,  and 
entered  the  boat;  when  the  sailor,  who  held  a  rope 
attached  to  the  shore,  which  steadied  her,  letting  go  his 
hold,  she  was  instantly  borne  away  on  the  restless 
bosom  of  the  waters ;  and  with  but  a  slight  effort  on  the 
part  of  the  rowers,  soon  carried  them  alongside  of  the 
sloop,  which  lay  at  anchor  in  deep  water. 

Parese,  so  soon  as  he  had  seen  the  Archbishop  em- 
barked, mounted  his  horse,  and  bent  his  coarse  towards 
the  outskirts  of  Dublin,  from  whence  he  meant  to  pro* 
ceed  with  all  possible  expedition  to  Clontarf,  where 
Lord  Thomas  was  then  istationed. . 
•  The  young. leader  of  the  insurrectionary  ;^Qiy«  qb 
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the  report  that  the  Archbishop  had  quitted  the  Castle 
of  Dublin y  and  lay  concealed  in  the  environs,  was  dis-> 
poded  to  raise  the  siege,  stipulating  for  the  release  of 
O'Carroll,  and  his  men,  as  a  condition,  for  the  capital 
did  not  at  that  moment,  if  such  report  was  true,  contain 
any  other  object  worth  the  loss  of  time,  men,  and 
ammunition ;  all  of  which  he  knew  would  be  required 
against  Lord  Grey,  whom  he  was  more  anxious  to 
bring  to  an  immediate  engagement,  in  proportion  as  he 
saw  the  wary  English  General  disinclined. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond,  with  all  the  artillery  they 
could  muster,  was  then  stationed  on  the  promontory  of 
Howth,  which,  in  the  then  direction  of  the  wind,  pre-^ 
sented  a  lee-shore  to  all  vessels  entering  the  Bay ;  and 
from  his  commanding  position  the  Earl  was  prepared 
to  sweep  the  harbour  the  moment  any  English  ships 
should  come  within  reach  of  his  guns ;  and  by  that 
means  expected  to  cut  off  all,  or  most  of  the  transports » 
entering  with  reinforcements  to  the  relief  of  the 
besieged  capital. 

Parese  had  been  despatched  by  his  young  Lord  to 
make  enquiries  respecting  the  reality  of  the  Arch* 
bishop's  evasion,  before  he  commissioned  Redmond, 
who  had  arrived  at  head-quarters  the  preceding  evening, 
to  treat  with  the  citizens  of  Dublin  for  the  release  of 
the  Chieftain,  O 'Carroll,  and  his  men,  on  the  condition 
of  withdrawing  the  forces  from  before  the  walls. 

Parese  readily  undertook  this  commission  for  his  own 


118  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

purposes;  although,  with  respect  to  all  which  con- 
ceraed  the  Archbishop,  be  could  hare  gt^eo  biff  Lord 
safBcient  information  without  stirring  from  his  Me; 
he  DOW  hastened  his  return,  ere  the  plan  whidi  he  had 
concerted  with  the  Pilot  was  put  in  ejtecution ;  for  he 
well  knew,  that  without  his  presence  it  would  be  but 
of  little  avail. 

As  he  gallopped  along  the  shore,  on  his  way  towards 
the  capital,  he  watched  with  anxiety  the  {HPOgresa  of 
the  vessel,  which  he  had  destined  to  bear  the  Prelate 
to  a  haven,  far  different  from  the  one  which  the  cautious 
churchman  looked  to ;  her  movementa  were  as  irregular 
and  retrograde  as  he  could  wish,  until  the  darkness  of 
the  night,  and  the  comi»g  storm,  shut  her  from  his 
view. 

The  violence  of  the  gale,  from  which  he  had  some 
diffculty  in  sitting  on  his  horse,  now  gave  him  a  new 
cause  of  akurm ;  not  tiiat  he  feared  the  loss  of  the  sloop 
— that  would  have  satisfactorily  enough  answered  hia 
purpose ;  but  he  apprehended  that  she  would  be  driven 
out  to  sea,  in  defiance  of  the  efforts  of  the  Pilot, 
although  he  had  a  still  better  opinion  of  the  man's  skill 
than  of  his  honesty. 

**  The  rascal,''  he  muttered,  *^  wUl  never  endanger 
his  own  life,  but  run  out  to  sea ;-— fool  that  I  am,  I  was 
long  alone  with  the  old  man ; — I  am  young  and  strong 
— ^he  aged  and  infirm; — ^this  coward  heart;  he  Imtow- 
beats  me ; — ^in  his  hated  presence  a  cold  chill  of  fear 
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comes  OTer  me  ;-«-but  when  he  is  absent  I  feel  that  I 
could  crush  him  like  a  worm." 

**  Worm  as  thou  ait,  thou  art  more  likely  thyself  to  be 
crushed/'  said  a  voice  close  beside  him ;  *'  of  whom 
speakest  thou,  Parese,  and  for  whom  dost  thou  destine 
such  abater 

**  Ha  I  Master  Redmond !"  cried  Parese,  endea* 
vonring  to  recover  himself  from  the  alarm  caused  by 
this  abrupt  address,  **  I  did  but  apostrophize  my 
horse,  which  carries  me  not  with  speed  equal  to  my 
impatience,  to  render  an  account  of  my  commission  to 
my  Lord ;  but  if  I  can  assist  or  benefit  you  in  aught," 
he  added,  obsequiously,  **  I  trust  he  will  not  chide 
a  small  delay  a" 

'*  No,"  replied  Redmond,  ^^  that  which  I  seek  thou 
eans't  not  have  met  with  on  the  road  thou  hast  been 
travelling — although,  what  brought  thee  on  that  road, 
for  the  business  on  which  thy  Lord  despatched  thee,  I 
have  not  now  leisure  to  enquire ;  but  rest  assured 
that  such  enquiry  shall  be  made." 

Parese,  glad  to  be  released  from  Redmond's  inqui* 
sition  on  any  terms,  now  pressed  forwards  on  his  way 
towards  the  ferry,  which  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
cross,  in  order  to  reach  Clontarf ;  but  dark  and  stormy 
as  was  the  night,  he  was  determined  to  proceed,  al- 
though, perhaps,  under  other  circumstances,  his  curi- 
osity would  have  induced  him  to  dodge  the  steps  of  the 


120  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

young  man,  who,  on  quitting  him,  had  urged  his  horse 
to  its  utmost  speed  on  a  most  fruitless  quest. 

The  non-appearance  of  the  Countess  had  alarmed 
Redmond  O'Carroll  beyond  all  possibility  of  bearing ; 
he  dared  not  trust  himself  to  speak  to  Lord  Thomas  on 
the  subject,  and  still  less  to  the  Earl  of  Desmond, 
who,  occupied  on  his  station  at  Howth,  yet  remained 
in  ignorance^  either  that  she  had  not  arrived  at  the 
head-quarters,  or  that  Redmond  had  left  her ;  a  fact 
which  the  unhappy  young  man  knew  not  how  to  explain, 
without  betraying  those  feelings  which  time  and  expe- 
rience had  not  yet  taught  him  to  conceal. 

That  night,  that  long  and  dismal  night,  was  past  in 
his  wild  and  vain  search — the  Countess,  her  atten- 
dants, the  soldiers,  horses,  all  seemed  to  have  vanished. 
With  the  moming^s  dawn  he  presented  himself  at  the 
gates  of  the  Monastery  of  St.  Woolstans — the  sullen 
and  inhospitable  Monks  refused  him  admittance,  or 
even  an  answer — again  he  returned  to  search,  by  day- 
light, the  woods,  the  bo^,  the  river — the  earth  seemed 
to  have  opened  and  swallowed  up,  not  only  this  highly 
prized  Lady,  but  all  which  belonged  to  her. 

With  the  evening's  close  the  unhappy  young  man 
again  retraced  his  road  with  the  same  impetuous  speed 
with  which  he  had  travelled  on  the  preceding  one — it 
appeared  to  him  now,  that  whatever  he  did  was  wrong 
— he  felt  that  he  ought  instantly  to  have  informed  her 
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husband  how  he  had  deserted  his  charge,  left  her  un> 
protected,  with  none  but  ignorant  menials — unac- 
cjuaiuted  with  the  road,  and  at  the  approach  of  night — 
that  happy  and  beloved  husband  would  have  known 
better  what  steps  to  take  in  order  to  recover  the  lost 
treasure — and  when  he  had  recovered  her,  with  what 
smiles  would  he  not  be  greeted — ^welcome,  a  thousand 
and  a  thousand  times  more  welcome,  than  the  misera- 
ble Redmond,  who  adored,  and  who  had  forsaken  and 
abandoned  her.  He  flung  away  the  bridle  of  his 
horse,  he  pressed  his  hands  on  his  forehead,  his  spurs 
into  the  animal's  flanks,  he  groaned,  he  cried  aloud 
—looking  aqd  acting,  as  he,  indeed  was,  coinpletely 
out  of  his  senses. 


rot.  I, 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Those  who  haye  ran  half  their  course,  cannot  chuse  hot  sigh  over 
the  generous  romantic  confidence  of  early  yonth,  which  is  not 
the  less  a  blessing  for  being  at  times  unwisely  and  incantionsly 
ptaoed* 

Full  of  those  dreams  of  good  that,  vainly  grand, 
Haunt  the  young  heart — proud  views  of  human  kind, 
Of  men  to  gods  exalted  and  refin'd— 
False  views,  that,  like  the  horizon's  fedr  deceit, 
Where  earth  and  heavfn  but  seem,  alas,  to  meet ! 


On  the  same  evening  and  hour,  whilst  Alan,  Arch^ 
bishop  of  Dublin,  held  his  conference  with  Parese  at 
Killiney,  Lord  Thomas,  seated  alone  in  his  Cabinet 
in  the  Castle  of  Clontarf,  was  informed  by  one  of  his 
attendants  that  a  stranger,  a  very  old  man,  desired  to 
speak  with  him. 

Lord  Thomas,  to  whom  the  idea  of  spies  or  trea^ 
chery  never  once  occurred,  and  who,  in  his  present  pre* 
carious  situation,  took  no  more  precautions  for  his 
personal  safety  than  if  he  had  been  still  Lord  Deputy 
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of  Ireland,  desired  that  the  stranger  might  immediately 
be  admitted.  The  attendant  hesitated ,  but  deference 
to  his  Lonl  kept  Mm  from  making  any  objection  ;  and 
when  he  again  looked  on  the  yenerable  and  bending 
figare  of  him  who  had  solicited  -admission;  his  scraples 
vanished;  and  opening  the  door  of  the  apartment,  he 
ushered  the  old  man  into  the  presence  of  the  young 
Chief  of  the  Geraldines. 

Lord  Thomas,  on  his  entrance,  gazed  a  moment  in 
surprise,  until  his  Visitor,  dropping  a  large  mantle,  and 
nncovering  his  i^ed  head,  gave  to  view  the  benign 
countenance  of  Cromar,  Primate  of  Armagh,  and 
Chancellor  of  Ireland. 

With  an  exclamation  of  joy,  the  young  man,  bending 
his  knee  before  his  revered  and  venerable  friend^  de* 
manded  by  what  strange  chance  he  was  honoured  with 
a  visit  from  him,  by  whom  he  imagined  he  had  been 
utterly  renounced,  since  his  departure  from  loyalty 
and  allegiance  to  the  Throne  of  England. 

^*  No,  Thomas,  I  renounce  thee  not,"  replied  the 
Primate,  "  even  in  thy  errors — ^for  I  think  I  know 
thy  heart ;  I  have  passed  alone  and  unguarded  through 
thy  army  of  wild  followers  ;  I  have- sought  thee  out,  tn 
the  hope  that  the  child  whom  I  have  nursed  on  my 
knee,  and  whose  infant  hands  have  so  often  played 
amongst  these  grey  hairs,  would  not,  in  the  heat  of 
youthful  blood,  refuse  to  listen  to  the  counsel  of  an 

G  2 
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aged  man,  who  has  at  least  had  a  long  experience  for 
his  guide." 

"  My  Father,  my  kind  and  venerable,  now  my  only 
Father,"  said  Lord  Thomas,  respectfully  seating  the 
old  man,  *^  what  counsel  can  you  offer,  to  which  I 
would  not  listen  with  attention  and  respect  the  most 
devoted  ?" 

**  I  fear  much,  my  gallant  boy,"  returned  the  Pri- 
mate, '^  that  thou  hast  been  misled  by  other  counsel, 
from  those  far  more  artful  than  thyself." 

**  No,  my  kind  friend,"  said  the  young  Lord,  •*  I 
have  been  indeed  galled  and  irritated  almost  to  mad- 
ness, but  not,  I  hope,  misled.  No,  no,  I  ^an  see  my 
way  before  me,  and  know  my  friends  from  my  ene-^ 


mies." 


(C 


Alas,  my  son,"  replied  Cromar, ''  that  is  an  asser- 
tion few,  very'few,  even  of  the  most  experienced  can 
maintain.  I  too  believed  that  thou,  Thomas,  wert  my 
friend ;  I  would  have  trusted  thee,  even  as  youthful, 
love  can  trust ;  and  yet,  in  drawing  thy  sword  against 
thy  lawful  Sovereign,  dost  thou  not  raise  thy  hand 
against  friend  and  kindred  ?  Dost  thou  not,  by  this  dis^ 
loyal  conduct,  confirm  in  men's  niind^  the  accusaitions 
brought  against  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  although  thou 
knowest  them  to  have  been  false,  and  only  promul- 
gated by  his  enemies,  in  order  to  draw  him  into  the 
very  snare  into  which  thou  hast  thyself  now  so  heed-^ 
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iessly  and  rashly  fallen  ?  With  his  name,  dost  thou  not 
implicate  all  his  friends  and  adherents;  thus  causing 
many  of  the  most  loyal  and  hest  affected  of  the  King's 
subjects  to  be  branded  along  with  thee  by  the  dis- 
^aceful  name  of  Traitor  ?" 

*'  Call  it  not  disgraceful  I"  exclaimed  Lord  Tho- 
mas; "  to  me,  provoked  by  so  many  wrongs,  it  is 
matter  of  boast  and  triumph.  I  adopt  the  epithet,  and 
proudly  avow  myself  a  .traitor  to  the  tyrants  of  my 
country,  and  to  the  acts  of  power  by  which  it  is  en- 
slaved— or  if  it  be  intended  to  express,  by  the  term 
traitor,  that  I  have  violated  any  duty  which  I  owe  to 
the  community  of  my  fellow  Citizens,  I  deny  the 
accusation,  and  retort  the  charge  of  **  treason"  on  the 
Anglo  Irish  Government.  These  are  the  subverters  of 
whatever  little  liberty  Ireland  enjoyed ;  these  are  the 
supporters  of  a  connexion  which  they  have  practically 
shewn  can  never  exist  with  Irish  prosperity  and  free- 
dom."* 

"  My  child,  my  child !"  cried  the  Primate,  **  what 
wild  language  is  this?  What  frantic  hope  inspires  thee  ? 
On  whom,  or  what  dost  thou  rest  this  visionary  scheme 
of  freedom  ?  Knowest  thou  not  the  pride,  insincerity, 
-and  fickleness  of  the  native  Irish  ?  Rely  not  on  their 
4ight  promises ;  they  are  actuated  only  by  u  factious 
^spirit,  and  an  inherent  love  of  warfare ;  they  are  reck^ 
Jess  against  whom  they  raise    their    hands, — offend 

*  Old  Records,  MS. 
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tliem,  and  thou  wilt  become  the  nc^Kt  object  of  tibeir 
animonty ;  they  mil  leave  thee>  forsaken,  at  tiie  mercy 
t)f  thy  enemies,  to  whom  thou  hast  given  but  too  muek 
subject  of  accusation : — ^thy  life  is  alieady  declared 
forfeit  to  the  offended  laws«  Oh^  my  ^on,  my  son, 
why  have  I  lived  to  see  this  day  ?" 

TeanH-and  tears  are,  indeed,  bitter  when  wrung 
from  the  eyes  of  the  aged,  coursed*  each ^other  down 
the  old  man's  cheeks.  Deeply  affected^  Lord  Thomas 
knelt  before  him. 

"  My  friend,  my.  Father,''  he  cried,  "  grieve  mot 
for  me ;  whatever  is  to  be  my  fate,  I  am  resigned ;  life 
has  no  longer  charms  for  me — ^my  youth  is  blasted,  my 
hopes  are  withered — crushed-  and  disappointed  in  my 
«best  affections ;— driven  to  desperation  by.a:parent's 
ignominious  fate — ^in  this  workl  my  spirit-  finds  no 
resting  place.  I  cannot  live  without  some  violent 
excitement;  for.  myself,  I  am  reckness,  how  it  ends, 
but  i  would  free  my  country,  the  only  int^est  I 
have '  now  remaining.  My  country,  trampled  on ,  in 
order  to  maintain  the*  avarice  and  ambition  of  England 
^— to  maintain  such>  ambition,  are  not  Irishmen  daily 
forced  to  shed  their,  blood,  without  glory  or  profit  to 
their  own  country,  and  for  the  aggmndizement  of  aao- 
tber^n  vain  are  the  blessings  of  a  fruitfoLscnl,  navi* 
gable  rivers  and  -harbours^  where  a  fleet  may  ride.; :  aie 
not  these  advantages^  blasted  by  the  sway  of  a  haughty^ 
rival,  before  whose  dominion  their  strength  and  re- 
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noiurces  ate  withered  and  exhausted  ?  WhovwUl  accuse 
me  of  haying  violated  my  duty  tewarda  m^  couatryr 
men^  by  labouring  to^free  them  from,  this  combination 
of  fraud  and  tyra^iny  ?" 

'*  Visionary  boy/'  returned  the  Primate,  **  how 
small  is, thy  knowledge  of  the  world  and  of  human 
Qatoi»i  iui  supposing  that  thou  canst  better  the  condi- 
tion  of  ,ihy  country,  by  overthrowing  (even  if  it  were 
in  thy  power)  the  regular  Government,^  and  placing 
her  in  a  state  of  anarchy — change  the  personsi  manr 
kind  is  still  the  same.  The  Irish  ure  now  oppressed, 
because  they  are  ruled  by  others; — ^make  them  the 
rulers^  and  they  will  become  oppressors  in  their  turn^^ 
such  is,  and  such  ever  will  be,  the  viceof  atan's  nc^urei 
the  slDong  trample  on  the  weak«  Enthusiasts  such  as 
thoii^  embrace  the  cause  of  the  ii\j«iired ;  torrents  of 
blood  are  shed;  a  foreign  tyranny  is  exchanged  foe  a 
native  faotion-^r^md  who  is  the  gi^ner — one  set  of 
tjnsantSv  only  replace  another< — ^there  are  ^variations  in 
indiwidual  cbaiacter,  there  are  variations  in  the  cha« 
racter  of  nations  {  but  ma^,  proud  man,  is  still,  in  all 
%g^  and  climates,.-ainbitiouB|  overbearing^,  and  unre-< 
lenting/' 

**.  Alas,  what,  a  picture !"  cried  Lord  Thomas ;  ^^  I 
mourn  to  say  there  Is  >  nothing  in  my  ows  experience 
widch  would  lead  me  to  doubt  of  its  truth,  for  I  r  have 
been  uniformly  disappointed  where  I  placed  most  re^ 
stilli  I  hope,  and  believe,  in  the  lexistence 
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of  virtue — id  you^  my  Father,  I  see  religion  in  its  modt 
holy  and  sacred  form ;  and  not,  as  in  others,  an  engine 
of  profane  policy — in  you,  I  see  generosity,  liberality, 
and  truth,  even  at  the  moment  when  I  am  disputing 
your  opinions,  and  presumptuously  setting  up  the 
judgment  of  a  boy,  against  your  age  and  experience/' 

*'  Thomas,'' cried  the  Primate,  **  think  not,  byflat^ 
tering  my  affections,  to  win  me  over  to  thy  fatally  mis* 
taken  notions — in  subverting  the  Government,  in  with- 
drawing the  country  from  the  salutary  yoke  of 
Monarchy,  see'st  thou  not  that  thou  would'st  lay  pros- 
trate the  laws,  and  with  them  all  ordei  and  religion — 
expose  this  unhappy  land,  once  more,  to  the  factious^ 
contests  of  its  own  rival  Lords,  and  remove  the  only 
restraint  which  can  prevent  the  fickle  and  turbulent 
race  of  Iri^h  natives  from  relapsing  into  their  usual 
disorders." 

/*  Never!"  cried  Lord  Thomas, passionately ;  **  her 
resources  would  then  be  employed  for  her  own  interest 
and  glory — her  energies  turned  to  her  own  happiness ; 
she  would  become  a  nation,  not  a  province — ^her  people 
would  become  freemen,  not  slaves — she  would  assume* 
that  position  among  nations,  for  which  God  and  nature 
gave  :her  power — and  for  her  protection,  she  need  only 
look  to  her  inborn  strength  and  courage." 

With  a  deep  sigh,  the  Primate,  gazing  intently  onf 
Lord  Thomas,  said  : 

'*  Unhappy  young  man  !    what  human  eloquence 
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could  dispel  thy  infatuatien  ?  I  see  my  feeble  efforts 
are  vain — ^in  the  will  of  God  alone  it  rests  to  Hnrakeu 
thee  to  a  sense  of  thy  mad  and  mischievous  folly — ^but 
thy  repentance  will  come  too  late  to  save  thee— deaf  to 
the  voice  of  friendship,  thy  doom  is  sealed— blinded 
-by  thy  partial  successes,  thou  trustest  to  their  -con- 
tinuance, and  that  thy  cause  will  ultimately  triumph — 
vain,  vain  delusion  !  Alas !  must  I  leave  thee  then  in 
thy  reckless  blindness ;  on  the  verge  of  that  precipice, 
over  which  all  eyes  but  thy  own  must  foresee  thine 
inevitable  fall  ?" 

**  And  where,"  exclaimed  the  enthusiastic  young 
man,  *'  could  be  found  a  death  more  glorious,  than  in 
the  cause  of  justice  and  freedom — in  the  effort  to  give 
liberty  and  concord  to  this  enslaved  and  distracted 
country?  And  if  the  Patriot  cause  shall  at  length, 
indeed,  triumph,  oh  may  those  who  live  to  see  that  day, 
Jearn  to  compassionate,  in  the  persons  of  opposing  indi- 
viduals, the  blinded  instruments  of  a  foreign  policy, 
whom  persevering  kindness  may  reclaim,  and  turn  from 
enemies  to  friends.  And,  far  above  all,  may  the  victors, 
in  the  cause  of  truth  and  reason,  drive  for  ever  from 
this  purified  land  the  impious  persecution  oi  their 
fellow  creatures,  under  pretext  of  religion,  and  the  ser- 
vice t)f  Gpd — be  this  their  aim,  and  their  end,  without 
reference  to  private  advantage;  and  an  imperishable 
jnonument  shall  be  erected  of  national  freedom^  virtue, 

.and  independance." 
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''Face  thee  well,  then,  unhappy  boy/';  said } the 
Piimate ;  ''  I  see  well  thou  ort  not  in  a  state^  of  mind 
to  profit  by  eny  counsel  which  couid  be  offered  (to  lihee . 
— farewell,  I'  leave^thee  with  a  bleeding  -he«rt*^I  am 
old— very  oldi— and,  yet,  I  somwr/to  say,  I  may  pro^ 
bably  outlive  thee— ^thee,  in  all  the  glories  t>f  thy  openi- 
ing  youth-^my  child,  my  lost  deluded  childv" 

''  My  Father,''  said  Lord  Thomas^  detaiaiitg .  hinr, 
''  I  cannot  part  from/ you  thus-«-and  on^suehNanight, 
too,  it  were  impossible  for  me  t9- suffer  yov  to  go 
forth  alone — ^hearken  to  the  storm — ^there  is  a*  hoxrtcane 
abroad;  and  the  shore  which  you  must  pass,  on  your 
return  to  the  City,  is  exposed  to  all  tfa»  fury  of  the 
gale — ^for  this  night,  I  cannot  suffer  you' to  depart.. 
My  Father^  you  must,  for  a.  while,  consider  yourself  as 
my  prisoner;  with  the  dawning  day  I  will  myself  <con^ 
duct  you  in  safety  to  the  walls  of  Dublin." 

With  some  difficulty,  the  venerable  Primate^  deeply 
disappointed,  and  disheartened  by  the  ill  success  of  >his 
kindly  meant  efforts,  to  argue  his  young  friend  into  a 
more  temperate  frame  of  mind,  at  lengdi .  consented  to 
remain.  The  discussion  was,  of  course,  renewed,  and, 
also,  of  course,  with  as  little  success^ — eaclt  remaining 
of  their  original  way  of  thinking ;.  and  the  only  ex- 
traordinary circumstance ;  was,  that,  at  the  end  of  the 
argument^  the  d:wo  friends  still  retained  the  same  kindly 
and  affectionate  feelings  towards  each  other,  with 
which  they  had  commenced;  and  the.fading^  light: of 
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the  tapers^  aHaoimoingthe  app^oaoh  of  day,  found  them 
s«ia  diputing,  and  stai  friends. 

The  storm  had  aot  in  any  degree  iohated ;  and  with 
the  daylight.  Lord  Thomas's  people  cameio  inform  him 
that  a  vessel  had,  during  the  night,. nmagiound  on 
the  aaad-bank,  which ;  lay  within  a  short  space  of  the 
flat  shore  of  Clontarf ;  and  that  the  waves  were  break* 
ing  over  her  with  such  violence,  that  she  must  ineyita* 
bly  go  to  pieces ;  and  although  at  so  small  a  distance 
firomithe  shore  that  the  cries  of  the  wretched  mariners 
wese  distinctly  heard,  no  assistance  could  be  i  given, 
sinoe  no  boat  could,  for  an  instant,  stem  the  rnoun* 
tainous  waves  which  broke  on  the  sti^d. 

**  We  must,  however,  try,*'  cried  Lord  Thomas* 
starting  up,  with  animation,  and  followed,  although, 
more  slowly,  by  the  equally  kind  hearted  and  cha.ritable 
Primate — ^he  ran  with  all  the  vivacity  of  his  nature  and 
youth,  with  a  vague  hope  of  rendering  assistance  to 
the  scene  of  this  calamity. 

The  rising; sun,  with  a  cold  and  sullen  glare,  enf> 
Hg^l^ed  the  awful ; spectacle:  the  ship^lay  on  her 
beam-ends,  deeply  embedded  in  the  sands;  and  the 
wild  sea,  breaking  far  ov^  her  mast-head,  sent  its 
clouds  of  white  spray  dancing  in  a  thousand  fantastic 
f&m8,  and  sparkling  in  the  rising  ray,  as  if  in  mockery 
of  thevvietims.  below;  whose  piercing,  cries  for  help 
were  di^inctly  heard  frcnn  the  shore,  and  hearkened  to 
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•with  a  vague  and  helpless  feeling  of  compassion  by  the 
people  there  assembled,  whom  the  frequent  recurrence 
of  such  scenes  had  not  entirely  hardened.  ^ 

On  the  appearance  of  Lord  Thomas,  "he  was  hailed 
by  an  universal  shout,  as  if  they  thought  that  .his 
presence  alone  could  still  the  raging  of  the  elements^ 
and  release  the  sufferers  from  the  impending  destruc- 
tion. 

The  fishermen,  and  others,  who  possessed  boats, 
crowded  around  him  to  explain  the  impossibility  of 
their  making  any  attempt  in  that  manner,  *'  or  else 
shure  they  would'nt  be  b^nd  hand ;  but  now  may  be 
his  Lordship's  honour  could  think  of  some  way  to  help 
the  craturs." 

« 

'^  Think  ye  a  good  swimmer  could  breast  these 
waves,  to  bear  a  rope  to  the  wreck  ?"  demanded  Lord 
Thomas. 

A  silence,  accompanied  by  a  universal  scratching  of 
heads,  and  a  sort  of  horizontal  movement  of  the 
shoulders,  peculiar  to  the  Irish,  when  under  any  feeling 
of  embarrassment,  succeeded  to  this  demand :  at  lengthy 
one  of  the  men  replied, — 

'*  Myself  dos'nt  know,  but  he'd  be  a  bould  un  that 
id  thry." 

^*  I  will  try,"  exclaimed  Lord  Thomas,  with  great 
•allimation,  and  hastily  freeing  himself  from  any. super- 
fluous  garments.    *^  My  horse,,  my  horse,  my  good 
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-steed  Brian  Banru — on  his  back  will  I  stem  these 
'Wav^es;  Jhe  has  borne  me  through  many  a  strange  peril, 
we  will  try  this  new  one  together."  ' 

Xot  venturing  to  disobey,  and  with  a  sentiment  of 
t^onfused  admiration  at  this  daring  self-devotion,  mixed 
with  a  strong  sense  of  shame  at  their  own  beu^kward- 
nessy  the  attendants  of  Lord  Thomas  led  forth  the 
•horse,  tincaparisoned,  as  he  stood  in  his  stable,  and  with 
only  a  slight  bridle  passed  through  his  mouth.  This 
horse,  of  great  size  and  strength,  and  of  a  fiery  un- 
governable spirit,  was,  perhaps,  the  only  one  which 
could  have  been  found  fitted  for  such  an  undertaking — 
violent  as  were  the  animiil's  general  habits,  he  yet  shewed 
himself  tractable  and  obedient  to  his  young  Master, 
who  had  made  amusement  for  himself  the  preceding 
year,  in  handling  and  taming  this  fine  creature, 
then  a  colt,  but  universally  considered  as  past  the  art 
of  man  to  conquer.  Lord  Thomas  had  found  means  to 
succeed,  by  gentleness  and  kind  caresses,  where  force 
bad  been  utterly  unavailing,  and  found  his  reward  in 
the  complete  subjection  of  the  noble  brute,  who  would 
now  follow  him  like  a  dog,  and  give  up  his  extraordi- 
nary strength  entirely  to  the  guidance  of  his  youthful 
and  spirited  rider. 

The  moment  the  stately  Brian  appeared,  bounding 
and  curvetting  in  the  hands  of  the  groom,  who  could 
with  difficulty  restrain  him.  Lord  Thomas,  only  half 
clothed,  sprung  on  the  back  of  the  uncaparisoned  steed^ 
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anditarning  his  broad  breast  io  the  waters^  the  bokU 
spirited  animal,  obedient  to  the/  gnidanee  of  the  hand 
he  loved,  fearlessly  plunged  into  the  foam ;  and  rtaiiig 
on  the  mountainous  waves,  gallantly  bore  his  stiU  more 
gallant  rider  towards  the  fast  dividing  wzeck,  and  the 
helpless  wretches  who  clung  shrieking  to  her  spars. 

The  Primate,  who  had  arrived  on  the*  shore  at  the 
moment  when  his  young  friend  had  rushed  to  his 
generous  undertaking,  gazed  on  him  in  speechless  terror 
and  admiration ;  but  even  if  it  had  been  in  his  power 
to  controul  him,  Gromar  was  not  a  man  who  would 
have  wished  to  make  the  attempt ;  for,  although  d^er^ 
ing  in  opinion  from  Lord  Thomas,  with  respect  ta  his 
political  career,  which  he  was  so  boldly  pufsuing^  it 
was  not  from  any  feeling  of  personal  caution  that  the 
old  man  blamed  this  self-devotion ; .  but  because  he 
disagreed  with  him  as  to  the  probable  remits  likely  >  to 
be:  obtained,  and  believed  that  the  young  Greraldine's 
projects  of  general  utility,  to  be  effected  by  a  revolur 
tion,  could  only  end  in  general  ruin.  But  the  mor 
mentary  animal  courage,  which  prompted  thisrrisfciiig 
of  his  own  life  to  save  others,  however  valuable  th^ 
life  so  risked  might  be,  and  however  worthless  those 
saved  might  possibly  prove,  if  the  attempt  soeceeded^ 
claimed  and  obtained « only  the  most  enthusiastic  and 
unfeigned  admiration*. 

Another,  and  a  deeply  interested  spectator,  now 
arrived,  in  time  to  witness  this  novel  scene«    Parese^ 
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who  had  been»  from  yaiioust  impediments  and  causes^ 
detained  during  the  night,  and  had,  on  hia  progress 
along  the  shore  since  the  dawn  of  day^  been  in- 
tently watching  the  wreck,  now  beheld^  with  strangely 
mixed  «motions^  tUs  daring  attempt  made  by  his  young 
Lord,  who  certainly  was  unconsoious  whom  the- sloop 
o^itatned,  or  that  he  was  thus  )en<langering  his  own 
lifef  to 'preserve  that  of  his  own  and  his  father's 
biHi^reBt  enemy^ 

Holding  in  his  ri^kt  hand  a  rope,  whieh  was  rapidly 
nneoiled  to  him  from' the  shores  as  he  proceeded.  Lord 
Humms,  half  suffocated y  and  blinded  by  the.  water  and 
spray  whieh  dashed  oyer  ^him>  still  guided  his  horse^s 
head  towards  the  bank  twhere^  the  vessel  lay;  andfor^ 
tanately  for  the  success  of  his  und^taking,.  the  tide, 
ebbing  fast,  suffered  the  animal  to  get  footing .  on  the 
sand-bank^  as  they  approached  the  wreck.  Without 
losing  a.  moment,  the  enterprising,  swimmer  desired  two 
of  the  unfortunate  wretches,  whose'  strength  <  had 
enabled  them  to  cling  to  the  rigging,  to  lay  hold  on.  his 
Jegs:;  on  either  side  of  the  horse ;  and  promising  the 
remainder  of  the  surviving:  crew  to  return  to  th^ 
assistance,  he  gave  them  the  rope  which  he  held,  and  of 
which  the  other  end  was  on  the  shore,  desiring  those  who 
wore  able  to  attach  themselves  thereto,-  and  take  their 
chance  of  being  drawn  through  the  surf;  then,  plttuging 
once  more  into  the.  waves,  with  the  two;  who  clung  to 
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him  with  a  drowning  grasp,  he  urged  his  yet  untired 
-horse  to  regain  the  land. 

The  Primate  now  endeavoured,  but  in  vain,  to 
silence  the  wild  exulting  shouts  of  those  on  shore ; 
fearing  that  the  uproar  might  terrify  the  animal,  and 
turn  him  from  his  direct  course;  however,  although 
his  efforts  to  procure  quietness  were  ineffectual,  he  soon 
perceived  that  it  was  of  no  consequence.  Long  ere  the 
horse  again  reached  the  shore,  the  gallant  brute  was 
deafened,  as  well  as  blinded  by  the  force  of  the  waves ; 
and  with  his  rider,  and  the  two  helpless  wretches  cling- 
ing to  him,  all  half  drowned,  exhausted  and  powerless, 
were  cast  with  violence  on  the  strand,  where  hundreds 
of  friendly  hands  were  ready  to  receive  and  draw  them 
out  of  the  pursuing  surf. 

Two  more  of  the  crew  succeeded  in  fastening  them- 
'selves  to  the  rope,  and  were  drawn  senseless  to  land ; 
when  the  wreck  suddenly  parting,  the  miserable 
-remainder  were  washed  from  their  hold,  and  buried  in 
the  waters. 

A  very  short  time  sufficed  to  restore  Lord  Thomas, 
%nd  his  spirited  companion,  in  this  adventure,  to  their 
usual  strength  and  vigour;  but  it  required  a  longer 
space  to  reanimate  the  individuals  saved  from  the 
>wreck  to  any  thing  like  consciousness.  Three  ivere 
-common  sailors,  but  one  of  those  whom  Lord  Thonms 
•had  guided  through  the  surge  was  an  old  man,  irom 
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■the  feebleness  of  whose  appearance  it  was  surprising 
that  he  had  been  able  to  maintain  his  hold ;  and  the 
young  Chieftain,  gazing  on  the  pallid  and  disfigured 
features,  with  a  mixed  feeling  of  horror  and  pity,  recog- 
nized his  direst  foe^the  Archbishop  of  Dublin. 

The  sensations  of  rapturous  joy  which  he  had,  at 
first,  experienced  on  beholding  four  human  beings  thu« 
saved  by  his  exertions,  were  now  completely  dispelled. 
Parese,  watchfully  attending  to  his  changing  counte- 
nance, was  by  his  side,  like  the  genius  of  evil ;  and  as 
they  moved  a  few  paces  from  the  house  in  which  the 
Primate,  superintending  a  sufficient  number  of  assist- 
ants,  was  engaged  in  endeavouring  to  restore  the  ex- 
hausted men,  he  ventured  to  say, — 

<^  My  Lord,  this  seems  a  happy  chance,  which  has 
thus  delivered  into  your  hands,  him,  whom  you  have  so 
anxiously -sought.'* 

*'  No,"  replied  Lord  Thomas,  "  I  would  that  he 
had  fallen  into  my  hands  in  any  other  manner— if  he 
had  becolfie  my  prisoner  by  force  of  arms,  I  think  I 
should  have  had  little  scruple  in  hanging  the  cold- 
hearted  hypocrite  on  the  highest  tree  within  my  reach 
-r^but  now  he  bears  for  me  a  charmed  life.  I  cannot 
harm  him,  no ;  nor  even  detain  him  prisoner — which  last 
w^re  a  matter  of  much  importance,  since  the  possession 
of  such  an  hostage  might,  in  many  events,  work 
us  much  service." 
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^'  My  Lonl/'  retnraed  Paiese,  eonsidarably  disa^ 
pointed  at  thesei  to  him  unexpected  opinions  of  hiis 
^Chieftain;  ''  suffer  not  your  naturally  kind  and  com- 
passionate feelings  to  overconke- your  Tight  policy—^ 
whilst  the  Archbishop  lives,  your  cause- caA  neytr 
prosper,  he  will  find  means-  to  counteract  all  your 
measures/' 

*'  Be  silent/'  said  Iioid' Thomas,  sternly;  '^  you  are 
eyer  too  fond  of  shedding  blood-^but  such  an  act  as 
that  which  you  now  seem  to  counsel,  would  be  in  the 
spirit  of  a  fiend*^it  has  been  my  lot,  unconsciously, 
indeed)  to  save  him  from  a  wat^  grave  ;<  and  he  must 
p^oree  have  the- benefit." 

Parese  drew  back,  apparently  rebuked;  and.  the 
you^g  Chief  again  re-entered  the. house  into-whieh  the 
Archbishop  had  been  conveyed  ;  and  who^  having  now 
perfectly  recovered  his  senses,  gazed  around  him  with 
a  pallid  and  dismayed  countenance;  his  sole  reliance 
seemed  to  be  on  the  IVimate  Gromar,  who,  from  see* 
ing  there,  he  concluded  some  evil  chance  had  abo 
delivered  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy;  yet,  still  on 
him  he  bent  his.  •  imploring  looks,  hoping  that  either  his 
eloqutfice  or  accustomed  authority  might  have  some 
influence  with  Ixnrd  Thomas,  from  whose  compassioii 
hb  conscience  forcibly  told  him  he  ought  not  to  hava 
any  .thing  to  expect. 

''  My  Lord  Primate,    my  Brother  in  the    Holy 
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Churehy"  be  exolaimed,  ^^  will  you  not  interpose  to 
save  a  poor  helpless  old  man,  whose  days  eannot  be 
long,  from  enduring  a  violent  death  ?'' 

"  I  tnist>"  returned  the  Primate^  *^  that  your  fears 
ovemin  your  danger;  my  young  friend  is  too  kind- 
hearted  and  generous  to  take  the  life  which  he  has  just 
preserved — my  interposition  cannot  be  necessary  here." 

**  No/*  said  Lord  Thomas,  now  advancing.  "  Mise- 
rable man^  I  will  not  even  reproach  you  for  the  evil 
done*  I  can  only  say^  in  words  wiUi  which  you  oughft 
to  be  far  more.fiaAuliar  than  I  am — *  Go,  and  sin  no 
more.'  I  saved  your  lile-^your  person  is,  therefore,  no 
l(mger  my  property — -begone,  you  are  at  liberty-^be^ 
gone,  whithersoever  your  destiny  may.  lead  you — let 
me  behold  you  no  mOT««— all -that  midice  can  effect 
against  me,  has,  I  think,  been  already  accomplished ; 
but  if  more  remains,  if  yourh&ve  any  further  plans  in 
agitation,^-^-go ! — ^you  are  at  liberty-^-^ursne  them,  if 
you  now  can/* 

Cromar  looked  on  his  young  friend,  whilst  tears  q{ 
affliction. and  admiration  filled  his  eyes. 

Paiese,  a  little  apart,  clenched  his  hands,  and  ground 
his  teeth,  in  fruitless  rage,  on  thu»  seeing;  himsdf  in 
every  way  defeated;  he  cursed  his  Lord's  romantic 
foUy,  and  his  own  vacillation  of  purpose^;  which  had 
pievent^d  him.  from^  ridding  himself  of  one  whom  he 
^ually  feared  and  detested, .  when  he.nu^t  have  done 
so,  unmolested.;  He  now  stepped  back  into  the^rowd  ^ 
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and,  in  low  whispers,  began  to  relate  to  those  nearest 
all  the  wrongs  and  injuries  which  the  Earl  of  Kildare 
and  his  son.  Lord  Thomas,  had  suffered  at  this  man's 
hand,  whom  a  mistaken  notion  of  generosity  now 
induced  the  latter  to  set  at  large,  thereby  giving  him 
the  means  of  renewing  his  malevolent  practices. 

The  Irish,  always  the  creatures  of  impulse,  eagerly 
pressed  around  Parese  to  catch  his  words ;  every  man's 
hand  was  on  his  weapon,  and  deep  murmurs  ran 
through  the  crowd,  which  Parese,  by  his  statements, 
was  lashing  into  a  state  of  excitement,  fitted  for  any 
desperate  act;  the  word  passed  from  one  to  another; 
they  pressed  iround  the  house  containing  the  wretched 
object  of  their ^  too  just  resentment ;  and  when,  with 
feeble  and  tottering  steps,  overcome  by  his  recent  suf^ 
ferings,  he  presented  himself  at  the  door,  in  order  to 
pass  out,  he  scarcely  knew  whitber,  the  wild  yell  with 
which  he  was  received  by  the  infuriated  mob  caused 
him  to  shrink  back  in  terror,  to  seek  protection  from 
the  Primate,  or  even  from  his  late  enemy.  Lord  Tho- 
mas. The  latter,  on  learning  the  cause  of  the  old  man's 
alarm,  immediately  advanced,  and,  angrily  reproving 
the  tumultuous  crowd,  bade  them,  at  their  peril,  '^  stand 
back." 

^*  Behold,"  he  continued,  leading  forth  the  misera* 
ble  and  trembling  Archbishop,  *'  is  this  a  victim  for 
the  hands  of  men  ?  Look  on  his  grey  hairs,  look  on  his 
ieeble  steps,  and  take  shame  to  yourselves." 
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f*  Shame !  shame/'  echoed  the  facile  crowd,  draw- 
ing back,  "  who  would  strike  an  old  man  ? — shame, 
shame,  let  him  go — long  life  to  the  noble  Geraldine!" 

The  crowd  now  retreated,  so  as  to  leave  a  sufficient 
space  before  the  door :  Lord  Thomas,  laying  his  hand 
on  his  renoyated  steed,  had  vaulted  on  his  back ;  when 
the  Archbishop,  glancing  his  eyes  around,  for  the  first 
time  was  aware  of  the  presence  of  Parese,  who  had 
hitherto  contrived  to  avoid  his  notice. 

*'  Stop!  exclaimed  the  Prelate,  "  stay  your  steps 
one  moment,  and  hearken  to  the  warning  even  of  one 
who  has  been  so  much  your  enemy.  Lord  Thomas, 
I  now  tell  you  a  solemn  truth — ^you  nourish  a  traitor  in 
your  bosom — strike  him  to  the  earth,  or  you  are  a  lost 


man." 


'*  Away !  Churl,  away !"  cried  Lord  Thomas,  giv-» 
ing  his  horse  the  rein ;  "  the  treason  is  in  thy  own 
heart. 

He  was  out  of  sight  ere  the  last  words  were  pro^ 
nounced;  and  Parese,  repeating  the  former  ones, 
*'  Away,  Churl,  away!"  plunged  his  skeane*  up  to 
the  hilt  into  the  heart  of  the  old  man,  who  fell,  without 
a  groan,  dead  at  his  assassin's  feet. 

*  Bagger. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Now  nrast  she  see  her  lover  strain, 
At  every  to^,  her  feeble  chain ; 
Watch  to  new  bind  each  knot,  and  shrink 
To  view  each  fast  decaying  link ; 
Each  charm  she  varied,  to  retain 
A  varying  heart— and  all  in  fmo* 


In  her  solitary  apartment  in  the  Abbey  of  Wicklow, 
Elinor  awaited  with  feverish  impatience  the  arrival  of 
Lord  Grey,  who  had  been  absent  more  than  a  fort- 
night, she  knew  not  where.  Even  in  the  short  space 
of  time  which  had  elapsed  since  the  commencement  of 
this  history,  care  and  anxiety  had  faded  the  roses  on 
her  cheek,  and  dimmed  the  lustre  of  her  soft  blue  eye. 
She  had  never,  since  the  night  of  their  abrupt  separa- 
tion, learnt  aught  concerning  her  parents;  she  had  ex- 
'  changed  the  protection  of  those  tender  and  indulgent 
friends,  for  the  caprices  of  one,  by  turns  a  passionate 
and  jealous  lover,  and  a  haughty  and  imperious  tyrant. 
Gentle,  amiable,  endowed  with  beauty,  far  beyond 
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iiiat  which  generally  falls  to  the  lot  of  woman,  scarcely 
entering  into  her  seventeenth  year,  she  had  already 
drawn  her  lot  in  life — and  lost — and  this,  too,  by  her 
own  act — she  had  chosen  for  herself — ^had  rejected,  for 
this  man^a  sake,  one  who  loved  her  far  better  than  one 
human  being  merits  to  be  loved  by  another — from 
her  he  had  met  with  only  indiiferenee  and  ingratitude, 
and.  she — had  she  met  with  any  thing  more  than  her 
conduct  had  deserved — of  this  she  Ivas  fully  sensible ; 
hut  did  that  lighten  the  pang !  Ah,  no,  ^^  fatal  beauty!" 
she  exclaimed,  ^^  even  had  I  been  less  f^ir,  still  Tho» 
Biasiwould  hav«  loved  me,  and  I  should  have  escaped 
the  notice  of  him,  who  values  only  that  beauty— ^treats 
me  as  a  plaything  for  his  leisure  hours>  to  be  thrown 
aside  when  his  mood  is  serious.  Alas !  if  I  am  not  to 
be  the  friend,  the  companion  of  my  husband,  then 
am  I,  indeed,  alone.  Oh !  my  mother,  you  who  pos^- 
8esi»  every  charm  of  mind  as  well  as  person,  why  are 
you  not  l%ere,  to  teach  your  poor  Elinor  hew  to  hold 
this  wandering  heart  V 

She  dressed  herself  to  receive  him,  arranging  her 
ornaments  with  the  utmost  care,  and  in  the  most  be- 
eomin^  manner. 

''  If  my  looks  please  him  not,  I  have  no  other 
attraction.^^  She  wept,  and  thereby  increased  the  evil 
which  she  apprehended;  her  smiles  would  have  had  a 
better  chance-^for  those  brilliant  smiles  had  formed  hei 
principal  charm,  beyond  even  the  perfection  of  her 
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form  and  features ;  it  was  the  life,  the  light,  the  radi- 
ance of  her  vivacity,  which  had  held  him  ever  at  her 
side,  a  delighted  listener  to  her  playful  trifling.  Lord 
•Grey  was  a  selfish  man,  and  required  amusement ;  her 
joyous  laugh  was  wont  ever  to  put  him  in  good  humour 
with  himself  and  others — ^the  scene  was  now  changed 
for  both.  Elinor,  an  only  and  idolized  child,  had 
been  accustomed  from  infancy  to'  have  her  every  wish 
regarded  as  a  law :  with  a  less  gentle  disposition,  this 
might  have  made  her  imperious ;  on  her  temper  it  pro- 
duced the  effect  of  pettishness,  and  the  impossibility  of 
bearing  contradiction.  In  her  new  situation,  circum- 
stances unavoidably  occurred  to  cross  her,  which,  instead 
of  being  thrown  off  lightly,  or  borne  with  firmness,  were 
met  with  tears  and  lamentations. 

Lord  Grey's  conduct,  with  respect  to  the  attack  on 
Desmond  Castle,  and  the  capture  of  the  Earl,  had 
lowered  her  opinion  of  him ;  and  she  had  the  indiscre- 
tion to  let  him  see  the  effect  so  produced ;  this  was 
sufficient  to  cause  dissension ;  the  charm  of  union  once 
destroyed,  and  his  temper  ruffled,  angry  and  mortify- 
ing words  succeeded ;  then  fresh  tears  and  complaints ; 
and  all  the  illusion  of  love  was  dispelled.  Touched 
by  the  spear  of  Ithurial,  each  started  up  in  their  proper 
form  before  the  eyes  of  the  other ;  he  beheld,  instead 
of  a  divinity,  a  weak  spirited  and  spoiled  child,  whose 
personal  loveliness  was  insufficient  to  influence  him; 
once  he  thought  that  she  wanted  good  sense  and  good 
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temper,  but  he  was  mistaken  in  some  degree ;  she  was 
not  really  deficient  in  either,  except  only  in  suffering 
him  to  perceive  that  she  no  longer  regarded  him  as  a 
hero. 

Late-  in  the  evening.  Lord  Grey  at  length  arrived ; 
bat  before  he  approached  Elinor's  apartment,  delayed 
a  considerably  time,  giving  directions  to  his  Officers  re- 
specting various  alterations  to  be  made  in  the  fortifica- 
tions and^  defences  of  the  Town  and  Castle ;  and  when 
he  did  enter,  he  walked  for  some  minutes  up  and 
down  the  room  without  speaking ;  his  brow  was  con- 
tracted, and  he  looked  harassed. 

**  Thou  art  fatigued,  Leonard,"  she  said,  tenderly. 
"  Yes,"  he  replied,  after  a  pause ;  *'  thy  kinsman  give 
me  but  little  rest  or  respite-r-the  curse  of  anarchy  seems 
to  be  on  this  country ;  would  I  had  never  seen  it — the 
King  has  appointed  me  the  Lord  Deputy,  also,  to  in- 
crease my  difficulties — ^thou  wilt  now  be,  at  least,  a 
temporary  Queen,  Elinor,"  he  continued  in  a  kinder 
tone,  "  and  reign,  for  a  time,  over  more  civilized  sub- 
jects than  those  of  thy  father  in  the  wilds  of  Munster." 

The  mention  of  her  Father  brought  the  ever  ready 
tears  into  the  eyes  of  Elinor.  Lord  Grey  observed 
them,  and  the  cause :  his  brow  became  again  con- 
tracted, and  she  dared  not  ask  if  he  could  give  her 
tidings  of  that  dear  Father,  of  that  much  loved  Mother. 

*•  Thy  kinsman.   Lord    Thomas   Fitzgerald,"  con- 
tinued Lord  Grey,  **  I  aip  credibly  informed,  means 

VOL.  I.  .  H      * 
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to  attempt  forcing  my  intriBiichments  here.  I  only 
hope  he  may  pursue  such  intention — that  is  a  kind  of 
warfare,  in  which,  I  trust,  I  am  more  than  a  match  for 
this  inexperienced  boy.  I  love  not  playing  at  hide 
and  seek  amongst  sti^amps  and  wildernesses;  but  I 
would  I  were  once  hand  to  hand  with  him.  What 
blanches  thy  cheek,  6ur  Lady?  fearest  thou  the  Weight 
of  my  arm  for  thy  gentle  Cousin  ?" 

''  What  strange  language,  Leonard !"  cried  the  terri- 
fied Elinor ;  *<  what  thoughts  are  passing  in  thy  mind  ?" 

''  Knowest  thou  not,  my  fw  one,"  he  replied,  sud- 
denly seizing  her  wrist  with  a  force  that  pained  her ; 
''  knowest  thou  not,  that  thy  kinsman  hath  sworn  by 
the  Holy  Cross,  and  pledged  himself  to  his  Clan  to 
make  good  his  oath,  that  the  widow  of  Lord  Leonard 
Grey  may  yet  be  a  fitting  bride  for  the  young  leader  of 
the  Geraldines.  Hast  thou  no  confidante,  no  favourite 
maiden  here,  to  whijsper  such  tale  in  thine  ear  ?" 

"  Oh,  Leonard,  Leonard !"  cried  Elinor,  now  giving 
way,  without  restraint,  to  the  fiood  of  tears  which  she 
had  before  struggled  to  suppress;  *'  who  or  what  can 
have  poisoned  thy  mind  with  such  strange,  such 
degrading  suspicions?  Believe  it  not — Lord  Thomas 
never  could  have  sworn,  or  said  aught  resembling  that 
disgraceful  story,  which  has  been  imposed  on  thee 
by  some  cruel  enemy  to  all— and  for  ine,"  she  con- 
tinued, suddenly  throwing  herself  at  his  feet,  and 
wrapping   her  white  arms .  around    him  :    *^  have    I 
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not,  too  fatally,  f<mdly,  proved  my  love  to  thee  ? — 
have  I  not  sacrificed  all  ?  parents,  kindled,  my  good 
name — am  I  not  disgraced,  in  the  eyes  of  my  Clan, 
by  my  marriage  with  an  Englishman,  their  professed 
enemy  T-^-^^od^  probably,  disowned  by  my  loved  parents, 
for  my  ingratitude  in  forsaking  them  in  their  adversity 
-^or  thee,  for  thee,  Leonard,  have  J  not  risked,  have 
I  not  endured  all  this  ?^*^nd  where  are  my  thanks  ?" 
she  ccmtinued,  bowing  her  fair  face  o|i  his  knees ;  **  oh, 
not  in  thine  heart,  not  in  thine  heart — ^thou  canst  love 
me  no  longer— ^surely  such^cruel,  such  degrading  sus- 
picion is  incompatible  with  love/^ 

As  she  raised  her  imploring  eyes  to  hi^^  Lord  Grey 
was  softened ;  he  lifted  her  fron^  the  ground,  and  kiss- 
ing her  forehead,  said : 

'*  Be  composed,  Elinor ;  I  meant  not  all  which  I 
might  in  my  irritation  have  said — I  think  no  ill  of 
thee,  notwithstanding  the  regret  thou  hast  even  now 
expressed,  for  having  sacrificed  thy  station,  as  daughter 
and  heiress  of  the  wild  Chieftain,  of  a  still  wilder  Olan, 
notwithstanding  thy  regret  for  having  given  up  that 
savage  grandeur,  to  be  the  wife  of  an  English  Noble, 
and  the  Vice-Queen  of  Court,  something,  I  trust,  more 
refined  than  the  one  to  which  thou  hast  been  accus- 
tomed-'-«till  thou  art  my  wife,  and  as  such  I  will  con- 
sider thee — and  make  others  do  so  also — let  me  see  no 
more  tears  now,  I  am  weary  of  them.'' 

'^  Alas  !  alas !"  she  exclaimed,  ''  by  what  hand  are 

H  2 
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those  tears  to  be  dried,  if  not  by  thine,  my  Lord,  my 
husband,  still  beloved  by  me,  although  I  have  lost  the 
power  to  charm  ?" 

"  Elinor,"  replied  Lord  Grey,  sternly,  "  I  love  not 
reproaches — to-morrow  I  hold  a  Court  as  Viceroy,  pre- 
paratory to  my  triumphal  entry  into  the  capital,  which 
I  will  effect  ere  long,  and  that  over  the  bodies  of  the 
traitorous  insurgents.  (Elinor  shuddered.)  Do  thou 
prepare  thyself  to  grace  that  Court,  as  becomes  my 
wife,  and  as  thy  high-spirited  and  Queen-like  Mother 
would,  were  she  so  placed.  Let  not  thine  eyes  be 
dimmed  with  tears,  lest  men  should  say  that  Lord 
Grey's  choice  had  not  even  beauty  to  recommend  her." 

Elinor  scarce  heeded  the  implied  affront  to  herself 
contained  in  these  words — ^her  ear  was  only  caught  by 
this,  his  first  voluntary  mention  of  her  Mother,  and 
that  mention  an  enconium— clasping  her  hands  together, 
she  exclaimed — 

*'  My  Mother !  Leonard,  dear  Leonard,  tell  me  of 
my  Mother !" 

A  slight  pang  of  conscience  smote  Lord  Orey,  as  he 
thought  of  the  circumstances,  and  the  relentless  hands 
in  which  he  had  left  that  Lady :  putting  Elinor  away 
from  him,  but  gently,  he  said : 

**  I  have  np  leisure  now  for  further  converse ;  embar-  ^ 
rassing  and  complicated  business  presses  on  me — I 
must  council  widi  my  officers-^retire  thou  to  thine 
oratory,  and  pray  for  a  more  cheerful  temper.'^ 
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Elinor  obeyed  in  silence ;  slowly ,  and  with  faultering 
stepsy  she  withdrew  from  the  presence  of  him,  of  whom 
she  had  so  lately  been  the  idol — and  now^ 

*'  I  have  loyed!"  she  exclaimed,  ''  and  am  chas- 
tened; my  warm  affections  are  chilled,  and  thrown 
back  by  an  iron  grasp.  I  am  alone — alone,  indeed — 
for  me  there  is  no  hope — I  am  punished  eyen  by  the 
fulfilment  of  ,my  own  wishes — ^is  this  to  be  my  future 
lot,  are  there  none  now  to  feel  with,  to  comprehend 
me  ?— -no  not  one— there  were,  and  I  have  myself  re- 
jected, abandoned,  all  who  loyed,  all  who  yalued  me ; 
and  do  I  dare  complain  ?  Father  of  Heayen !  forgiye 
thine  erring  child  ;'^  flinging  herself  on  her  knees,  she 
prayed  in  agony.  How  heayily  tells  the  first  disap- 
pointment on  sanguine  youth— how  impatiently  is  it 
borne ;  perhaps  there  is  nothing  in  which  experience 
is  so  useful,  as  in  the  repetition  of  misfortune.  We 
learn  in  time  to  bow  our  heads  to  the  yoke,  to  kiss  the 
rod  which  corrects  us,  and  to  practise,  at  last,  that 
most  necessary,  most  amiable,  although,  perhaps,  least 
palatable  of  all  the  cardinal  virtues,  patience.  Elinor 
had  much  more  to  go  through,  ere  her  quick  and  sensi- 
tive feelings  were  sufficiently  blunted  to  practise  this 
lesson  of  submission — she  fancied  that  she  was  sub- 
mitting when  she  blamed  herself  in  words,  when  she 
cried  out  that  her  punishment  was  deserved — ^but  in 
those  very  cries  and  lamentations  she  forgot  that  she 
exhibited  the  workings  of  an  impatient  spirit,  which 
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internally  protested  against  the  chaBtisement,  and  felt 
that  she  was  cruelly  and  unjustly  treated. 

On  quittiug  Elinor,  Lord  Grey  repaired  to  the  council 
chamber,  where  his  Officers  Were  assemUed,  in  order  to 
lay  before  him  reports  of  what  had  been  done  during 
his  absence,  and  waited  to  hear  fh>ni  Um  restpecting 
the  situation  of  the  enemy,  and  what  movements  were 
next  in  contemplation.  Lord  Grey  was,  at  that  mo- 
ment, in  considerable  embarrai»m«nt ;  he  had  received 
some  contradictory  accounts^^soole  of  his  sj^es  had 
been  made  prisonei«— oliiers  reported  that  the  siege  of 
Dublin  was  about  to  be  raised — other»,  agaki,  that  the 
insurgent  army  was  divided  into  two  porticmis,  of 
which  one  remained  before  the  Walls  ^f  t&e  capital, 
and  the  other  had  marched  in  asonth^'westetn  direction. 
His  principal  source  of  information  was  cut  off,  owing 
to  Parese,  who,  having  fallen  under  the  heavy  displea'- 
sure  of  his  Lord,  for  the  murder  of  the  Ar<^biiAop  of 
Dublin,  had  been  seiit  away,  under  a  strdng  guard,  to 
the  fortress  of  MaytiOoth. 

One  circumstance,  however,  was  ascertained,  that 
the  English  transports,  with  reinforcements  to  the 
garrison,  had  been  destroyed  by  the  Earl  of  Desmond, 
ere  they  could  enter  the  harbour,  and  the  few  stragglers 
which  escaped  from  the  cannonading,  had  been  wrecked 
by  the  same  gale  which  threw  the  vessel,  bearing  the 
unfortunate  Archbishop,  on  the  sands  of  Glontarf. 

Lord  Grey's  great  ainjciety  now,  was  to  know  if  it 
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wetB  true  that  a  par|t  of  the  eiiemy  had  laarched,  and 
what  was  their  destination  :  tl^e  thick  wppds  with  which 
the  country  was  eye^y  wher^  clothesd,  rendering  it 
fdmost  jmppssible  for  those  uiiacquain)b^  with  the 
pa^ae^^  to  tara^  th^e  paitfi  of  the  lur|dog  Gallowglasses^ 
and  enabl^  them  to  cut  off  jthe  straggling  English 
apies  in  every  diirection. 

''  It  1^  seieined  good  to  me  to  .call  you  tl^jus  hastily 
U^ther,  Genl^e^i^e^/'  /said  Lord  Gr^y,  *'  for  the  pur- 
pose of  consulting  pn  the  most  fitti^ag  mu^asures  tp  be 
pursued  in  the  preacjut  posture  of  a^ajb^.  We  can  no 
longer  remain  inactiye — the  enemy»  having  destroyed 
the  greater  part  of  our  S|hipping,  seems  to  have  aban- 
doned his  position  before  Dublin,  in  ord.er  tp  epclose 
us  amongS|t  the  wild  moii^ntains  which  lie  around,  ai^d 
with  the  passes  of  which  we  are  totally  unacquainted, 
as^ell  as  wMh  the  numbers  whicfi  may  be  thus  brought 
down  on  us.  The  capital  is  obviously  t^e  only 
place  from  H^hence  v^.e  c$^n,  wit|i  sec\urity,  take  such 
i^ea^  as  w^U  effectuaMy  check  the  impetuosity  of  those 
undisc^plif^ed  Irish,  who  never  could  stfmd  against 
our  r^g^le^r  troops,  if  once  we  bring  them  ^o  action  in 
the  field.  I  npw  wait  but  the  returii  of  ft  messenger, 
whom  I  have  despatqbed  in  ^uch  diguise  as,  I  trust, 
win  ensure  him  a  safe  passage  th^pugh  t^e  insurgent 
forces— hp^rly  I  Ippk  for  i^is  returf^,  and  .^pon  his 
report,  if  favourable,  I  mean^o  inarch  on  the  ensuing 
dfiy,  keeping  as  closely  as  possible  to  tfie  sea-shore,  in 
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order  to  guard  against  being  surprised  by  those  lurlc^s 
in  their  mountain  fastnesses." 

One  of  the  Officers  now  stood  forwards^and  ventured 
to  remonstrate  with  Lord  Grey  on  the  impolicy  and 
danger  of  abandoning  their  fortified  position  at  ^uch 
a  season,  (the  eve  of  Christmas,)  when  the  day 
afibrded  but  a  few  hours  of  light  for  mardang,  and  the 
roads,  if  such  they  might  be  called,  were  next  to  impas- 
sable for  all  but  the  wild  and  unshod  natives.  **  And 
even,"  he  continued,  ^'  if  your  Excellency  does  receive 
intelligence  of  the  Insurgents  having  raised  the  siege  of 
the  Capital,  rest  assured  they  are  not  far  off,  but  ready 
to  way-lay  and  annoy  us  in  our  progress/^ 

"  It  is  impossible!"  exclaimed  Lord  Grey;  "  I 
cannot  remain  here,  between  the  sea  and  the  mountains, 
with  those  devils  prowling  about  like  wild  beasts; 
their  daring  assurance,  aggravated  to  the  highest  pitch 
by  their  recent  success  in  the  murder  perpetrated  on 
the  venerable  Arehbishop  of  Dublin.  It  matters  not, 
even  if  the  walls  of  the  Capital  be  still  invested  by  the 
rebels,  I  will,  nevertheless;  try  the  fortune  of  war,  and 
either  cut  my  way  through,  or  drive  them  before  my 
victorious  army;^— ^nd  here  comes  my  messenger, 
O'Kelly  of  Moriarty,  safe,  and  unharmed ;  I  trust,  to 
inform  us  that  the  way  is  open." 

O'Kelly,  a  ruffianly  and  cunning  looking  fellow, 
entered  the  room  in  a  riding  dress  covered  with  mud, 
just  as  he  had  alighted  from  his  horse;    and  with  an 
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air  of  valgar  assurance^  peculiar  to  an  uneducated  and 
low  minded  person,  who,  haying  been  noticed  by  those 
of  superior  rank  and  manners,  for.  the  sake  of  service 
performed;  or  to  be  performed,  forgets  t^e  cause  in  the 
effect,  lulvanced  directly  into  the  centre  of  the  circle, 
where  Lord  Orey  stood;  and,  with  a  manner  half  shy, 
and  half  familiar,  drew  the  Lord  Deputy  by  the  sleeve 
into  the  recess  of  a  window;  where,  with  earnest  and 
emphatic  gestures,  he  continued  speaking  in  a  low  voice 
for  a  considerable  time. 

The  Officers  regarded  with  much  both  of  curiosity 
and  surprise  the  haughty,  dignified,  and  polished 
English  Nobleman,  thus  lending  himself  patiently  to 
the  grasp  of  a  rude  plebeian  hand,  and  listening  with 
profound  and  polite  attention  to  intelligence,  which,  if 
given  concisely,  could  have  been  delivered  in  ten  mi- 
nutes ;  but  which  the  relater  amplified  and  extended  by 
marvellous  accounts  of  hb  own  prowess,  and  hair- 
breadth scapes,  in  all  of  which  Lord  Grey  appeared  to 
be  deeply  interested ;  although,  were  it  not  that  he 
expected  some  further  service,  he  would  gladly  have 
deposited  the  hero  of  the  tale  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

**  For  in  good  faith,  my  JLordship,''  whispered 
O'Kelly,  still  keeping  fast  hold  of  the  Deputy  by  the 
sleeve  of  his  dress ;  ^*  Parese  had  like  to  ruin  us  all, 
bekays  he  could'nt .  keep  his  temper,  since  he  fell  out 
wid  the  ould  Archbishop — an  only  just  for  his  sticking 
him  wid  his  skeane.  Lord  Thomas  is  mad  wid  him  en- 
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tirely.  I  does'nt  know  what'U  be  the  end  of  it  at  all ; 
but  I  know  Parese  is  a  divil  of  a  loss  to  us  any  how— 
for  you  see,  my  Excellency,  he  .was  always  so  close  wid 
Lord  Thomas,  he  knowed  how  an  all  about  every 
thing  was  goin  on,  an  my  Lordship  ye'd  be  frightened 
if  you  knowed  how  near  they  was  catching  ne,  whin 
I  WHS  dressed  like  an  ouid  Harper,  beyant  there  in  the 
Camp,  Och  faith,  Lord  Thomas  smoked  me  bekays  I 
had'nt  the  right  Munster  brogue,  and  he  axed  me  as 
many  quare  questions,  I  thought  I  Was  all  as  one  a 
gone  man/' 

'*  However,  since  thou  hast  escaped,"  said  Lord 
Grey,  "  all  is  well." 

«  Oh,  ho !  my  Lordship,"  cried  O'Kelly,  with  a 
knowing  wink,  *'  he  could  make  notilin  out  of  me,  I 
was  a  dale  too  'cute  for  him,  I  always  was  from  the 
egg,  a  mighty  'cute  chap  entirely — an  as  I  was  tellin 
ye  my  Lordship,  I  bothered  him  so,  i  fsdth  he  got 
quite  tired  of  me." 

Of  the  truth  of  this  last  sentence.  Lord  Grey  felt 
so  convinced,  that  he  could  scarcely  forbear  assenting 
aloud. 

**  An  so,"  continued  O'Kelly,  **  he  could  get 
nothin  out  of  me  at  all,  an  so  for  luck,  one  brought 
him  a  letter,  an  he  seemed  quite  dumfoundered  like, 
readin  it,  an  forgot  me;  but  the  nivir  a  stir  I  stirred 
till  I  found  out  what  that  same  letter  was  about." 

Then  drawing  closer,  and  speaking  in  a  still  lower 
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tone,  k^  continued  his  conipunicatipn^  to  which  Lord 
Grey,  now  lent  }n»  wholje  undivifled  attention ;  and,  in- 
deed, during  a  part  of  it,  sfeenied  to  be,  in  O'Kelly's 
iangiif^e,  a)so,  rather  dumfounderi^d  (AngUce)  discon- 
certed. 

At  length  the  long-winded  story  being  ended,  Lord 
Grey  once  more  advanced  into  the  circle,  and  said : 

^'  Gentlemen,  our^^ayis  open— the  insurgents  have 
retired  into  the  mountains;  this,  my  Envoy  in  the 
disguise  of  an  Irish  Harper,  a  character  which  his  ver- 
satile talents  well  enable  him  to  personate,"  (bowing 
gracefully  to  the  flattered  O'Kelly,)  **  has  been  actu- 
ally in  iJie  Rebel  Camp,  which  is  situated,  as  he  tells 
me,  in  a  stfange  wild  Valley,  they  call  Glendalough, 
and  where,  by  his  account  of  the  pl^ce,  it  seemeth  that 
we  could  attack  them  to  considerable  advantage ; 
since  a  deep  ,l|fcke  and  inaccessible  mountain  lie  in 
their  rear,  upon  which,  if  driven  back»  there  would  be 
for  them  no  escape-T^with  to-morrow's  dawn  then  we 
jmarch,  npt,  as  I  said,  by  the  shore,  bijit  by  a  more 
inland  way,  which  this  person  assures  me  is  passable, 
and  where  we  may  find  shelter  for  our  encampment  at 
nightrfall-r^and  ere  day-light  on  the  ensuing  morning, 
pur  advanced  guard  will  be  w;ithin  reach  of  the  enen(iy's 
outposts.  A  word  with  you.  Sir  Stephen  Drury,"  he 
continued,  addressing  his  second  in  command ;  '*  we 
have  no  time .  to  loiter,  all  must  be  arranged  this 
night." 
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Then  courteously  saluting  the  assembled  Officers, 
and  noticing  the  Clown  O'Kelly  with  an  equal  degree 
of  politeness,  Lord  Orey  requested  him  to  retire^  and 
call  for  whatever  refreshment  was  most  agreeable  to 
him;  and  hoping  that  he  would  be  in  readiness  o^  the 
following  morning  to  officiate  as  their  Guide  through 
the  mountain  passes.  Then,  taking  Sir  Stephen  Dniry 
by  the  arm,  they  both  moved  to  an  inner .  apartment, 
where  they  could  make  their  arrangements  without 
interruption. 

When  seated,  the  Lord  Deputy,  addressing  his  com- 
panion; said : 

'  '*  This  ruffian,  whom  I  employ  with  enormous  high 
pay,  as  a  scout  and  spy,  being  of  Irish  race,  and  of 
singular  talent  and  ability  in  counterfeiting  all  shapes 
and  characters,  b  eminently  useful,  alAough  most 
troublesome  and  inconvenient  from  requiring  to  be  paid 
in  flattery,  as  well  as  in  more  solid  coin ;  but  it  matters 
not,  he  is  too  necessary  to  be  dispensed  with.  Besides 
bringing  a  plan  of  the  enemy's  encampment,  and  the 
number  and  disposition  of  his  forces,  he  has  also  been 
tampering  with  Luke  O'Toole^  the  proprietor  of  Castle 
Kevin,  a  strong  fortification  situated  on  a  mountain 
about  three  mileis  on  this  side  of  Glendalough.  This 
fellow  has  agreed,  for  a  stipulated  sum  of  money,  to 
give  up  his  strong  hold  to  the  English  forces;  and 
once  in  possession  of  this  Castle,  we  can  pen  up  the 
rebels  in  the  valley  where  they  lie — of  which  we  can 
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then    easily    make   ourselves    masters    of    the  only 
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Is  your  Excellency/'  said  Sir  Stephen,  *^  quite 
sure,  that  this  O'Kelly  may  not  lead  us  into  an  ambus- 
cade ?  I  diould  be  much  inclined  to  suspect  a  renegade 
Irishman,  who  turns  informer  agaiiist  his  own  people.'' 
«  **  You  are  mistaken/'  replied  Lord  Grey,  "  in  call- 
ing him  a  renegade,  or  in  supposing  that  he  has 
deserted  any  cause ;  he  is  a  natural  enemy,  as  he  in- 
forms me,  of  the  Clans  of  the  Geraldines  and  Des- 
monds.  and  only  serves  his  own  party  and  purposes  in 
serving  me;  indeed,  I  have  good  reason  to  suppose 
that  he  has  some  bitter  private  animosity  against  the 
Earl  of  Desmonds  You,  who  are  so  lately  arrived, 
can  have  no  idea  of  the  number  of  Actions  into  which 
this  wretched  country  is  divided.  I  have  been  here 
now  some  years,  and  ought  to  be  better  informed  on 
the  subject." 

"  It  may  be  so/'  returned  Sir  Stephen ;  "  but  still, 
my  Lord,  you  should  be  cautious — ^recollect  how 
Parese,  who  was  in  your  confidence  and  employ,  turned 
traitor,  and  perpetrated  that  so  bloody  and  barbarous 
murder  on  the  reverend  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  by 
whom  I  understand  he  was  also  held  in  pay." 

"  True,"  replied  Lord  Grey,  "  that  was  a  horrible 
treachery — ^yet  it  surprises  me  not,  I  always  suspected 
Parese;  and  although  I  received  his  information,  never 
trusted  him ;  but  this  fellow,  I  believe,  I  have  a  faster 


156  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

hold  on,  the  more  on  account  of  that  private  enmity  o 
the  Earl  of  Desmond,  on  whom  he  has  vowed  especial 
vengeance.*^ 

'*  Is  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  then,  with  this  mountain 
party?"  said  Sir  Stephen;  *' he  is  reputed  to  be  a 
leader  of  much  note  and  skill ;  besides  the  advantage 
which  he  must  have  in  experience  over  the  young 
Chieftain,  Ii6rd  Thomas  Fitzgerald." 

"  The  Earl  of  Desmond,"  returned  Lord  Grey,  "  is, 
I  am  informed,  still  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Dublin, 
'on  some  private  expedition — one  which  troubles  me 
rather ;  as  owing  to  my  marriage,  I  take  a  degree  of 
interest  in  some  of  the  .members  of  his  family ;  and  fur- 
ther than  is  necessary  to  the  conducting  pf  this  war, 
for  his  Majesty's  service  and  advantage,  I  would  not 
do  them  personal  injury-^but  of  this  hereafter;  it 
behoves  us  now  to  act  upon  this  fellow's  information 
with  the  best  caution  we  may.  I  am  most  anxious  to 
get  possession  of  O'Toole's  fortress,  thereby  gaining  a 
command  of  the  whole  mountain  district,  which  I 
shall  call  O'Toole's  Country,  being  utterly  unable  to 
pronounce  the  barbarous  names,  by  which  the  dif- 
ferent parts  are  designated  in  this  plan  given  to  me  by 

O'Kelly. 

He  presented  the  paper  in  question  to  Sir  Stephen, 

who,  glancing  his  eye  over  it,  and  seeing  such  names 

written  as  Ballynafinchonge,  CuUentrough,  Barnago- 

neen,  Carriglinneen,  and  others  of  the  same  descrip- 
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tioiiy  fully  agreed  with  his  CommandiAg  Officer  in  the 
impossibility  of  attempting  to  pronounce  them»  and» 
consequently,  perused  the  whole  in  silence. 

When  he  had  concluded,  he  returned  the  paper, 
saying, 

''  This  is  a  very  important  document,  so  much  so, 
that  I  confess  I  am  much  surprised  how  it  could  have 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  O'Kelly — skilful  as  he  may  be, 
it  argues  something  more  than  mere  negligence  on 
the  part  of  the  enemy." 

**  So  it  may  seem,"  replied  Lord  Grey;  **  as  few, 
without  having  witnessed  his  feats,  oan  have  any  idea 
of  O'Kelly 's  dult-~he  is  a  perfect  Charlatan,  and  his 
sleight  of  hand,  to  ignorant  persons,  bears  the  ap- 
pearance, of  magic.  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  came  by 
this  paper  by  means  of  some  extraordinary  exploit, 
which  he  will  most  willingly  relate,  if  you  have  the 
least  curiosity  thereon — ^perhaps,  he  may  have  already 
done  so  by  me,  although  it  has  passed  from  my  memory 
— I  confess  I  prefer  witnessing  his  tricks,  at  any  time, 
to  hearing  hb  conversation." 

"  Notwithstanding  my  respect  for  your  Excellency's 
opinion/'  returned  Sir  Stephen,  •*  it  would  give  me 
much  satisfaction  to  know  truly  how  O'Kelly  came 
by  this  paper ;  perhaps,  as  he  stated  to  you,  he  actually 
stole  it ;  but,  also,  it  may  be,  that  it  was  purposely  left 
in  his  way^— even,  by  his  own  account.  Lord  Thomas 
seems  to  have  had  some  suspicion  of  his  disguise." 
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**  There  never  yet  was  battle  fought  without  risk  of 
the  result,"  answered  Lord  Grey ;  *'  I  am  positively 
determined  to  bring  those  lurkers  out,  and  to  try  their 
Chieftain,  hand  to  hand,  in  the  field.  I  am  weary  of 
the  way  in  which  this  war  has  been  carried  on  hitherto, 
and  will  put  an  end  to  it,  if  possible — ^we  gain  nothing 
by  lying  inactive;  on  the  contrary,  we  only  expose 
ourselves  to  annoyances  of  every  kind,  and  to  having 
our  reinforcements  and  supplies  cut  off;  which  latter 
go  to  feed  our  opponents,  who  would  otherwise  be  much 
straitened  for  provisions,  there  being  a  severe  scarcity  of 
both  corn  and  cattle  in  the  interior  of  the  country." 

The  tone  in  which  Lord  Grey  spoke,  and  the  con- 
traction of  his  brow,  pointed  out,  at  once,  to  the  dis- 
creet Sir'  Stephen  Drury,  that  any  further  argument 
would  be  unavailing,  since  it  was  evident  that  he  had 
determined,  without  more  examination,  to  act  upon  the 
faith  of  O 'Kelly's  information. 

Bowing,  therefore,  with  all  the  deference  due  to  the 
superior  rank  and  station  of  the  Commander-in-Chief 
and  Viceroy,  Sir  Stephen  simply  proceeded  to  lay 
before  him  the  various  minor  arrangements  necessary 
to  be  entered  into,  preparatory  to  the  march  of  the 
army,  which  was  to  take  place  at  day-light ;  and  in 
these,  ill  despatching  messengers  to  various  parts  with 
orders,  and  in  informing  the  other  Officers  of  their  dif- 
ferent posts  and  duties,  was  the  greater  part  of  the 
night  consumed. 
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On  that  Christmas  ere,  the  sounds  heard  in  the  town 
of  Wicklow  were  of  a  very  diff<»rent  nature  from  those 
mdiich  usually  usher  in  that  season  of  festivity ;  and  in 
the  Abbey,  where  Lord  Grey  had  his  head  quarters^ 
even  the  Monks  where  hurried  away  from  the  peaceable 
task  of  adorning  their  Chapel  with  holly  and  ivy,  to 
assist  in  the  more  warlike  preparations  necessary  for 
the  hurried  march,  so  unexpectedly  ordered. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Oh!  batiU 
When  with  rich  hopes  o'erfraught,  the  young  high  heart 
Bears  its  first  blow ! — ^it  knows  not  yet  the  part 
Which  life  will  teach '-to  suffer  and  be  still. 

Hearken^  my  minstrels !  which  of  you  all 
Touch'd  his  harp,  with  that  dying  fall 
So  sweety  so  soft,  so  faint  ? 


Early  on  the  ensuing  morning  Elinor  was  summoned, 
not  to  hold  a  Court  as  Vice-Queen ,  but  to  follow  the 
chances  of  war.  Placed  in  a  close  litter,  in  the  rear 
guard  of  the  advancing  army,  she  presumed  not  to 
ask  any  questions  respecting  this  sudden  movement, 
nor  was  she  informed  of  the  alteration  in  the  route ;  and 
that  their  course  was  no  longer,  as  had  been  at  first 
intended,  directly  for  the  capital,  but  into  the  heart  of 
the  mountains. 

As  Lord  Orey  did  not  honour  his  young  wife  with  his 
confidence,  and  as  the  English  women  placed  about 
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her  were  far  from  being  coQunuaicative ;  if  Elinor  bad 
been  of  a  gossipping  disposition,  she  would  have  found 
an  additional  reason  to  regret  the  loss  of  Alice  and 
Kose,  who,  especially  the  fonner,  were  always  on  the 
alert  to  give  her  information  of  every  rumour  stir^ 
ring,  whether  true  or  hiae.  Fortunately,  she  was  by  no 
means  curious;  and  further  than  the  regret  of  finding 
herself  consid^ed  by  her  husband,  either  too  insignifi- 
cant, t»r  not  Bufficiendy  to  be  trusted  to  receive  in-* 
farmation  of  his  movements,  she  was  so  much  absorbed 
in  her  manifold  causes  of  anxiety,  as  to  feel  careless 
concerning  his  military  arrangements.  Guided  by 
O'Kelly  on  horseback,  who  was  flanked,  on  either 
aide,  by  the  Commander-in-Chief,  and  his  second.  Sir 
Stephen  Dniry,  the  line  of  march  proceeded  along  the 
i^Kwe,  for  about  ^ee  miles,  on  a  gravel  bank,  which 
lies  between  the  river  Yartrey  and  the  sea,  and  is 
called  the  Murrogh  of  Wicklow :  at  this  distance,  fol- 
lowing a  sudden  bend  of  the  stream,  he  led  them  into 
the  woods,  and  directly  amongst  the  mountains,  in  a 
western  direction  from  the  sea. 

Lord  Grey  had  left  the  English  flag  flying,  and  what 
heconsidered  a  sufficient  garsbon  to  keep  the  Town  and 
Castle ;  idiidh  last  commanded  a  most  extensive  look 
out  both  by  sea  and  land :  and  now,  on  O'Kelly's 
information,  and  evidently  agaii»t  the  opinion  t>f  Sir 
Stephen  I>nipy,  he  led  forth  the  flower  of  the  English 
army,  in  the  expectation  of  defeating 'the  insurgents  in 
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a  pitched  batde,  for  which  O'Kelly's  assurancesy  as 
well  as  the  contents  of  the  abstracted  paper,  had  con- 
vinced him  that  Lord  Thomas  was  well  inclined — and 
the  absence  of  the  experienced  Earl  of  Desmond  filled 
him  with  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of  success. 

On  quitting  the  sea-road,  the  wood-land  path  seemed 
an  inextricable  labyrinth  to  all  but  the  Guide,  who 
could  thread  the  mazes  by  night  as  well  as  by  day, 
and  talked  incessantly  to  Lord  Grey  and  Sir  Stephen ; 
who,  both  anxious  and  watchful,  were  inclined  to  keep 
silence,  and  bestowed  but  a  small  share  of  attention  on 
his  perpetual  chatter. 

**  Its  the  most  beautifulest  country  entirely,  that  evir 
ye'es  see,  my  Lordship,"  continued  the  persevering 
O'Kelly ;  ^Mn  the  summer,  whin  the  laaves  is  on  thim 
threes  that  look  so  brown  an  bare  now,  wid  the  cold 
wind  whistling  through  an  through  them ;  an  look,  my 
Excellency,  look  at  that  grate  big  lump  of  a  rock 
sticking  up  there,  wid  sich  a  power  of  snow  upon  the 
top  of  it— -that's  the  big  rock  of  Cronroe,  an  if  ye'es 
were  up  'pon  the  top  of  it  ye'd  see  a  mighty  fieur  way 
off  entirely;  an  all  thim  mountains  of  Ballyguile, 
an  Killavarney,  an  Carrignu-muck,  an  Carrig  M'Reily ; 
an  furder  off  ye'es  could  see  Connery,  Cronclane  an 
Tigrony ;  an  thin,  'tother  side,  the  tops  of  Knocanode, 
Killcashel,  Ballymurtagh,  an  Ballygahen,  all  covered 
wid  snow — an  its  in  thim  there  is  the  power  of  gold, 
^xk  silver,  an  iron,  an  copper,  an  the  beautifulest  of 
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precious  stones,  diamonds,  an  all  sorts — an  them  as 
gets  a  hoult  of  them  'ill  be  richer  nor  the  fairies." 

'*  And  for  possession  of  ail  those  riches  of  which 
thou  speakest,  O'Kelly/'  said  Lord  Grey,  smiling,  in 
defiance  of  more  serious  thoughts,  ''  I  could  not  pro- 
nounce even  one  of  those  names  which  seem  to  run 
with  such  fluency  over  thy  tongue." 

'^  Oh,  my  Lordship,  how  do  ye  know?  barrin  ye'd 
thry,"  returned  O'Kelly,  grinning ;  "  shure  the  City 
of  Glendalough,  where  we're  goin,  an  where  we'll  be 
snug  an  cosy  to  morrow  night,  plaze  the  pigs ;  why 
shure  as  I  was  sayin,  Glendalough  was  builded  by 
Saint  Mochuorog,  an  Englishman  born,  who  whin  he 
haard  of  the  grate  Saint  Kevin,  an  of  the  power  of 
miraibles  he  done  at  the  Glen  of  the  Lakes,  an  of  the 
seven  grand  Churches  he  builded  there,  between  Broc- 
cagh  and  Lugduff  mountains,  why  the  English  Saint 
lift  his  own  counthry,  an  corned  an  builded  a  grand 
City  an  College ;  an  there  was  a  power  of  Saints  an 
lamed  men  lived  there,  in  far  away  times." 

.  **  And  is  this  great  City,  with  all  its  wealth  and 
learning,  still  in  existence  ?"  demanded  Lord  Grey. 

''  No,  my  Lordship,  not  entirely  out  an  out,"  replied 
O' Kelly,  feeling  a  little  embarrassed  (not  a  common 
sensation  with  him),  lest  he  had  been  induced  to  brag 
over  much ;  and  that  the  remnant  of  former  greatness, 
yet  remaining  in  the  valley  of  Loch-ua-Piast,*  might 

*  Lake  of  the  serpent. 
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somewbat  disappoint  the  English  yisitons,  if  their  ima- 
gination were  too  much  excited ;  **  not  entirely/'  be 
continued ;  **  but  tiiere's  a  migfafy  fine  Cathoadral,  an 
all  thim  Churches  I  tould  ye  of;  an  there's  the  tomfo  o€ 
the  grate  O'Tual's,  the  Kings  of  Imaily ;  an  we're  goin 
to  Castle  Kevin,  where  Luke  OToole  'ill  give  us  a 
right  proper  welcome,  or  my  name's  not  O'Kelly." 

**  I  trust  it  may  be  so,"  murmured  Sir  Stephen  to 
himself;  **  but  if  thou  be'est  honest,  never  more  will  I 
put  £uth  in  human  countenance/' 

**  An  whin  we  get  'pon  the  top  o'  the  hill,"  conti- 
nued O'Kelly,  **  in  the  grate  gap  of  BaUymonghroe, 
oh  !  thin  we'll  see  a  mighty  fax  away,  right  Ibmint  us, 
barrin  its  rader  blake,  now,  4>win  to  the  soson ;  but, 
then,  we  wont  be  more  nor  four  or  five  miles  from 
Castle  Kevin,  lyin  snug  an  cosy  in  the  woods ; — but, 
may  be,  ye'U  have  some  Tints  to  cover  the  lady,  set, 
in  case  we  shouldn't  get  in  afore  dark/' 

"  We  shall  certwnly,"  returned  LordOrey,  "  form 
a  camp  (for  this  night,  at  least,)  wherever  the  best 
shelter  can  be  obtained — ^we  ought  scarcely  to  trust 
ourselves  within  the  walls  of  Castle  Kevin,  until  I  have 
seen,  and  spoken  with  its  present  possessor; — ^besides, 
I  imagine  that  it  lies  a  little  out  of  our  direct  road/' 

"  Nor  fur  over  a  mile,  or  so,  replied  O'Kelly; 
''  but  thin  we'd  hav^  the  stroame  to  cross  beyant,  at 
Annamoe ;  an  as  there's  a  dale  of  rain  comin  on,  an, 
may  be,  the  night  '11  be  o'er  dark,  so  I  think  ye'd 
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better  camp  on  this  side  the  river,  down  in  the  hollow ; 
but  we've  a  good  step  on  yit,  an  a  terrible  high  hill, 
Ballymonghroe,  to  go  ap/'  he  added,  dismounting 
IVom  his  horse,  '*  and»  ttmy  be,  ye'es  had  better  do 
the  like,  my  Lordship,  an  Sfar  Stephen,  becays  the 
Bastes  '11  be  grately  blown  goin  up*'' 

Lord  Grey,  and  Sir  Stephen,  readily  complied  with 
his  advice ;  and  as  the  latter  gazed  on  the  precipitous 
and  seemingly  interminable  ascent  before  them,  he 
thought,  witii  some  apprehension,  on  what  was  to  be 
found  amongst  the  wilderness  of  mountains  they  were 
entering,  and  of  wUch  they  now  appeared  to  be  pass- 
ing the  barriei'*  Lord  Grey  knew  something  of  moun- 
tains, and  mountain  scenery,  already;  but  he  had 
viewed  it  at  a  more  favourable  time  of  year ;  and  his 
feelings,  also,  were  far  ^m  cheerful.  As,  under  a 
heavy  drizzling  rain,  from  clouds  which,  resting  low 
on  the  mountain  tops,  seemed  to  anticipate  the  night, 
he  commenced  his  **  toilsome  march,"  casting  many 
an  anxious  glance  on  the  ^'  long  array"  of  his  follow- 
ing  army. 

The  early  darkness  of  the  ^th  of  December,  com- 
bined with  the  rain  and  fog,  ere  the  **  steep  ascent 
was  won,"  served  to  render  O'Kelly's  promise  of  the 
prospect  which  they  were  to  behold,  utterly  unavailable ; 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  Lord  Grey,  assisted 
by  his  Officers,  was  able  to  collect  his  troops  under 
the  cover  of  a  thick  oak  wood,  which  his  Guide 
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assured  him  would  prove  a  sufficient  shelter,  and  have 
a  part  of  the  tents  pitched  and  arranged  before  the 
total  darkness  of  night  had  set  in* 

Elinor's  litter,  which  was  carried  in  the  rear  guard, 
did  not  arrive  until  every  thing  had  been  prepared  for 
her  accommodation ;  and  she  had  nothing  to  complain 
of  with  respect  to  her  personal  comfort,  as  far  as  this 
day's  march  was  concerned,  being  removed  at  once 
from  her  litter  into  a  splendidly  fitted  up  tent,  lighted 
and  warmed  by  a  number  of  lamps,  as  well  as  by  a 
stove  placed  in  the  centre. 

Feeling  her  spirits  raised  by  this  seeming  attention 
on  the  part  of  Lord  Grey,  when  the  evening  arrange- 
ments were  completed,  and  the  Officers  assembled  in 
their  Vice-Queen's  tent,  she  held  her  fittle  court  veith 
a  considerable  share  of  her  native  vivacity,  and  grace- 
ful playfulness  of  manner ,^-r^  manner,  which  had  so  oft, 
in  other  days,  fascinated  him,  whom  she  still  sought 
in  vain  to  charm.  Perhaps,  if  his  mind  had  been 
more  disengaged,  he  might,  for  a  little  while,  have 
mingled  with  pleasure  in  the  admiring  cvowd  by 
which  Elinor  was  surrounded ;  but  since  the  hour 
when  the  advance  guard  had  first  halted,  and  arnuige- 
ments  for  passing  the  night  had  been  entered  into, 
O' Kelly  had  disappeared,  and  no  person  could  give 
the  least  account  of  him,  or  conjecture  in  which  direc- 
tion he  had  gone. 

This  stiartlihg  cirjcumstance  at  last  aroused  suspicion 
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in  the  mind  of  Lord  Grey/ although  all  Sir  Stephen 
Drury's  previous  cautions  had  failed;  but  he  had  no 
longer  a  doubt  but  that  his  treacherous  spy  had  gone 
to  summons  the  hostile  party  to  a  n^ht  attack,  in  the 
idea  of  finding  him  unprepared.  This  last,  however, 
he  determined  should  not  be  the  case;  and,  without 
spreading  any  alarm,  he,  with  the  assistance  of  Sir 
Stephen,  made  the  best  arrangements  now  possible 
to  guard  against  a  surprise;  and,  in  order  that  all 
should  be  awake  and  ready  in  the  event  of  an  attack, 
he  gave  encouragement  to  Elinor's  idea  of  spending 
a  part  of  the  night  in  such  Christmas  festivities  as 
they  could  bring  to  bear  in  their  present  situation. 

Carefully,  then,  visiting  each  tent  and  guard — 
seeing  that  all  the  arms  were  in  readiness,  and  in  reach, 
and  that  all  the  sports  were  harmless  in  their  nature, 
and  no  means  of  intemperance  at  hand,  he  returned 
to  Elinor's  more  brilliant  assemblage,  to  sanction,  at 
least,  by  his  presence,  even  if  his  watchful  anxiety 
did  not  permit  him  to  join  in  the  amusenlents  that 
she  Ijad  endeavoured  to  promote,  and  which  were 
more  adapted  to  the  gaiety  of  the  season,  than  to  the 
present  circumstances  of  the  party. 

Shortly  after  Lord  Grey  bad  taken  his  station  beside 
Elinor's  chair,  whose  animation  was  increased  by  his 
presence,  and  who  listened  with  glowing  cheeks  and 
sparkling  eyes  to  his  approval  of  her  well-intentioned 
efforts,  a  messenger  from  one  of  the  advanced  outposts 
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miTed  with  ivfommioii  to  Ike  Cammuader  m  Ckid^ 
thai  a  natiTe  Iriik  Harper,  a  bliad  old  ana,  led  lij  a 
iN>j,  kad  denaaded  acBaianon  to  Ike  Cvap,  in  oider 
to  be  alknred  to  aMdce  trial  of  kis  ddB  m  Ike 
of  tke  y  ke  Qoeea. 

On  the  fint  €flK>tioB,  Lwd  Grej  started  ap 
grily  y  with  the  ioteatioo  of  ordering  tke  inacdeat  ntrader 
to  be  detained  priaoncTy  and  aererdy  paaidied  fix*  kk 
presamptiott ;  bat  tke  next  aKnaeat  ke  naiilrd  at  kis 
own  folly,  in  snppoaing  that  any  suck  poson  would 
really  yentnre  to  present  hims^  in  tiiat  BMuiner,  thus 
risking  life  and  liberty,  in  an  enony's  Camp,  for  the 
sake  of  a  few  coins  to  be  earned  by  his  performance 
It  now  appeared  quite  obvioos  to  the  Deputy,  that  this 
was  a  masquerading  frolic  of  O'Kelly's. 

This  conviction  at  once  reUered  all  the  unpleasant 
feelings  and  suspicions  excited  by  the  non-appeurance 
of  the  Guide  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  night;  and 
giving  orders  for  the  immediate  admission  of  the  wan- 
dering Minstrel,  he  prepared  himself  to  be  infinitely 
pleased  and  amused  with  whatev^  should  ensue ;  then, 
seeing  Sir  Stephen  Drury  look  excessHvely  surprised, 
he  whispered  to  him  a  few  words,  bidding  him  set  his 
mind  at  rest,  as  he  himself  felt  his  spirits  much  light- 
ened, by  having  his  strong  apprehensions  of  treachery 
at  once  so  agreeably  removed. 

In  pursuance  of  Lord  Grey's  order,  the  blind  Har- 
per and  his  youthful  Guide  now  presented  themselves 
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at  the  etMm»  of  the  tent :  and  highly  as  the  Deputy 
had  previoiidy  ^Qi^t  of  0'K:elly's  powei^  of  traas- 
mutatioa,  stiH  be  experieno^^asiderahle  surprise  on 
beholding  ithe  £gure<s  which  j^w  appeared  before  him. 

As  if  by  the  |>ower  of  notagiCy  the  square,  thickset, 
TUlgiir,  and  clownlike  O'Kelly,  (if  k  could  indeed  be 
him)  was  tranafonned  into  aa  extremely  tall,  slender, 
and  graceful  figure,  graceful  in  defiance  of  the  stoop  of 
apparent  old  age.  He  was  clothed  in  the  long  loose 
robes  worn  by  the  native  Irish  Bards,  a  white  beard 
descended  to  his  girdle,  and  a  profusion  of  long  hair, 
of  the  same  venerable  hue,  flowed  oVer  his  shoulders : 
his  eye*lids  were  partly  closed  over  the  seemingly 
sightless  orbs ;  and  holding  in  one  hand  a  small  Irish 
harp,  he  leant  the  other  on  the  shoulder  of  a  boy,  in 
whose  round,  dimpled,  and  blushing  cheeks,  in  the 
downcast  glances  of  the  sparkling,  merry,  yet  modest 
eye,  and  the  clustering  curls  of  bright  chesnut  hair, 
Elinor,  with  throbbing  heart,  thought  she  discover.ed  a 
resemblance — ^yes^  more  than  a  resemblance,  it  was 
identity — she  felt  that  the  Minstrel's  childish  looking 
Guide,  although  in  the  garb  of  a  boy,  could  be  no 
other  than  her  pretty  little  foster-sister  Rose — how 
came  she  there  ?  who  then  was  that  Harper,  seemingly 
so  old  and  blind,  and  yet — Elinor  shivered  with  dread 
as  she  looked  on  the  tall  gpcacefid  form,  and  thought 
who  ihat  Harper  might  be ;  he  spoke  a  few  words  in 
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the  Irish  langaage ;  the  voice,  deep,  full,  and  of  a  most 
peculiar  tone,  brought  conyictioii  at  once  to  her  mind ; 
she  could  not  be  mistaken,  and  she  dared  not  look- 
around  to  read  in  the  countenance  of  others,  if  there 
were  any  who  had  made  the  same  discovery. 

Elinor  was  recalled  in  some  degree  to  herself  by  the 
voice  of  Lord  Grey  speaking  in  his  usual  tone,  and 
apparently  undisturbed  by  any  suspicion  ;  and  she  felt 
the  absolute  necessity  of  assuming  an  outward  com- 
posure, lest  she  might  betray  the  rash  adventurer,  who, 
whatever  might  be  his  motive  for  thus  exposing  his 
life,  certainly  she  ought  not  to  be  the  person  to  add  to 
his  risk,  or  to  that  of  her  affectionate  and  beloved 
foster-sister,  from  whom,  if  it  were  possible  for  her  to 
speak  one  word  in  private,  she  might  learn  some  intel- 
ligence of  her  parents. 

Lord  Grey  requested  that  she  would  condescend  to 
translate  the  language  in  which  the  Harper  had 
spoken,  since  she  was,  he  said  playfully,  the  only  per- 
son present  sufficiently  learned  to  serve  for  an  inter- 
preter for  this  venerable  man. 

Feeling  re-assured  by  her  Lord's  manners,  Elinor, 
who  had  only  caught  the  well-known  tone  of  the 
Minstrel's  voice,  and  not  the  purport  of  his  words, 
requested  him  to  repeat  that  which  he  had  already 
said; — ^he  obeyed,  but  now  spoke  in  English,  and  sim- 
ply to  solicit  permission  to  be  allowed  t  e  honour  of 
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perfonning  in  her  prtesence,  and  to. know  on  what  sub- 
ject it  was  her  pleasure  that  he  should  sing. 

**  Of  Love  and  War,  by  all  means/'  replied  Lord 
Grey ;  ^*  of  course  a  Minstrel  must  not  tune  his  harp 
without  treating  of  love,  and  of  war  there  cannot  be 
too  much  to  suit  our  present  mood— -come,  Elinor, 
tell  this  to  your  countryman,  and  let  him  begin  forth- 
with— ^the  night  wears  apace. 

When  Elinor,  once  more  addressing  the  Minstrel, 
had  repeated  the  subject  of  Lord  Grey's  words,  the 
Bard,  sweeping  the  strings  of  his  harp  with  a  master 
hand,  after  a  short  prelude,  in  a  voice  of  full,  deep- 
toned,  and  singular  melody,  sung,  in  alternate  recita- 
tive and  air,  the  following  words : 


BARD'S  SONG. 

I  sing  in  uncoath,  untaught  rhymes, 

A  tale  of  other  days. 
Seeking,  in  rode  and  northern  climes, 
In  wilds  remote,  and  ancient  times, 

A  subject  for  my  lays. 
Full  many  a  voice  more  skUl'd  than  mine, 

Has  sung  of  chivalry ; 
^nd  many  a  harp's  melodious  chime 
Has  echoM  back  the  Pioef  s  rhyme, 

With  joyous  revelry. 
Where  shall  I  find  some  unknown  wild, 
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Wtiewbirp  hm  ntver  foag, 
Where  wkuMb  genius  never  onUfd^ 

And  minstrel  never  song  f 
In  vain-^'en  amid  Lapland  snows. 

Love  tones  the  Poet's  lyre ; 
And  I  must  fain  my  fame  repose, 

Be^de  sottie  rivaFs  fire. 
Ho  ^fitte  99  cMf  sodistant  Aoi^ 

Bat  Poef  s  foot  hath  trod ; 
To  mnsic  tarns  the  lover's  moan^ 
Finds  marble  'midst  the  cold  grey  stone, 

^ow'rs  on  the  barren  sod. 
Come,  then,  O  magic  power  of  versd ! 

Ail-glorioas  fancy  f  lend  thine  aid, 
Whast  1  the  tragle  tale  rdi6ztn^ 

Of  a  fair  fltffthem  maid. 
Though  nide  the  clime  which  gave  her  birth. 

Soft  was  her  gentle  form ; 
Nurs'd  'mid  the  roughest  sons  of  earth, 

Rear'd  beneath  doads  and  storm. 
As  warmly  bright  her  glowing  cheek. 
Her  eyes  with  lipoid  histre  speak^ 

As  if  'mid  southern  skiesy 
She  drew  those  hnes  from  each  sweet  flowV, 
Which  clusters  in  SioiUan  bower^ 
Whilst  from  her  lone  Norwegian  tower, 
The  pole-star  sent  its  dasaling  power^ 

Reflected  from  her  eyes. 
Stem  was  this  gedtle  maiden'i  Sire, 

A  tyrant  fierce  and  strong^ 
Gloomily  flash'd  his  r^  eyes'  fire  ;^ 
Woe  I  to  the  wreteh  who  fnk*d  hitf  ire, 
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His  ratbless  rage,  his  Tengeuiee  diie, 

H]&  will  to  do  a  wrong  1 
Wide  over  Norway's  nigged  strand, 

Extends  Ids  iron  sway^ 
And  all  wbo  dw^  wtShin  that  land. 
The  mandates  of  his  sceptred  hand, 

UnwilUn^y  obey« 

Yet  many  a  knight,  from  hall  and  bov^r, 

To  win  fair  Unda,  strove 
With  warlike  pomp — ^with  muMC^s  pow'r. 

To  charm  this  lady's  love ; 
To  Goth^r's  cold  and  gloomy  Court, 
Heroes  and  kings  alike  resorl^ 
And  chief  amid  the  gaU^nt  hand. 

The  Danish  Monarch  stood, 
To  woo  the  maid  with  heart  and  hand, 

IfOng  bv'd,  long  songh^  Kmg  su'd. 
Nor  did  that  gentle  lady  fidr 
R^ect  his  anxioos  tender  pray'r ; 
E'en  the  Stem  Gothar  lent  an  ear, 
The  youthful  Monarch's  suit  to  hear. 

And,  deigning  to  approve. 
Grants  her,  whose  more  than  mortal  eharms 
Had  almost  set  the  world  In  arms, 

To  Rodolph^  constant  love. 

But  ere  the  solemn  nuptiid  rites. 

Can  m^e  these  lovers  one. 
Or  Unda  cross  the  roaring  sea, 

To  share  his  heart  and  throne, 
A  fearful  wizard  must  he  tried-!- 
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A  battle  must  be  won. 
Within  a  deep  and  darksome  wood. 

Where  shaggy  monsters  dweU^ 
'Mid  mountain  hoar,  and  cavern  rude. 

Fenced  round  with  many  a  spell. 
Where  wizards  hold  their  dismal  sway, . 
And  shun  the  cheerful  light  of  day, 

There,  in  that  awful  wild, 
Three  days  the  hero  must  abide. 
By  sights  and  sounds  Us  courage  tried; 
Such  was  the  tyrant  Gothar's  will, 
Who  hop'd  by  this  to  baffle  still. 

All  who  would  win  his  child. 
And  Rodolph  must,  within  that  dell. 
Make  battle  with  two  monsters  fett. 

Which  ravage  all  the  land ; 
Spread  desolation,  grief,  and  fear, 
While,  still  to  check  their  wild  career. 

Vain  has  been  mortal  hand. 

"  Farewell — farewell — ^my  Unda  fair ! 

^'  Farewell,  my  genflelove ! 
'^  Lives  there  the  man  who  would  not  dare, 

"  For  thy  dear  sake,  to  prov6 
^'  A  thousand  fold,  the  horrors  dire, 
'<  Impos'd  by  hun,  thy  tyrant  Sire? 

"  Then  dry  those  tears,  and  doubt  me  not ; 

'<  How  could  tiiy  Rodolph  fail ! 
«  Though  Necromancers  guard  the  spot, 

'*  Their  poVr  shall  not  avail, 
**  Against  one  tear  from  that  bright  eye, 
**  Or  from  that  breast  one  tender  sigh. 
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**  And  see !— to  cheer  my  dreary  way^ 

'*  The  mooDy  with  cloudless  Ught, 
**  Sheds  on  my  path  her  softest  ray, 

"  Gilding  the  brow  of  night; 
**  And  Borealis^  flashing  bright 

"  Athwart  the  glowing  sky, 
*^  With  dazzling  lustre  greets  the  sight, 
*^  Seeming  to  guide  my  steps  aright^ 

^'  With  radiance  sent  from  high. 
**  Then  weep  no  more,  O !  mud,  ador'd  I 
**  Success  must  crown  thy  warrior's  sword ; 
*^  Think  only  on  the  days  to  come, 
*'  When  love  shall  bless  our  Danish  home." 

Then  cherily  on  the  hero  trod. 

Along  the  dark  pine  wood, 
And  many  a  deep  ravine  he  pass'd, 

And  many  a  roaring  flood ; 
Right  gaily  o'er  the  dreary  waste, 

With  lightsome  heart  he  goes, 
And  up  the  pathless  mountain  trac'd 

His  way  through  wild'ring  snovra; 
While  o'er  his  head  the  northern  light 

In  dancing  lustre  play'd. 
And  seem'd  to  his  pleas'd  and  dazzled  sight, 

like  the  eyes  of  his  lovely  maid. 

But  soon  those  cheering  lights  were  gone, 

The  setting  moon  shone  pale ; , 
The  storm- rock'd  pines,  with  heavy  moan. 

Swung  to  the  rising  gale. 
Unearthly  voices  seem'd  to  wail, 
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And  ttitlgle  ^fh  the  blast. 
Whilst  o'er  his  head,  with  flagging  sail, 

The  heaty  night-bird  past. 
And,  hark ! — among  the  carems  wide, 
Which  yawn  along  the  mountain  side, 

The  wolf's  long  howl  sw€i6t>S  by, 
While  beetling  crag,  and  monntain  hoar. 
Stem  guardians  of  the  rugg^  shore, 

Echo  the  dismal  cry "■'■' 

At  this  period  of  the  Song,  a  mesiKsnger  ap|^eared  at 
the  entrance  of  the  tent  *,  and,  in  a  hnirried  mannier,  said 
a  few  words  to  one  of  the  Officers  standmg  near.  The 
Officer  immediately  approached  Lord  Grey,  and  res- 
pectfully informed  him,  that  a  person  waited  in  a 
neighbouring  tent,  who  wished  to  speak  to  him  without 
delay. 

Lord  Grey,  extremely  fond  of  music,  and  himself  a 
performer  of  no  mean  proficiency,  had  listened  with 
considerable  interest  to  the  fine  voice  and  masterly 
execution  of  thie  Bard,  and  was  now  rather  annoyed  by 
this  interruption ; — however,  he  arose,  saying,  that  he 
would  return  with  all  speed ;  and,  desiring  that  wine 
and  refreshment  should  be  ofiered  in  the  interval  to  the 
old  man  and  his  pretty  little  guide,  quitted  the  tent,  to 
attend  to  what  he  concluded  to  be  of  ^me  importance, 
or  it  would  not  have  been  thus  abruptly  intruded  on  his 
recreation. 

As  soon  as  the  Lord  Deputy  had  departed,  the 
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attendants  in  waiting,  according  to  bis  orders,  proffered 
wine  and  other  refreshments  to  the  Minstrel,  who 
politely,  but  decidedly,  declined  partaking  even  of  the 
wine ;  a  circumstance  which,  had  Lord  Gi^y  been 
present,  would  have  forcibly  and  justly  excited  his 
suspicions  concerning  the  good  faith  of  this  self-invited 
midnight  guest.  Grently  putting  aside  the  wine  cup, 
and  respectfully  saluting  the  Lady,  the  Minstrel  moved 
a  few  steps  back  to  the  entrance  of  the  tent ;  and  saying 
some  words  in  Irish,  in  a  very  low  voice,  to  his  little 
attendant^  the  boy  advanced  timidly  towards  the  seat 
of  the  Lady  Elinor;  and,  kneeling  down,  said  in  his 
native  tongue — 

'-  Will  my  honoured  Lady  permit  her  faith^l 
servant  to  kiss  the  hem  of  her  garment?'' — and,  accom- 
paujring  the  words  with  the  action,  pressed  his  lips  to 
llie  embroidered  hem  of  her  robe,  which  he  touched 
with  one  hand ;  and,  at  the  same  moment,  Elinor  per- 
ceived that,  with  the  other,  he  inserted  a  folded  paper 
under  the  cushion  on  which  her  feet  rested. 

Immediately  rising,  he  stepped  back  to  the  entrance, 
bowing  repeatedly  and  profoundly ;  and  Elinor,  accom- 
panying him  with  her  eyes,  saw  that  the  Minstrel  was 
no  longer  there — the  boy  hesitating  a  moment,  and 
casting  a  meaning  glance  towards  her,  also  disappeared 
in  the  darkness  without. 

Theif  departure  relieved  Elinor  from  a  part  of  the 
apprehensioos  which  she  had  entertained  for  their  safety ; 
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but  die  still  listened  with  anzipus  dread»  lest  they 
should  be  interrupted  in  their  retreat ;  she  held  her  foot 
firmly  on  the  cushion  where  the  seeming  boy  had 
placed  a  paper,  which,  she  had  no  doubt,  contained,  some 
intelligence  concerning  her  parents ;  and  she  felt  assured 
that  Rose,  at  least,  ha4  dared  this  hazardous  adven- 
ture, solely  to  bring  her  such  information.  She  could 
not  stoop  to  secure  her  treasure  before  so  many  wit* 
nesses,  and  awaited,  with -terror  the  return  of  Lord 
Grey,  by  whose  order  she  felt  certain  the  fugitives 
would  be  pursued ;  her  only  hope  was  in  the  darkness 
of  the  night,  and  the  superior  knowledge  which  one  of 
them  at  least  possessed,  of  the  surrounding  woods  and 
rocky  aclivities,  which  arose  in  all  directions  from  the 
camp. 

On  reaching  the  tent  to  which  he  had  been  sum- 
moned. Lord  Grey,  to  his  infinite  astonishment,  found 
O'Kelly,  wet  with  rain,  almost  breathless,  and  evi- 
dently just  returned  from  some  expedition  of  a  very 
different  nature  from  the  sport  in  which  the  Deputy 
had  believed  him  engaged. 

**  Oh,  my  Excellency !"  he  began^  **  here  we  are  in 
a  fine  bog-hole." 

'*  A  bog-hole,  what  is  that  ?  What  do  you  mean»  you 
rascal ;  and  what  treason  have  you  been  about  ?-'  ex- 
claimed Lord  Grey,  angrily. 

**  I  feaks,  my  Lordship,"  returned  the  undaunted 
O'Kelly,  <'  there's  no  use  at  all  in  flying  into  a  tan-^ 
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t^um  now^sorro  bit  that  '11  mend  the  matther^ — ^but 
just  Lord  Thomas^  bad  luck  to  him  an  his,  has  been 
before  hand  wid.ttz,  an  taken  possession  of  Castle 
Kevin  himself — an  his  throops  are  all  along  the  side  of 
Derrybawn — ^myself  made  o£f.  as  soon  as  eyir  we  cum  to 
a  halt  here,  convanient  to  Anhamoe,  jist  to :  see  how 
the  land  lay,  an  if  O'Toole  was  inclined .  to .  keep  his 
word  wid. me;  seeing  I  know  he's  but  a  slippery 
fellow  any  how — an  by  the  hockey  I  was  too  late. 
Lord  Thomas  was  there  afore  me,  an  wheedled  him  out 
of  the  Fort  somehow,  an  set  himself  up  there  to  spend 
his  Christmas  snug  an  comfortable." 

"  Well,"  replied  Lord  Grey,  "  I  doubt  not  but 
their  mode  of  spending  the  Christmas  will  incapacitate 
them  from  much  fighting  on  the  morrow." 

0*KeUy  shook  hb  head ;  "  No,  no,  my  Lordship, 
catch  uz  at  that ;  I  feaks  we  fight  as  well  drunk  as 
sober ;  its  all  one ;  why  its  mate  an  drink  to  uz-r-ye'd 
neyir  catch  uz  sleepin  the  day,  ony  bekays  we'd  had  a 
sup  oyer  night — an  so,  my  Lordship,  we'ye  nothin  for 
it  now,  but  jist  to  fight  through  thick  an  thin,  an  be 
ready  for  ihim.by  cock  crow  in  the  mornin." 

**  There's  a  spy  in  the  camp,"  exclaimed  Lord  Grey, 
suddenly  recollecting  the  Minstrel,  **  whom  I  mistook 
for.  you  O'Kelly,  thinking  you  had  disguised  yourself 
to  amuse  the  women — ^we  must  hang  this  fellow  without 
time  for  shrift — ^halloo  there  !"  calling  to  the  soldiers 
without,  **  take  that  rascally  harper,  drag  him  out  by 
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the  heek,  and  hang  him  up  without  the  delay  of  an 

instant.'' 

,    *^  The  harper !  where  is  he  ?    Who  saw  him  pass  ?'- 

The  word  flew  from  one  to  another^^none  had  noticed 

the  old  man  since  his  entrance ;  the  sentinels  declared 

that  he  had  not  re-crosged  the  lines,  consequently  he 

must  be  still  concealed  within  the  limits  of  the  camp. 

The  terrified  Elinor  was  presently  left  with  only  her 
female  attendants;  and  while  their  curiosity  inclined 
them  to  press  around  the  entrance  of  the  tent,  in  order 
to  observe  what  was  passing  without,  she  knelt  down 
on  her  foot  cushion,  and  secured  the  paper  which 
Rose  had  deposited  underneath ;  she  then,  resting  her 
head  on  the  seat  she  had  quitted,  remained  In  ferrent 
prayer  for  the  safety  of  the  rash  fugitives ;  whilst  the 
shouts,  and  upoai  from  without,  shook  her  soul  with 
terror,  in  the  instant  expectation  of  seeing  tbem  draped 
in  and  murdered  before  her  eyes. 

The  seat  on  which  Elinor  leaned  was  placed  close 
to  the  back  part,  of  the  tent,  whidi  rested  against  a 
rock,  thickly  clothed  with  dwarf  oak  and  brush-rwood ; 
the  tent  having  been  so  placed  for  shelter  and  security^ 
being  in  the  very  centre  of  the  encampment.  As  she 
bent  her  head  downwards,  she  saw  the  curtain  at  her 
side  raised  a  few  inches,  and  a  little  hand,  a  woman^s 
hand,  appeared,  which  Elinor,  eamesUy  clasping,  leant 
lowei^down  to  the  aperture,  and  heard  the  voice  of 
her  foster-fiisteri  in  the  lowest  possible  tone^^  Whisper  :-^ 
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**  Don't  be  frigfatened,  my  darlint  Lady,  he's  gone— ^ 
safe  climbed  up  oyer  the  rocks,  an  I'm  ^um  to  stay  wid 
ye^-Hsure  Lord  Grey  would'nt  kill  poor  little  BUisy  for 
oomio,  or  may  be  aure,  if  ye'd  let  me  stay  among  ye'ev 
women,  he'd  nevtr  know  the  difference,  bnt  think  I  was 
one  of  the  Saxon  girls." 

Elinor,  much  relieved  by  a  part  of  this  information, 
glanced  her  eye  towards  the  other  side,  and  seeing  her 
women  intent  upon  what  was  passing  without,  and  in 
conyersation  with  some  of  the  men  who  were  leaking 
v«ry  loud,  ventured  to  reply,  fondly  pressing  the  hand 
slie  still  held. 

**  Lie  still,  dearest  girl,  for  a  little  time,  when  I  will 
endeavour  to  admit  thee.  Surely,"  she  murmured  to 
herself,  **  Lord  Orey  cannot  be  so  barbarous  as  to 
refuse  me  the  consolation  of  this  affectionate  girl's 
society;  but  Rose,  dear  Rose,"  she  continued,  **  canst 
thou  not  tell  me  what  fate  betides  my  dear  parents  ?" 

**  The  letter,  ray  Lady,"  returned  Rose^  softly, 
**  taake  care  of  the  letter,  its  from  my  Lord,  his  own 
self,  an  he's  just  got — " 

H  Hush!  harkl"  cried  Elinor,  springing  up,  her 
ears  struck  by  loud  shouts  of  triumph,  which,  arisifig 
in  t;be  camp,  and  echoed  from  the  surrounding  rocks, 
seemed  %o  announce  the  capture  of  Rose's  unfortunate 
companion. 

As  pale  as  death,  and  with  clasped  hands^  Elinor 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  tent,  unable  t«|  articulate  a 
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question  to  her  women,  who  .now  crowded .  in,  eager 
to  inform  her,  that,  '<  that  there. rebel  spy;  as  was  in 
the  camp,  is  catched,.  and  his  false  beard  pulled  off; 
and  oh,  law !  he's  a  handsome  young  man — do,,  my 
Lady,  just  step  this  way  to  see  him  before  my  Lord  has 
him  hanged  up— dear  me,  dear  me,  why  my  Lord's  in 
a  wonderful  passion." 

The  waiting  damsel's  account  of  her  Lord  being  in  a 
wonderful  passion,  was  in  no  way  exaggerated — ^but  it 
was  passion  too  deep,  too  concentrated,  to  find  vent  in 
words ;  when,  on  removing  his  disguise  from  the  pre-p 
tended  Minstrel,  the  eyes  of  Lord  Grey  were  blasted 
by  the  sight  of  the  stately  form  and  haughty  brow  of 
Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald — ^his  enemy,  his  rival,  was 
in  his  power ;  but  the  demon  of  jealousy  within  his 
breast  m^e  its  raging  cries  heard  above  those  of 
gratified  vengeance.  Lord  Grey  did  not  reason,  but 
he  felt  the  impossibility  of  the  leader  of  an  army,  on 
whose  life  every  chance  of  success  depended^  thus 
needlessly  exposing  himself,  unless  prompted  by  love — 
and  hope — ''  such  daring  love  exists  not  without  hope," 
he  murmured,  gnashing  his  teeth,  and  striking  his  fore- 
head in  an  agony  of  rage,  too  deep  for  articulate 
utterance  :  he  could  only  make  signs  that  his  captive 
should  be  loaded  with  the  heaviest  irons — ^then,  draw- 
ing his  dagger,  he  was,  with  franctic  violence,  rushing 
towards  the  tent  where  he  had  left  Elinor,  when  Sir 
Stephen  Drury,  and  the  rest  of  the  Officers,  surrounding 
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and  detaming,:  endeayoiiredy  partly  by  force,  and  partly 
by  persuasion 9  to  restrain,  and  convince  him  of  the  ex- 
treme improbability  of  !Elinor  having  had  any  previous 
knowledge  of  this  rash  adventure,  undertaken  by  the 
young  Chieftain ;  from  whose  enterprising  character, 
and  known  carelessness  respecting  his  personal  safety, 
the  wish  of  making  some  discovery  adyanti^eous  to 
his  cause,  or  even  a  far  more  trifling  motive,  would  be 
sufficient  to  impel  him  to  the  undertaking  of  any 
romantic  frolic,  however  dangerous. 

**  Your  Excellency,'^  said  Sir  Stephen  Drury, 
**  should  not  give  credit  to  any  idea  so  derogatory 
both  to  your  own  merit,  and  to  the  exemplary  conduct 
of  your  virtuous  Lady,  whom  your  Lordship  should 
always  bear  in  mind,  rejected,  and  slighted,  for  your 
sake  alone,  this  young  Lord,  to  whom  she  wiys  rather 
more  in  duty  bound." 

With  a  gloomy  brow,  and  struggle  for  apparent 
composure,  did  Lord  Grey  listen  to  these  arguments, 
too  plausible  for  him  to  contradict,  although  they 
brought  not  conviction  to  his  mind. 

The  jealousy  of  wounded  pride  is  of  a  far  different 
character  from  that  excited  by  slighted  love  alone ;  the 
former,  dark  and  revengeful,  partakes  more  of  hatred 
than  of  love,  and  waits  not  to  enquire  into  the  truth 
or  falsehood  of  its  suspicion,  ere  it  seeks  its  sole  grati- 
fication— ^vengeance  ;—*the  latter,  sad  and  sorrowful, 
carries  with  it  a  cureless  pang,  a  thorn  in  the  bosom, 
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where  resentBieBt  findmg  no  piece,  ve^eoga  can  brii^ 
BO  cure. 

A  few  moBMnto  of  reflection  tauglit  tke  irritated 
husband  the  neeeesity  of  appearing  to  feel  endi  leascn- 
ing  more  probaUe  than  his  own  fiiBt  impreaBODB. 
He  aroflCy  and  carefully  avoiding  the  presence  of 
Bltnory  whom  he  could  net  trust  himself  to  bdiold  in 
his  present  tenqier^  entered  in  detail  into  the  neoenary 
directions  for  securing  the  prisoner,  and  for  the  )pt&* 
ceedings  of  his  Army  on  the  ensuing  morning,  now  fast 
approaching. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

All  is  confooaded,  all 
Reproach  and  everlastuig  shame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes. 

Th£  dawning  day  found  the  JSxtgUA  Anny  ready  fof 
nHuroh  and  for  battle,  if  they  could  find  a  foe ;  but  of 
tbat  the  leader  had  very  little  expectation.  Th^ 
ctpiitre  of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald  must  neoessarily 
hare  thrown  the  rebel  forces  into  confusion,  and  in- 
duced them,  according  to  a  very  common  custom  of 
die  Irish,  to  avoid  a  regular  contest,  by  seeking 
shelter  in  the  mountains  and  morasses,  inaccesfflble  to 
others.  Lord  Grey  determined,  at  all  events,  on  taking 
possession  of  Castle  Kevin,  from  which,  in  the  present 
postnre  of  affairs,  the  resistance  could  not  be  eiiiier 
TigoroUB  or  prolonged :  but,  first,  it  would  be  right 
to  clear  the  valley  of  any  troops  there  encamped,  lest 
they  might,  during  the  siege,  harass  his  rear;  and,  ift 
<he  mean  timei  he  teft  his  tents  standing  with  a  reason^ 
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able  guard,  in  case  of  any  straggling  parties  of  the 
Irish  crossing  it  in  their  retreat;  but  he  carefully 
avoided  seeing  or  speaking  with  Elinor,  until  his  anger 
should  be  somewhat  soothed  by  the  signal  vengeance 
which  he  hoped  to  take  on  his  detested  rival  and  all  his 
adherents. 

Loaded  with  the  heaviest  irons,  and  firmly  strapped 
on  horseback  behind  one  of  the  most  powerful  troopers 
in*  the  English  Army,  Lord  Thomas  was  despatched 
the  moment  the  day-light  permitted,  on  his  way  towards 
the  black  Castle  of  Wicklow,  where  he  was  to  remain 
until  his  captor  had  leisure  to  dispose  of  him. 

Whilst  the  unfortunate  young  Chief  of  the  Geraldines 
was  descending  the  hill  of  Ballymonghroe,  riding  in  to 
him  a  most  unwonted  fashion,  Lord  Grey  was  marching 
towards  the  Talley  of  Glendalough ;  his  troops  in  gal- 
lant array,  their  banners  flying,  and  their  burnished 
arms  and  armour  of  a  polbh  well  fitted  to  reflect  the 
glancing  sun-beam,  if  such  beam  had  shone — but  on 
that  momentous  day,  no  ray  broke  forth  to  cheer  them 
on  their  wild  and  unknown  path,  or  to  exhilarate,  by 
its  warmth,  the  languid  weariness  produced  by  two  suc- 
cessive nights,  passed  without  a  single  hour  of  that  .re- 
pose so  absolutely  necessary  to  reoiovate  human  nature^ 
Notwithstanding,  their  bold  and  gallant  bearing,  and 
the  regular  and  highly  disciplined  order  of  march  which 
was,  for  a  time,  maintained,  many  an  anxious  eye  was 
cast  oil  the  bleak,  wild  mountains,  which  seemed^  every 
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step  they  proceeded  to  adyance,  to  meet  and  press  them 
in  on  every  side;  and  the  wind,  howling  through  the 
chasms  and  crevices,  sometimes,  for  a  moment,  dis- 
persed the  curtain  of  black  clouds,  which  rested  half 
way  down,  affording  a  partial  and  temporary  view  of 
the  snow-clad  summit,  and  giving  additional  wildness 
to  the  dreary  scene. 

But  the  'enemy  whom  they  sought  appeared  uot-^-all 
seemed  dismally  unfit  for  the  dwelling  of  man ;  and 
they  had  proceeded  as  far  as  the  ruins  of  O 'Kelly's 
boasted  City  of  Glendalough,  in  the  vale  of  the  seven 
Churches,  without  hearing  a  sound,  save  the  echo  of 
their  own  footsteps,  ahd  the  howling  of  the  wind  over 
the  heath-clad  mountains. 

"  O'Kelly,"  said  Lord  Grey,  addressing  his  Guide, 
''  we  seem  to  have  conquered  without  striking  a  blow ; 
the  loss  of  their  Chief  has  spread  a  strange  discomfiture, 
when  even  the  traces  of  an  Army  having  been  here 
cannot  be  perceived." 

*'  We'll  find  thim  yit,"  returned  the  spy ;  "  they're 
not  fur  off  I'se  warrant  me.  Och,  my  Lordship,  ye 
dos'nt  know  how  'cute  thim  craturs  are,  lyin  on  the 
hill  side,  an  may  be  they'll  cum  thunnering  down  on 
uz  yit — but  sorro  matter,  we'll  be  too  many  fur  thim, 
now  they've  lost  their  young  Chief,  he  was  a  raal  divil 
furgettin  out  of  a  scrape,  an  no  shame  fur  him,  as 
he's  so  mighty  apt  to  poke  himself  into  one." 

**  This  last  night's  mad  exploit  is  likely  to  prove  the 


190  ItOMANCB  IN  IRELAND. 

eoaclttding  one,"  replied  Lord  Gfey ;  *'  bis  heMl  shall 
be  OB  the  city  ^tes  of  Louden  em  long-«**lits  M lyecMyVi 
eyes  must  be  gmtified  by  ike  sight  of  tbe  bead  <^  one 
traitor  at  least," 

<<  Amin,"  said  O'KeUy ;  ''  an  we'U  mod  the  Eaii  of 
Desmond's  rowling  alter,  afore  thb  dby  mouthy  If  the 
life's  in  me  so  long," 

''  But  into  what  strange  wild  place  hast  thou  led 
me  ?"  eried  Lord  ^ey,  suddenly  halting^  as  the  heavy 
clouds,  which  had  before  obscured  his  view,  rolling 
slowly  upwards,  revealed  the  taremeadous  black  moun-* 
tains  enclosing  the  Valley  of  Glendalough  on  three 
sides,  whilst,  in  the  narrow  pass  by  which  they  were 
entering,  the  broken  ground,  partly  mar&  finom  the 
overflowing  of  the  river,  and  every  where  encumbered 
with  rocks,  embarrassed  the  march  of  the  harassed  and 
weary  troops  to  such  a  degree,  that  deep  murmurs 
passed  from  man  to  man ;  numbers  had  dropped  ex* 
hausted  by  the  way,  and  nothing  but  tiie  strong  habit 
of  discipline,  joined  to  threats,  enabled  the  subordinate 
Officers  to  keep  the  most  vigorous  on  foot;  and  those 
means  would  have  failed  of  even  their  temporary 
^ect,  had  not  the  promises  so  liberalfy  made  by 
O'Kelly,  respecting  the  immense  quuitity  of  gold  and 
precious  stones,  to  be  found  in  those  jnountains,  by 
exciting  the  cupidity  of  the  soldiers,  blinded  them  at 
first  to  the  desperate  measures  which  their  wrongly 
advised  Commander  was  so  madly  pursuing. 
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.  ^*  Tum>  my  Lord,  I  implare  you«  whilst  it  is  yet 
time"  exclaimed  Sir  Stephen  Dnity ;  **  enter  no  fur- 
ther into  this  gloomy  vale — ^not  a  man  amongst  all  the 
soldiers  is  capable  of  action — every  step  they  advance 
encnmbers  diem  more  and  more — all  order  of  march  is 
loat-— one  half  are  sunk  helpless  in  the  yielding  soil, 
aad  the  remainder  are  spattered  clambering  over  the 
rocks." 

I^rd  Orey,  hesitating^  looked  back  upon  the  confu- 
aion  aiMl  distress  of  his  army,  and  saw,  also,  that  if  he 
fi^rsisted  to  advance,*  it  must  be  alone — ^that  none 
were  either  able  or  willing  to  follow,  or  fitted  for 
action  if  they  did;  without  staying  to  consider  how  far 
be  was  himself  to  blame,  he  turned  fiercely  on 
O'Kelly';  and  shaking  his  drawn  sword  over  the  head 
of  the  shrinking  Guide,  be^m,  in  a  loud  and  furious 
tone,  the  most  vehement  reproaches;  but  ere  three 
words  had  passed  lus  lips,  **  Shanet  a  boo,"  the  well- 
known  war-cry  of  the  Desmonds,  burst  forth  on  every 
side,  in  one  wild  and  prolonged  yell-^wbich,  taken  up 
by  the  various  mountain  echo's,  seemed  to  multiply 
the  diousands  of  human  voices  into  millions. 

The  already  dark  and  cloudy  atmosfphere  was  totally 
obscured  by  flights  of  arrows^  pouring  like  a  hailstorm 
from  summit  to  base  of  every  surrounding  mountain  ; 
whilst  the  guiding  hands  by  which  they  were  impelled, 
continued  invisible. 

This  destructive  storm  issued  from  heath  and  copse 
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wood,  that  rendered  the  assaileis  completely  imper- 
Tious  to  the  irregular  and  confused  return  of  arrows 
and  musquetry^  which  the  astonished  English  vainly 
endeayoured  to  hring  to  bear  on  their  hidden  foes; 
their  ammunition,  mostly  wet,  injured  by  rain,  and  the 
various  bogs  and  morasses  through  which  their  march 
had  been  conducted,  was,  with  a  few  exceptions, 
nearly  useless,  and  the  arrows  shot  into  the  air  at 
random,  rested  amongst  the  trees,  from  whence  they 
were  gathered,  and,  with  insulting  shouts,  returned  to 
their  owners  in  hostile  guise,  accompanied  by  showers 
of  stones,  and  often .  enormous  rocks  hurled  on  the 
beads  of  these  devoted  men,  doing  fearful  execution 
on  all  those  who  had  kept  on  the  drier  sides  of  the 
valley,  close  to  the  mountain  base. 

A  retreat  was  sounded  in  vain — floundering  in  the 
bogs,  stumbling  over  dead  and  dying,  without  path, 
and  without  guide,  the  scene  became  not  a  rout,  but 
absolute  slaughter;  when  the  Kearne  and  Grallow- 
glasses,  breaking  from  their  covert,  and  pouring  in 
countless  thousands  from  the  mountains,  rushed  like 
an  overwhelming  torrent  upon  the  English  soldiers; 
who,  despairing  of  quarter  from  the  infuriated  Irish, 
and  not  knowing  even  the  language  in  which  to  de- 
mand it,  fought  with  gallantry  and  desperation  to  the 
last — few  escaped  to  tell  the  dreadful  tale ;  Lord  Grey, 
severely  wounded  at  the  beginning  of  the  rout,  had 
been  seized  by  O'Kelly,  who  dragged  him,  in  defiance 
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of  his  resistance  into  the  covert  of  some  thick  bushes, 
from  whence  he  led  him  by  a  path,  known  only  to  him- 
self, into  a  cave,  where,  binding  his  woUnd  as  well  as 
circumstances  and  materials-  would  permit,  and  wrap- 
ping him  in  his  own  mantle,  he  covered  him  with 
withered  leaves  and  heath ;  then  placing  himself  on  a 
stone  near  the  entrance,  he  smeared  his  face  and 
clothes  with  the  blood  of  his  unfortunate  Commander, 
and  prepared  to  act  the  part  of  a  wounded  person 
belonging  to  the  Irish  party,  in  case  any  stragglers 
should  pass  that  way. 

They  continued  in  this  concealment  for  some  hours, 
O'Relly  intending  to  conduct  the  despairing  and  half 
distracted  Lord  Grey,  after  night  fall,  towards  the 
place  where  they  had  left  the  encampment — ^if  indeed 
it  yet  remained. 

"  Miserable  man,"  cried  Lord  Grey,  when  the 
agony  of  contending  feelings  could  find  vent  in  words ; 
**  miserable  man,  what  fiend  tempted  thee  to  decoy 
me  into  this  fatal  place  ?  I  thank  thee  not  for  the  life 
thou  hast  now  preserved — better,  far  better  to  have 
fallen  honourably  with  my  slaughtered  soldiers;  but 
thus — never,  oh  never  more  m^y  Leonard  Grey  be- 
hold thie  face  of  man — death  I  could  have  borne  with 
firmness — but  not  disgrace." 

**  My  Excellency,"  said  O'Kelly,  soothingly,  "  my- 
self mint  all  for  the  best — may  be  I*m  but  a  bad  Gin- 
neral,  but  I  thought  we  could  take  a  hould  of  their 
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Campment  here  beyani  fiur,  and  asy,  widout  any 
fisty  cu£b  at  all,  an  tbat  it  would  ^be  bettor  to  cum 
here  afore  we  wint  to  Caatle  Keym — ^for  my  Lordship, 
if  the  ribels  were  too  nany  for  iiz  here,  why  they'd 
have  showed  uz  more  curish  fun  over  at  the  Castle 
may  be — ^for  I  thought  if  the  Earl  of  Desmond  was 
in  it  at  all,  it  was  there  he*d  be  sare  ennff,  but  by  the 
hokey,  myself  brieves  he  was  here  too — for  the  ribels 
id  neyir  have  made  sich  a  rout  of  uz  Any  how,  if  they 
had'nt  one  or  'tother  of  the  two  Lords  wid  thim." 

*'  Scoundrel,''  answered  Lord  Grey,  **  didst  thou 
not  assert  that  the  Earl  of  Desmond  was  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Dublin,  and  did'st  thou  not  give  me 
powerful  reasons  for  beheviag  that  he  would  remain  ?" 

"  Well,  weU,"  replied  O'Kelly,  «  so  I  thought ; 
but  I  feaks  we've  bloody  raason  now  to  ^nk  we  were 
o'er  wrong-^«n  if  he's  here,  he's  doun  in  our  Camp  long 
ago,  an  has'at  lift  a  Tint  stannin,'^ 

Lord  Grey  groaned  aloud;  and  solicited  O'K^y, 
as  the  darkness  had  now  closed  in,  and  they  could 
move  without  fear  of  discovery,  to  lead  on,  and  let 
him  know  the  worst. 

"  Whisht,  whisht,"  whispered  the  Guide,  ''  there 
are  more  nor  ourselves  at  hand." 

A  man  now  stole  cautiously  through  the  bushes 
towards  the  mouth  of  the  cave ;  but  O'Kelly  arrested 
his  footsteps  by  loud  lamentations  of  how  he  had  been 
wounded  and  disabled  by  an  English  Soldier,  who  had 
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cut  him  down  aod  trampled  on  ham,   and  *^  kilt  an 
murthered  him  entirely.'^ 

**  Why,  thin,  did'nt  ye  take  better  care  of  yeer- 
self?''  replied  the  newly-arrived  person;  ^^  its  our- 
selves Ukat  had  the  best  of  it,  any  how, — an  little 
harm  done  to  any  of  uz — an  sorro  man  of  .all  the 
Saxons  lift  alive — why,  the  Glin's  a  swamp  wid  the 
Uood  o'  tiiiim,  an  ony  fur  the  darkness,  ye'd  see  the 
two  lakes  as  red  as  my  Moder's  petticoat, — Lord, 
save  uz  \" 

"  Well,"  replied  O'K^ly,  "  an  now  that  ye'es 
have  done  for  thim  all,  why,  where's  the  boys 
^in  r 

**  Och!  fihure,"  replied  the  other,  **  we  were  all 
busy  enuff  plundering  the  fine  clothes  off  o'  thim  lyin 
dead  there  beyant;  but  my  Lord  of  Desmond  has 
called  uz  all  to  be  off  to  Wicklow,  off  hand,  afther 
Lord  Thomas,  the  sowl,  that  thim  murthering  £n- 
gUshers  cotched  last  night  whin  the  cratur  was  ony 
jiat  divartin  himself  a  "bit,  lookin  after  that  bloody 
thief  of  an  English  Lord's  wife — she  that  ought  to 
have  been  his,  if  every  man  had  his  own — an  my 
Lord  of  Desmond's  gone  after  him,  as  well  he  may ; 
an  I  ony  stopped  a  bit  to  put  up  some  little  dawny 
thUigs  that  I  was  after  gotherin  -there  beyant  in  this 
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"  Well  thin    laave  thim,  jewel,"   said  O'Kelly; 

K  2 


196  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

"  Vd  be  loath  to  be  ye'er  hindrance,  an  I'll  not  stop 
here  soon  as  I'm  able  to  crawl." 

"  Thanky,  darlint,"  replied  the  other ;  "  but  I'll 
not  be  after  troubling  ye,  I'll  jist  carry  thim  along 
wid  myself — ^they'U  be  safe  in  my  own  hands,  any 
how." 

With  these  words   the   Reame  departed,    leaving 
Lord   Grey    nearly  suffocated  with  grief  and  rage; 
and  but  that  exhaustion  and  loss  of  blood  had  rendered 
him  unable  to  wreak  his  vengeance  on  the  blundering 
cause  of  his  misfortune,  he  wanted  not  inclination  to 
wring  off   O'Relly's  head   on   the  instant;     withbut 
reflecting  that  his  sole  chance  of  not  falling  into  the 
hands  of  the  enemy,  or  being  left  to  die  in  this  dreary 
wilderness,  depended  on  the  active  exertions  which 
that  very  person  seemed  so  willing  to  make  in  his 
behalf,  notwithstanding  the  folly  or  knavery  of  his 
previous  conduct. 

Lord  Grey's  wound,  caused  by  an  arrow  striking 
him  on  the  shoulder,  between  the  joints  of  his  armour, 
would  have  been  comparatively  trifling,  were  it  not 
for  the  great  loss  of  blood  consequent  oh  O 'Kelly's 
unskilful  method  of  extracting  the  weapon,  and  the 
extreme  irritation  of  mind  under  which  he  was  suf- 
fering, produced  a  degree  of  fever  and  weakness 
which  rendered  him  little  able  to  proceed  over  so 
tangled  and  difficult   a  pathway.     The  entire  of  the 
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nigfat  was  spent  in  retracing  the  few  niiles  of  ground 
which  they  had  passed  in  the  morning;-  and  the  gloomy 
dawn  had  rendered  objects  visible,  ere  they  reached 
the  opening  in  the  oak  wood,  where  the  English 
encampment  had  been. 

Lord  Grey  felt  no  surprise  at  the  scene  of  devasta- 
tion now  presented  to  his  eyes — it  was  only  what  he 
had  expected — ^what  he  knew  must  inevitably  have 
occurred,  since  it  lay  just  in  the  road  of  the  victorious 
army,  on  their  triumphant  march  to  Wicklow,  for  the 
release  of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  Yet  still  as  he 
gazed  on  mingled  heaps  of  ashes,  on  the  bodies  of 
men  and  of  horses  half  consumed  by  the  smouldering 
and  yet  unextinguished  fires — a  black  heap  of  ashes 
on  that  spot,  where,  only  two  nights  before,  Elinor's 
gay  pavilion  had  resounded  with  the  voice  of  merri- 
ment, and  the  strains  of  music;  he  cast  himself  on  the 
earth,  and  with  frantic  cries  besought  O'Kelly  to  put 
an  end  to  his  wretched  existence. 

In  despite  of  an  imagination  generally  sufficiently 
fertile  in  resources,  the  Guide  was  now  really  embar- 
rassed— to  remain  there>  was  impossible — it  was 
fraught  with  every  kind  of  danger,  and  he  was  desti- 
tute of  any  means  to  procure  assistance  for  the  unfor- 
tunate wounded  General,  on  whose  life  O'Relly  set 
the  highest  value,  believing  that  it  was  only  through 
him  he  could  ever  find  means  to  wreak  his  mortal 
hatred  against  the  Earl  of  Desmond. 

K  3 
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To  convey  Lord  Grey  to  Dublin,  he  well  knew  was 
the  only  course ;  but  how  to  accomplish  five  and  twenty 
mites,  unassisted,  thrpugfa  Ae  mountains  in  such  wea- 
ther, liable  to  meet  parties  of  the  enemy  every  step 
they  went,  and  with  a  wounded  man,  in  such  a  state 
of  mind,  baffled  even  the  sagacity  of  O'Kelly. 

After  some  fruitless  efforts  to  sooth  his  unfortunate 
companion,  the  Guide  began  to  search  amongst  the 
blackened  heaps,  in  the  hope  of  making  some  dbcovery 
which  might  assist  his  deliberatk>ns,  or  at  least  of  find- 
ing something  to  eat,  of  which  he,  not  being  either 
wounded,  in  a  fever,  or  much  troubled  in  his  mind, 
began  to  feel  the  want  extremity  inconvenient  after  a 
fast  of  nearly  twenty^fovr  hours. 

^*  May  the  foul  fiend  confound  ye^  Desmond !"  he 
muttered,  as  he  turned  over  the  fearful  remains  of  fire 
^  and  slaughter ;  **  why  myself  thought  ye  wur  as  safe 
at  St.  Woolstan's  as  a  oat  watching  a  bird  in  a  cage 
— an  it  'ill  be  many  a  day,  ye  bloody  thief,  'afore  ye'li 
hear  ye'er  sky-lark  sing  again-^the  ould  Archbishop 
was'nt  a  man  to  do  things  by  halves-^myself  doubts 
but  the  damp  and  the  cold  bus  spoilt  her  musical  {Mpe 
afore  noW— 4)ut  if  .myself  can  make  a  man  o'  this  craEy 
Lord  Deputy^  an  set  him  on  his  legs  again,  ^y  we'll 
be  even  wid  ye,  fur  carrjrin  off  his  wife,  an  bnrnin  all 
afore  ye«*-och  hone  to  see  the  ruiaoils  sight  that's 
here!" 

He  stood  ov^  the  remnant  of  Elinor's  Pavilion 
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^vrhilst  ]ie  spoke;  when  suddenly  his  attention  was 
drawn  by  a  low  whistle  from  a  covert  hard  by ;  and 
directing  his  steps  to  the  spot  from  i/dience  the  sound 
issued^  he  discoTered  abcmt  twenty  or  thirty  unfor- 
tunate fugitives,  escaped  from  the  slaughter  of  the 
valley,  who  had  fled  hidier  for  refage,  and  arrived  only 
in  time  to  find  M  their  resources  eat  off,  their  shelter 
destroyed^  and  those  who  had  been  left,  to  guard  the 
camp  either  slain  or  dispersed. 

The  sight  of  O'Kelly,  and  the  intelligence  he 
imparted  of  tjieir  Commander  being  yet  alive  and  close 
at  hand,  aroused  the  sinking  spirits  of  those  few  who 
were  not  disabled ;  and  hastily  arising,  they  joined 
O'Kelly  in  his  search  for  some  refreshment,  to  recruit 
their  esJiausted  strengdi;  and  having  succeeded  in  find- 
ing a  small  quantity  of  food  and  wine,  in  a  recess  where 
it  had  escaped  the  foraging  of  the  vietbrs,  they  pressed 
around  their  General,  of  whom  the  ifotal  error,  as  well 
as  that  of  his  mistaken  Guide,  was  now  forgotten  in  the 
sweeping  calamity  which  had  thus  overtaken  and 
involved  all 

Ijord  Qtej  was  not  personally  beloved  by  his 
soldiers;  for  although,  in  the  society  of  his  equals,  his 
manners  were  polished  and  insinuating,  he  was  severe, 
reserved*  and  overbearing  to  those  whom  he  considered 
a«  his  inferiors  in  rank,  and  more  especially  to  those 
under  his  command  :  the  pretence  of  maintaining  strict 
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dicipline,  gave  occasion  to  a  haughtiness  of  demeanonr 
and  to  acts  of  severity,  which,  although  necessarily 
borne  with,  were  often,  sullenly  resented  and  remem^ 
bered  by  the  sturdy  and  independant  Englishmen. 

But  at  this  moment  all  was  forgotten,  save  that  they 
were  brothers  in  misfortune ;  and  the  preservation  of 
hb  life  seemed  their  only  present  chance  of  vengence — 
every  hour  more  fugitives  crept  in,  until  there  were  as- 
sembled nearly  two  hundred  men, — ^the  sole  remains  of 
that  brilliant  army  which  had  left  Wicklow  only  two 
days  before,  in  all  the  pride  and  pomp  of  chivalry,  and 
with  the  idea  that  they  were  marching  to  rout  and  to 
disperse  an  undisciplined  and  half-armed  rabblev 

Notwithstanding  the  ill  success  of  O'Kelly's  former 
advice,  they  had  now  no  other  course  to  pursue,  than 
to  submit  themselves  once  more  to  his  guidance ;  and 
with  many  protestations  of  fidelity,  and  anathema 
against  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  he  undertook  to  conduct 
them  by  a  bye  path  to  the  capital;  where  the  proba- 
bility was  that  they  could  enter  unmolested,  if  they 
were  able  to  proceed  with  any  tolerable  speed— the 
Earl  of  Desmond  and  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  being 
both  to  the  best  of  their  belief,  at  this  moment  safely 
in  Wicklow ;  where  the  Earl  might  probably  meet  with 
some  delay,  at  least, .  before  he  could  gain:  admittance 
to  the  fortress,  where  his  noble  kinsman  had  so  un* 
willingly  preceded  him. 
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Sir  Stephen  Drury,  and  most  of  the  other  leaders, 
liad  fallen  in  this  sanguinary  conflict ;  the  band  now 
collected  around  Lord  Grey/ was  principally  composed 
of  soldiers,  and  a  few  of  the  younger  Officers,  who  had 
been  indebted  to  their  activity  for  their  escape.  A 
sense  of  self-preservation  now  drew  them  all  united  in 
one  common  interest  around  their  Chief,  whom,  if  they 
could  but  succeed  in  conveying  to  Dublin,  might,  by 
more  prudent  conduct  in  future,  retrieve  the  effects  of 
this  disasterous  day,  in  as  far  as  the  English  cause  was 
concerned ;  although  the  dead  could  not  be  recalled  to 
life. 

The  repose  of  that  day,  and  the  ensuing  night,  to- 
gether with  what  refreshment  and  shelter  could  be 
procured  amidst  the  ruins  of  the  camp,  enabled  the 
party,  with  their  drooping  and  disheartened  General, 
to  proceed  towards  the  capital. 

Short  as  was  the  distance,  the  way  was  intricate  and 
laborious,  so  that  many  days  were  consumed  ere  they 
reached  their  destination ;  and  to  their  great  surprise 
and  joy,  the  path  was  unmolested  by  any  appearance 
of  the  natives;  and  when  past  the  confines  of  the 
county  of  Wicklow,  and  within  a  short  distance  of 
Dublin,  the  Bay  appeared  full  of  shipping,  bearing  the 
well  known  English  £ag. 

At  this  sight.  Lord  Grey  once  more  felt  his  spirits 
revive,  and  his  drooping  hopes  reanimate — a  reinforce- 
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ment  had  then  arrived  from  £i]gi«id»  and  Dublin  still 
continued  in  friendly  hands ;— ~wliat  a  prospect  for  the 
weary  fiia^ilives!  How  lightly  was  the  remaining  dis^ 
tance  trayelled^  until  their  summons  at  the  gales  of  the 
capital  was  answered  by  an  English  guard* 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

Venite  per  me^  cari  amid,  venite  per  me. 

Some  tuae  {Hreceduig  the  events  narrated  in  the  last 
three  ChapterK^  and  immediately  after  the  Archbishop 
of  DuUin  had  been  murdered  by  Parese,  the  £ari  of 
Desmond^  inatructed  by  Redmond  O'Carroll,  respect- 
ing the  strange  disappearance  of  the  Countess  and  her 
retinue*  in  the  vicinity  of  Dublin,  set  forth  with  a  con- 
fiiderafaie  detiuihm^it  from  the  main  Army,  in  quest  of 
her  whom  iie  yaluiad  fkbove  all  earthly  treasure.  Grlory , 
honour,  veogeaBcey  th^  welfare  of  his  oppressed  coun- 
try, §mA  hJB  0wst  wrongs,  all  were  secondary,  or  for- 
gotten lA  the  RKNre  paramount  feeling  now  excited  by 
the  Joss  ^f  jhis  beloved  Margaret,  who,  however  strange 
it  may  ap|iear  to  modem  iceaders  (yet,  for  the  honour 
of  human  nature,  such  things  are  sometimes  true),  had 
beoeone  imire  and  m^e  dear  to  him,  and  attained  a 
more  pow^rfol  influence  over  his  mind  in  each  succeed- 
ing year  wlikh  they  had  lived  together. 
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Too  much  occupied  by  his  own  feelings  to  attend 
much  to  Redmond's^  his  anger,  although,  at  first, 
excited  by  the  young  man's  unaccountable  desertion  of 
his  charge,  was,  in  some  degree,  mollified  by  the  un- 
controulable  affliction,  which  the  unhappy  boy  did  not 
now  attempt  to  conceal,  soon  perceiving,  that  far  from 
arousing  any  suspicion  in  the  mind  of  the  frank  and 
open-hearted  Earl,  he  merely  considered  such  as  due 
homage  to  the  perfections  of  her,  who  was,  in  bis  esti- 
mation, the  first  of  human  beings ;  and  no  admiration, 
however  great,  excited  by  her  attractions^  could  have 
had  the  power  to  arouse  a  feeling  of  jealousy  in  bis 
mind,  since  he  well  knew  that  he  had  ever  beenan 
her's  the  first  object;  even  her  love  for  her  only: child 
being  subordinate  to  her  all-devoted  attachment  to 
himself. 

Poor  Redmond,  then,  vastly  over-rated  his  own  con- 
sequence, when  he  supposed  that  the  Earl  would  take 
any  trouble  about  his  feelings,  any  further  than  having 
a  better  opinion  of  him,  and  more  respect  for  his  good 
taste,  at  every  involuntary  sign  of  interest  betrayed,  by 
the  youthful  lover,  under  whose  guidance  the  party 
proceeded  to  search  the  same  ground,  over -which  he 
had  already  passed  a  few  nights  before,  and  without 
any  better  success. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond  then  drew  tiis  forces  ^around 
the  Monastery  of  St.  Woolstan's ;  and  sending  for.  the 
Prior,  informed  him  of  his  intention  to  blockade  the 
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Convent,  an'd  either  starve,  or,  if  their  resources  were 
too  good,  and  likely  to  delay  him  longer  than  suited^ 
his  convenience,  smoke  them  out,  and  put  every  inha- 
bitant. Priest  or  Layman,  to  the  sword,  unless  they 
instantly  delivered  up  to  him  the  Lady  whom  ihey  so 
unjustly  held  captive. 

The  Prior,  whatever  of  alarm  he  might  have  felt  at 
this  threat,  and  the  determined  manner  of  the  Earl, 
shewed  no  outward  sign  of  emotion,  but,  crossing  his 
hands  on  his  breast,  meekly  replied : 

^^  My  Lord  of  Desmond,  in  the  name  of  this  holy 
community,  of  which  I  am  the  Head,  I  protest  against 
this,  threatened  violence  towards  a  branch,  however 
humble,  of  our  holy  Mother  Church — ^for  as  Ireland 
hath,  by  the  goodness  and  mercy  of  Providence,  re- 
ceived a  Lord  and  Ring  from  England,  so,  to  his 
grandeur,  are  both  the  Church  and  realm  indebted  for 
whatever  they  have  hitherto  obtained,  either  of  the 
benefits  of  peace,  or  the  increase  of  religion ;  since  of 
old  times,  evils  of  various  kinds  had  gradually  over- 
spread the  nation — ^which  now,  under  the  power  and 
good  government  of  the  English,  are  abolished."- 

"  Worthy  Prior,"  interrupted  the  Earl,  haughtily ; 
'^  a  tedious  eulogium  on  the  English  Government  is  no 
answer  to  the  demand  made  by  me,  touching  certain 
prisoners,  who  have  been  entrapped  within  this  Mo- 
nastery, on  the  way  to  join  the  Irish  Army  under  my 
command,  and  that  of  my  kinsman.   Lord  Thomas 
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Fitgerald.  I  seek  not  to  yiolate  the  saiictity  of  this 
rererend  place^  nor  to  molest  you  unprovoked,  if  you 
will  deiiyer  up  your  prisoners  peaceably,  and  without 
more  question ;  but  if  you  do  not,  within  the  space  of 
three  days,  make  such  restitution^  reverend  Father,  I 
will  batter  your  walls  about  your  ears,  and  dig  my  wife 
from  out  of  the  ruins,  sooner  than  leave  her  longi^  in 
your  hands.^ 

*'  This  holy  retreat,  my  Lord  of  Desmond,"  replied 
the  Prior,  **  is  exclusively  appropriated  to  the  reverend 
Brothers  of  the  Church;  it  is  contrary  to  our  ordi- 
nances to  admit  a  female  within  its  precincts,  without 
especial  order,  or  dispensation  from  some  of  the  highe: 
authorities — ^without  such  dispensation  it  were  impos- 
sible Ibr  us  to  hold  captive  ibe  wife  of  any  man — or 
eren  if  we  did,  under  the  especial  order  of  high  aulhio- 
rity,  hold  su^  person,  it  is  not,  at  your  behest,  my 
Lord  of  Desmond,  thus  in  arms  as  you  are  against  our 
lawful  Sovereign,  Ihat  we  should  think  it  *  right,  or 
fitting,  to  deliver  up  our  hostage  or  prisoner, — ^if  any 
such  were  in  our  possession." 

*'  Hypocritical  Priest!"  the  Earl  began,  in  a  loud 
and  angry  tone ;  when  Redmond,  coming  up  close  to 
his  side,  whispered  to  "  forbear,"  and  break  off  the  con- 
ference for  the  present,  «ince  no  good  seemed  likely  to 
ensue  from  it,  and  to  listen  to  the  information  of  a 
person  just  arrived,  who  might  be  able  to  give  some 
assistance. 
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Upon  tys  hint,  1i»  £ail  aiBinediately  dismissed  the 
Prior,  who  gladly  accepted  permission  to  retire  within 
his  besieged  walls,  diere  to  consider  the  best  method  of 
dealing  with  hb  adversaries,  In  order  to  procare  a  delay 
of  hostilities,  until  he  could  inform  his  Principal  and 
Superior,  the  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  of  whose  recent 
death  he  was  still  in  ignorance. 

Of  this  fftct,  the  Earl  could,  and  would  most  willingly 
hare  infoniMdd  him  and  all  mankind,  had  he  known,  or 
considered  it  of  ihe  slightest  consequence  towartb  the 
success  of  hk  own  undertaking ;  but  he  knew  nothing 
of  <he  Archbishop's  moTements^  previous  to  the  fatal 
shipwreck  at  Clontairf,  and  was  utterly  unconscious 
of  the  Prelate  haying  been  so  lately  concealed  at 
St.  Woolstaa's,  of  which  tiie  inhabitants  were  thus 
vehemendy  by  him  accused  of  having  purloined  his 
treasure,  more  upcm  tl»  oonviction  that  it  must  be  so, 
than  from  any  real  knowledge  which  he  had  of  the 
fact :  but  the  account  given  by  JRiedmond,  rendered  it 
so  probable,  that  the  £arl  immediately  adopted  it  as 
certain^ 

On  entering  his  tent,  in  compliance  with  the  sum- 
mons of  the  yDung  O'Cairoll,  who  had,  faowev^, 
qidtted  him  the  instant  lifter  delivering  his  message ; 
the  first  obfeet  that  greeted  the  eyes  of  the  £arl  was 
Alice,  seated  on  the  ground  wrapped  in  her  mantle, 
aiad  with  a  pale  and  haggard  coust^nnce,  and  woe 
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begone  expression,  which  promised  but  little  comfort 
to  be  derived  from  her  tidings. 

She  was  speaking  earnestly  to  Redmond,  who  lay  on 
the  ground  beside  her,  his  face  covered  with  both 
hands ;  but  on  the  appearance  of  her  Lord,  she  sprung 
up  from  her  sitting  position,  and,  clasping  his  knees, 
exclaimed :       '  > 

*'  Och,  holy  Virgin  1  blessed  be  the  day  and  hour 
myself  has  set  eyes  upon  ye,  once't  again,  my  darlint — 
shure  poor  Alice  thought  she'd  nevir  see  the  face  of 
one  of  ye'es  again,  an  shure  was'nt  myself  an  Rosy 
starved  out-right  'mong  thim  thievin  Monks — an  dos'nt 
know  what  they^ve  done  wid  my  poor  Lady  at  all." 

"  Not  know !"  cried  the  Earl ;  "  impossible  !  Alice, 
my  good  Alice ;  collect  thy  senses,  and  explain."     . 

With  mingled  teacs,  and  tedious  lamentations,  the 
garrulous  Alice  now  related  all  that  with  which  the 
reader  is  already  acquainted,  respecting  their  capture, 
and  her  Lady's  interview  with  Alan — ^but  there  her.  in- 
formation ceased — *'  from  that  hour,"  she  continued, 
**  the  sight  of  her  niver  crossed  my  eyes,  nor  nevir  did 
I  hear  her  blessed  voice — out  of  the  room  wid  the  ould 
Archbishop  she^  never  cum,  but  she  was'nt  in  it,  for 
Rosy  peeped  in  afther  he  was  gone ;  but  not  a  sight  of 
her  could  she  see,  ony  her  Dealy  Fallainne  wbs  on  the 
ground ;  an  here  it  isf,  my  Lord,  all  that's  lift  of  her  to 
uz  now."    Bursting  into  a  flood  of  tears,  she  presented 
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the  jeif  elled  broadh  to  llie  Earl,  who,  resting  against 
the  pillar  of  the  tent,  listened  in  silent  dismay  to  Alice's 
long  and  cheerless  story ;  and  his  grief  and  indigna* 
tion  were  felt  with  double  bitterness,  from  her  account 
of  Lord  Grey's  heartless  desertion  of  the  Countess,  and 
his  leaving  her  in  such  unrelenting  hands  as  those  of  the 
Archbishop,  apparently  without  an  effort  to  release  or 
beMend  her-^— it  sanctioned  all  the  resentment  which 
the  Earl  felt  against  his  son-in-law,  and  was,  to  his 
mind,  a  justification  of  any  measures  of  reprisal  that  he 
might  hereafter  pursue. 

"  An,  my  Lord,"  resumed  Alice,  "  there's  thim  that 
says  the  ould  Archbishop  dales  wid  the  devil  (Christ 
save  uz) ;  an  may  be  he  has  sould  my  Lady  to  buy 
back  his  own  sowl — ^an  Rosy,  an  myself,  has  been 
thryin  to  git  out  to  tell  ye  evir  since — an  twiced  we  wur 
cotched  an  brought  back ;  an  its  ony  this  mornin  we 
slipped  away,  bekays  they  wur  all  so  frightened  at 
ye'er  comin  that  they  forgot  uz ;  for  there's  an  ould 
rogue  of  a  Sacristan,  was  always  rinnin  afther  Rosy, 
an  wantin  me  to  drink  wine  wid  him, — the  blessed 
Virgin  forbid  that  I'd  taste  bit  or  sup  wid  the  likes  of 
him — an  its  himself  that  keeps  the  keys,  an  watched 
uz  close." 

''  Alice !"  exclaimed  Redmond,  springing  from  the 
ground,  "  by  which  way  did  you  escape — cannot  I 
gain  admittance  by  the  same  path  ?" 

'*^  For  what  purpose,  my  dear  boy?"  said  tlva  ¥iaxV\ 
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*'  what  canst  thou  expect  to  diacoTer  by  such  means? 
they  will  only  detain  thee,  also, .  a  prisoner,  Red- 
mond.'' 

**  My  Lord/'  replied  the  young  man,  '*  my  boyidi 
appearance,  which  I  have  latterly  so  much  regretted, 
may  now,  I  hope,  assist  me  to  trick  those  knavish 
Monks  into  betraying  the  secret  of  their  villainous 
Principal,  since  we  have,  unfortunately,  no  longer  the 
power  to  wrest  it  from  himself — ^let  Rose  be  called  in, 
and  then,  with  your  leave,  my  good  Alice,  your  pretty 
daughter  must  array  me  in  her  hood  and  mantle ;  and 
when  I  have,  in  such  witching  guise,  gained  admittance 
from  her  old  admirer,  the  Sacristan,  then  will  I  try  more 
potent  means  by  the  contents  of  this  little  basket." 

'*  But,  Redmond,"  interrupted  the  Earl,  '^  these 
jolly  Monks  are  not  unacquainted  either  with  the  use 
or  a&ttse  of  wine ;  t}iou  wilt  not  perform  any  extraor* 
dinary  feat  by.  maldng  one  of  them  drunk ;  and,  by 
Alice's  account  (tf  the  Sacristan,  he  takes  as  good  care 
of  his  keys  when  in  that  state  as  when  sober/' 

**  In  throth,  an  its  himself  that  does,"  said  Alice, 
''  for  in  my  thinkin  he  was  nevir  right  steady  sober; 
ony  muddled  like — and  he  did  be  always  wmkin  at 
Rosy — ^an  she  could'nt  abide  the  sight  of  him." 

**  That  is  the  man,"  exclaimed  Redmond,  joyfully, 
**  that  man  will  I,  ere  to  morrow's  dawn,  make  tell  all 
he  knows ;  equip  me  now,  my  good  Mother,  and  see 
that  thou  arrangest  my  head  gear  quaintly  and  mai- 
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den-like,  and  in  the  most  becoming  guise — no,  stay — 
I  will  be  arrayed  by  the  fair  hands  of  my  little  bloom- 

» 

ing  fnend.  Rose  herself— «fae  will  understand  how  to 
set  my  curls  in  the  most  seemly  order.'' 

However  unwilling  Alice  might,  have  been,  at  any 
oth^  time,  to  employ  Rose  in  such  service,  she  now, 
in  the  hope  of  making  some  discovery  relative  to  her 
beloved  Lady,  through  the  agency  of  the  sanguine  and 
enthusiastic  Redmond,  willingly  suiFered  Rose  to  be 
called,  in  order  to  assist  at,  and  contribute  materials 
for  his  toilette ;  indeed,  the  Earl  had  not  waited  her 
permission,  but  had  himself,  as  soon  as  he  understood 
O'CarroU's  plan,  gone  in  quest  of  the  maiden,  who 
Was  at  hand  narrating  to  her  friends  and  relations  (for 
in  a  Clan  all  are  relatives,)  the  same  dismal  story, 
which  Alice  had  been  repeating  within  the  tent  of  the 
Chieftain. 

With  the  assistance  of  Rose,  and  under  the  super** 
intendance  of  Alice  and  the  Earl,  who  was  as  earnestly 
engaged,  although  not  quite  so  skilful  as  the  women, 
Redmond's  attire  was  soon  complete ;  and  if  his  step 
had  been  a  little  more  measured,  and  the  glances  of 
hia  bold  and  lively  eye  a  little  more  tempered  by 
modesty,  the  two  elder  of  his  attendants  9aid,  and 
Rose  thmightf  he  would  have  made  a  very  pretty  girl ; 
however,  as  the  drunken  Sacristan  was  not  to  be  sup- 
posed an  extremely  refined  critic,  as  to  the  due 
reserve  fitting  for  a  maidenly  air,  it  was  a^eed  oa  ^l\. 
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sides,  that,  aided  by  the  contents  of  his  basket,  he 
would  do  very  well. 

To  each  bottle  of  rich  Syrian  wine,  contained  in  the 
above  mentioned  basket,  Alice,  who  was  a  learned 
practitioner  in  medicine  as  well  as  in  surgery,  added  a 
few  drops  of  a  powerful  soporific,  to  make  all  sure, 
lest  the  Sacristan's  head  should  prove  too  strong  for 
the  common  method  of  intoxication,  and  thereby  foil 
Redmond  in  his  attempt  to  gain  possession  of  the 
Convent  keys,  an  object  of  considerable  importance ; 
for,  notwithstanding  Alice's  idea  that  the  Countess 
had  been  spirited  away  to  the  Devil,  in  order  to 
serve  as  a  ransom  for  the  forfeited  soul  of  the  Arch- 
bishop, the  Earl  and  Redmond  were  both  convinced, 
that  if  she  yet  lived,  she  was  actually  in  the  Convent ; 
which  conviction,  of  course,  rendered  them  very  re- 
luctant to  put  their  threat  of  battering  the  walls,  in 
execution,  if  any  other  method  to  gain  admission  could 
be  obtained ;  and  this,  Redmond,  in  his  present  dis- 
guise, was  determined  to  attempt. 

Alice  was  at  night  fall  to  guide  him  through  the 
garden,  along  the  Cloister  wall  to  the  window  of  the 
Sacristan's  cell ;  and  then  leave  him  to  try  his  powers 
in  what  she  called  blarney,  on  the  jolly  Monk. 

The  closing  day,  however  early  it  set  in  at  that 
season  of  the  year,  came  not  commensurate  to .  Red- 
mond's impatience;  but  at  length,  when  the  obscurity 
jseemed  sufficient  to  conceal  their  steps,  they  set  forth, 
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although  Alice  assured  him  he  would  have  several 
hours  to  wait  ere  the  Sacristan  retired  to  his  cell ;  the 
only  place  through  which  there  was  any  hope  of 
adinittance.  , 

With  a  beating  heart,  Redmond  followed  his  cau-r 
tious  Guide  by  a  circuitous  path  through  the  woods, 
to  the  rear  of  the  Convent  garden,  where  some  thick 
and  tangled  masses  of  ivy  concealed  a  breach  in  the 
wall,  sufficiently  easy  to  climb  over;  and  by  which 
breach,  accidentally  discovered  by  Rose,  she  and  her 
Mother  bad  effected  their  escape  that  morning,  hav- 
ing been  baffled  in  two  previous  attempts  at  evasion 
by  another  way. 

Redmond  was  soon  on  the  inside;  and  having 
assisted  his  less  agile  companion  to  enter,  she  guided 
him  along  the  Cloister  wall  towards  the  body  of  the 
edifice ;  and  pointing  out  to  him,  amidst  the  gloom,  the 
window  of  the  cell  belonging  to  the  Monk,  against 
whose  vowed  sobriety  there  was  so  desperate  a  design ; 
with  many  earnest  prayers  for  his  success,  and  tears 
of  apprehension  for  his  danger,  the  good  woman  left 
him  to  bide  his  time  and  his  fate,  and  slowly  returned 
by  the  same  road  to  rejoin  her  daughter  and  the 
anxious  Earl,  who  now  rested  alKhis  hopes  on  Red- 
mond^s  enterprise ;  respecting  the  success  of  which,  he 
was  nearly  as  sanguine  as  the  young  man  himself. 

When  Redmond  was  left  alone,  he  began,  with  a 
soldier's  eye^  to  scan  the  most  vulnerable  facta  of  thft 
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iauneiMe  pile  befoise  hin,  ^eekiof  where,  if  an  asaaHlt 
became  Decestary,  he  could  lead  hi»  men  to  the  attack 
with  the  greater  likelihood  of  suocesB.  Whikt  thus 
engaged,  the  sudden  opening  of  a  door  close  to  the 
place  where  he  stood,  reminded  him,  that  at  this  early 
hour  of  the  evening  he  was  liable  to  discovery  by 
remaining  so  near  the  inhabited  part  of  the  building, 
and  warned  him  to  retreat  for  a  time  to  some  more 
unfrequented  place. 

Softly,  then,  retracing  his  steps  akM^  the  Cloister 
wall,  he  entered  into  a  thicket  surrounding  a  ruinous 
part  adjoiniag  the  Convent  burying  ground,  where 
some  arches  seemed  to  have  recently  fallen  in;  and 
groping  his  way  over  scattered  stones,  and  fragments 
of  the  wall^  he  descended  a  few  steps,  which  appeared 
to  lead  to  vaults  underneath  the  building. 

Having  groped  his  way  into  a  recess,  where  bram- 
bles, growing  thickly  around,  and  a  few  large  stones 
prc^ting  overhead,  afforded  a  kind  of  shelter  from 
the  tain,  which  now  began  to  fall  heavily,  he  sat 
down  on  one  of  the  steps,  wrapping  himself  closely  in 
Rose's  blue  mantle,* and  resting  his  head  against  the 
wall,  commenced  ruminating  on  the  probable  success  of 
his  undertaking,  and  what  would  be  the  best  method 
of  cajoling  the  old  Monk,  from  whom  he  expected  to 
purloin  the  Convent  keys. 

This  is  a  true  history;   and  truth    demands  that 
nothing  shall  be  concealed  or  kept^back,  even  though 
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it  should  be  derogatory  to  the  heroic  character  of  the 
persons  acting  in  snch  history. 

Redmond  was  in  love-^passionately  in  love,  and 
for  the  ikst  and  last  time — ^he  had  received  an  impres* 
ston,  inefFacabley  and  never  to  be  forgotten ;  he  was 
engaged  in  an  enterprise,  on  the  result  of  which  the 
future  weal  or  woe  of  the  Lady,  so  much  beloved,  de- 
pended; be  was  a  soldier,  and  accustomed  to  keep 
guard  at  all  times — but  he  was  only  eighteen,  and  had 
gone  through  much  fatigue  for  some  days  before — and 
as  the  truth  must  be  told — he  fell  asleep. 

But  even  in  sleep  he  forgot  not  the  subject  and 
person  nearest  his  heart ;  in  his  visions,  the  form  of 
the  fair  Countess,  in  all ''  the  might,  the  majesty  of 
loveliness,"  stood  before  him;  a  coronet  of  bright 
stars  encircled  her  lofty  brow,  clguds  rolled  beneath 
her  feet  and  seemed  to  bear  her  Mpwards — she  signed 
to  him  to  follow;  and  stretching  forth  his  arms,  he 
strained  in  all  the  agonizing  helplessness  of  a  painful 
dream  towards  the  vision,  which  appeared  to  float 
before  him— it  faded,  it  shrunk — one  by  one  the  stars 
dropped  from  the  bright  brow — the  clouds  deepening, 
darkening,  and  slowly  extending,  gradually  veiled  her 
from  his  view;  but  she  still  seemed  to  sign  him  to- 
wards her,  whilst  an  unknown  power  withheld  his 
steps ;  and  as  the  heavy  clouds,  closing  over  her  figure, 
totally  concealed  it  from  his  eyes  in  a  robe  of  impene- 
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trable  darkness^  a  strain  of  music,  sweet,  clear,  and 
moumfiil,  like  the  voices  of  Angels  mourning  for  the 
sins  of  mankind,  broke  on  his  ear,  in  a  tone  that,  once 
heard,  could  never  be  forgotten — starting  from  his 
uneasy  slumber,  Redmond  stood  erect  and  awake — 
that  at  least  was  no  dream ;  the  voice,  with  all  its 
melting  pathos,  its  soul  penetrating  sweetness,  tras  dis- 
tinctly  heard,  and  close  to  the  spot  where  he  stood — 
he  fancied  that  he  could  almost  feel  the  breathing  of 
the  singer  beside  him — ^the  air  was  wild  and  mournful, 
and  of  the  words  he  lost  not  one — they  told  him  all 
that  which  he  had  sought  to  learn. 


SONG. 

Another  day  is  fading  fast, 

Another  weary  day, 
Within  the  Captive's  cell  hath  past ; 

My  friends,  why  do  you  stay  ? 

The  Sun  from  these,  my  dungeon  walls, 

Withholds  his  cheering  ray, 
All  night  the  mournful  screech-owl  calls; 

I  would  I  were  away. 

Cold  on  the  earth,  my  aching  head 

Is  pillow'd  night  and  day, 
Chill  damps  surround  my  lowly  bed ; 

I  would  I  were  away. 
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Oh !  come  to  me,  the  night  is  drear, 
And  drear  the  lonely  day, 
.  And  I  am  sad,  in  doubt  and  care ; 
My  friends,  why  do  you  stay  ? 

**  They  do  not  stay!"  exclaimed  Redmond,  passion- 
ately; ''  they  are  here  to  release  thee,  or  die  in  the 
attempt." 

As  he  spoke,  he  drew  his  hand  along  the  wall,  against 
which  he  had  leaned,  and  from  whence  the  voice 
seemed  to  proceed ;  and  close  to  the  place  where  his 
head  had  rested,  he  felt  a  narrow  loop-hole,  through 
which  he  could  just  pass  his  arm. 

*'  Speak  to  me,"  he  continued;  ''  let  me  once  again 
bear  that  voice,  that  angel  voice,  which  I  had  almost - 
despaired  of  ever  hearing  more." 

'*  Alas!"  replied  the  Countess,  '*  I  am  faint  and 
weary;  I   believed   that   I   was  all   forsaken. — Who 
speaks?  Is  it  not  the  young  O'Carroll?  Where  are  my 
husband,  and  my  child? — Surely,  they  have  not  for- 
gotten me.    Oh,  no,"  cried  Kedmond ;  '^  who,  that  had 
once  known  you,  could  ever  forget;  or  who,  that  you 
had  deigned  to  love,  could  ever  forsake; — ^but  pardon 
me.  Madam,  I  forget  myself  strangely.     The  Earl  of 
Desmond  is  at  hand,  and  has  sought  you  long  in  vain ; 
for  your  rescue  he  waited  but  to  discover  your  prison ; 
but  now  the  Convent  walls  shall  bury  the  treacherous 
Monks  alive  in  their  ruins,  ere  another  day  has  past; — 
first,  let  me  withdraw  you  from  this  place  before  we 
VOL.  I.  L 
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waste  a  single    moment  eirea    in  thoughts    of  yen* 

geance." 

*'  The  only  method  of  entrance/'  replied  the 
CountesSy  "  is  within  the  ConTent,  and  on  the  opposite 
side  from  the  loop-hole  from  whence  I  hear  your  voice; 
my  kind  young  friend,  you  will  not  be  able  to  liberate 
me  without  having  recourse  to  violence; — and  ttien," 
she  continued  >  after  apause,  '*  perhaps  your  object  may 
be  defeated  ere  you  oao  gain  entrance: — you,  gentle 
and  hmaane  as  you  are,  can  never  imagine  into  what 
cruel  and  relentless  haads  I  have  fallen.'' 

*'  And  dearly,  dearly^  shall  they  rue  it/'  murmured 
Kedmondi  as  he  felt  throngb  the  loop-hole  lor  the 
thickness  of  the  wall  where  he  stood.  He  could  pass 
his  arm  in  as  far  as  the  shoulder,  but  was  unable  with 
his  hand  to  touch  the  inner  side;  it  was  then  evident, 
that  even  if  he  had  a  battering  ram,  and  troops  on  the 
spot,  it  would  take  a  considerable  lime  to  effect  a 
breach ;  and  that^  during  the  period  so  occupied,  the 
Countess  could  be  removed  from  the  Convent,  or,  more 
probably,  put  to  de^-th. 

Aedmond,  infonning  her  of  his  disguise,  and  the 
motives  which  prompted  him  to  assume  it,  consulted 
with  her  on  the  expediency  of  pursuing  his  plan ;  since 
any  immediate  viol^ence,  on  their  parts,  would  expose 
her  to  so  much  danger. 

The  Countess  then  endeavoured  to  explain  the  way  by 
which  she  had  been  conveyed  to  the  dungeon  where  die 
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now  WBS,  from  the  room  in  which  her  last  conference  with 
the  Archbishop  had  been  held;  but  the  distance  was  sa 
great,  and  the  passages  she  described  so  intricate,  that 
they  both  despaired  of  Redmond  being  able  to  unravel 
his  way  through  such  a  labyrinth,  even  supposing  that 
he  succeeded  in  gaining  possession  of  the  keys,  and 
disabling  the  Sacristan  from  pursuing  him. 

The  Countess  related,  that  soon  after  the  Archbishop 
had  quitted  her,  with  the  threat  contained  in  his  last 
words,  a  man,  in  the  garb  of  an  English  soldier,  enter- 
ing by  a  di^rent  door  from  the  one  by  which  she  had 
been  originally  admitted,  made  a  sign  to  her  to  accom- 
pany him;  for  a  moment  she  hung  back,  until  the 
recollection  came  that  re^stance,  far  from  being  of  any 
avail,  would,  probably,  only  aggravate  the  threatened 
punishment;  and  with  a  deep  sigh,  and  munnured 
prayer  for  aid,  to  the  throne  of  Him,  whose  omnipotent 
arm  could  alone  now  save  her,  she  accompanied  her 

x 

silent  conductor  down  vaulted  passages  where  the  chill 
damps  of  winter  hung,  ahd  where  no  summer  sun  ever 
reached,  to  cheer  the  gloom,  or  dispel  the  sickening 
fog.  Lower  and  lower  they  descended,  sometimes 
down  steps,  and  oftener  by  the  gradual  sloping  of  the 
ground,  of  which  they  were  evidently  below  the  sur- 
face, as  the  glimmering  light,  which  had  at  first  pro- 
ceeded from  high  narrow  loop-holes  in  the  walls,  soon 
began  to  fail.  The  Guide,  stumbling,  muttered  a  sul- 
len oath,  and,  knocking  at  a  door  in  the  side  wall, 

L  2 
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demanded  a  light ;  after  a  moment's  delay,  a  lamp  i¥a» 
passed  out  to  him,  and  the  Countess  checked  her  half 
uttered  supplication  for  help,  at  the  sight  of  the  aged 
and  withered  hand  which  held  it.  It  was  vain  to  apply 
to  one,  to  all  appearance  more  helpless  than  herself, 
for  aid  against  the  powerful  ruffian,  whom  she  firmly 
believed  was  commissioned  to  murder  her  in  some, 
lonely  vault; — she  lingered  for  a  moment  near  the 
closed  door,  as  if  there  was  some  protection  in  being 
in  the  vicinity  of  another  human  being ; — ^but  her  con- 
ductor, breaking  silence,  called  to  her  to  come  on, 
adding,  that  **  if  she  was  tired, ''  she  would  soon  have 
time  enough  to  rest  herself." 

Even  this  seemed  a  kind  of  intimation,  that  imme- 
diate murder  was  not  intended ;  and  she  once  more 
followed  down  a  long  flight  of  steps,  slippery  with  green 
damps,  at  the  bottom  of  which,  unlocking  a  heavy 
iron  door,  and  entering  the  dungeon,  her  guide  held  the 
lamp  on  high,  to  shew  to  the  unhappy  Lady  the 
length  and  breadth  of  her  apartment,  of  which  the  sole 
furniture  consisted  of  a  heap  of  straw  on  one  side, 
apparently  destined  for  her  bed.  Having  stood  for  a 
few  moments,  to  allow  his  prisoner  to  behold  ail  her 
destined  comforts,  the  man  retired,  locking  and  barring 
the  door,  as  carefully  as  if  the  delicate  woman  within 
had  strength  to  shake  even  a  single  bolt. 

Since  that  period  she  had  remained  in  almost  totaf 
darkness ;  the  loop-hole,  where  Kedmond  now  stood. 
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admitting  air,  but  scarcely  as  much  light  as  sufficed  to 
distinguish  day  from  night.  About  once  in  the  twenty 
four  hours,  as  nearly  as  she  could  calculate,  an  old 
Monk  brought  her  a  small  portion  of  bread  and  water ; 
but  scanty  as  was  the  allowance,  it  was  more  than 
sufficient  for  her  exhausted  and  enfeebled  appetite. 
Her  naturally  high  spirit  was  sinking  fast  under  the 
pressure  of  bodily  suffering;  the  cold  and  damp  of  her 
solitary  prison  had  almost  paralyzed  her  limbs,  and 
she  believed  herself  unable  to  arise  from  the  miserable 
heap  of  straw,  allotted  by  her  merciless  jailors  as  a 
resting  place  for  one,  who,  in  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
life  through  which  she  had  already  passed,  had  ever 
found  her  rank,  her  beauty,  and  her  sex  respected. 

She  touched  lightly  upon  this  part  of  her  relation  to 
Redmond  :  there  was  no  time  to  waste  in  complaints ; 
the  Vesper  bell  was  now  ringing ;  and  it  was  generally 
about  an  hour  after  that  period  that  the  Sacristan 
attended  with  her  provision.  The  only  hope  of  success 
from  Redmond's  plan  was,  if  he  could  gain  admission  to 
the  cell,  for  him  to  secretly  follow  the  old  man's  steps 
in  his  progress  to  the  dungeon  ;  once  there,  he  had  no 
doubt  of  his  own  power  to  over-master  the  feeble 
Monk  ;  and  he  thought,  that  if  he  gained  possession  of 
die  Lady,  he  could  fight  a  whole  legion  of  couled  and 
frocked  brothers  in  her  defence.  How  he  prospered  is 
yet  to  appear.* 

L  3 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

We  are  sontmnded  by  iUosions ;  it  depends  muoh  on  eunelves 
whether  we  indulge  in  pleasing  or  painfnl  ones :  there  is  nothing 
real  but  suffering ;  nothing  certain  but  death — none  of  us  are 
suffering  continually,  and  at  all  moments;  we  are,  of--course, 
under  tiie  influence  of  some  iQunon  when  we  escape  it.  Imagina- 
tion is  never  quite  asleep ;  if  we  do  not  snfier  it  ta  paint  things 
better  than  they  are,  it  will  be  revenged,  and  reptesent  thorn  as 
worse. 


The  Prior  of  8t.  Woolstan's,  ob  the  breaking  up  of 
his  conference  with  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  and  obtain- 
ing permission  to  retire  within  the  i^Her  of  his  own 
walls,  summoned  the  Brothers  of  the  Convent,  to  con- 
sult with  them  on  the  necessity  of  restoring  the  wife 
of  this  mad  Lord ;  who,  it  was  evident,  would  not  be 
very  scrupulous,  in  his  conduct  towards  their  holy 
order,  if  they  continiied  to  refuse ;  but,  also,  the 
chances  were,  that  he  would  be  equally  exasperated  on 
her  restoration,  when  he  beheld  the  state  to  whicli  she 
was,  in  all  probability,  reduced,  by  the  hardships  and 
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payalioiis  which  she  had  endured,  by  order  of  the 
Archbishop — and  of  his  resentment,  in  the  eyent  of  her 
being  giyen  up,  they  stood  in  as  great  awe  as  of  the 
•batteruig  rams  and  anrtillery  the  Earl  of  Desmond  had 
displayed  before  their  eyes,  in  the  hope  of  ififtimidating 
them. 

Various  were  the  opinions  gvFen,  as  their  respective 
fears  «f  the  Earl,  or  of  the  Archbishop,  predominated—^ 
they  had  three  days  io  determine ;  but  as  the  Prior 
believed  that  the  Prelate  was,  by  this  time,  in  Eng- 
land, this  period  was  of  no  use  in  respect  to  consulting 
him. 

It  was,  at  last,  determined,  that  those  days  should 
be  employed  in  building  a  stone  wall  across  the  door 
of  the  dungeon  which  inclosed  the  Countess,  endea- 
▼ouring,  by  artificial  methods,  to  give  the  new  build- 
ing the  green  damp,  and  worn  a{)peara»ce  of  the 
neighbouring  walk ;  and  then  throwing  open  the  gates 
of  the  Monastery,  admit  the  Earl  and  his  followers  to 
make  what  seasch  they  pleased ;  trusting,  that,  on  its 
proving  fruitless,  1^  Earl  would  be  content  to  believe 
the  assertion  of  her  nxit  being  in  their  hands,  and  with- 
draw bis  forces  from  aro\ind  St.  Woolstan's,  directing 
his  search  elsewhere.  The.  likelihood  of  the  unhappy 
Lady,  so  built  up,  being  starved, to  death  in  the  infterim, 

r 

was  to  be  excused  on  the  plea  of  necessity,  both  to 
thmr  own  consciences  and  to  the  ArcM>iidiop,  if  he 
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shpuld  find  fault — a  circumstance  which  they  did  not 
think  probable. 

However,  to  give  her  a  chance  of  preserving  life, 
and  to  satisfy  themselves  that  they  had  done  as  much 
for  her  as  lay  in  their  power ,  consistently  with  their 
own  safety,  the  Sacristan  was  ordered,  on  that  night, 
to  carry  her  a  week's  supply  of  provision ;  and  prepara- 
tions were  immediately  commenced  for  beginning,  at 
the  dawn  of  the  day,  to  build  up  the  tomb  destined  to 
enclose  their  living  victim. 

The  Sacristan,  who  was  not  entirely  devoid  of 
human  feeling,  particularly  where  one  of  the  softer  sex 
was  concerned,  grieved  for  the  fate  .to  which  his  fair 
prisoner  was 'condemned ;  although  the  beauty  of  the 
Countess  was  not  altogether  so  much  to  his  taste,  as 
that  of  Alice's  blliiming  little  daughter,  of  whom  the 
evasion,  along  with  her  mother,  on  that  morning,  was 
not  as  yet  known  to  any  but  himself — and  he  dreaded 
to  inform  thel?rior,  since  the  blame  would,  he  knew^ 
justly  enough,  fall  upon  his  carelessness,  who,  having 
the  prisoners  in  charge,  allowed  them  more  of  liberty 
than  was^  consistent  with  the  security  of  those,  who, 
although  they  could  not  betray  more  than  they  knew, 
still  knew  too  much,  in  being  able  to  inform  the  Earl 
that  the  Countess  had,  at  least,  been  there. 

'*  The  poor  thing,"  he  muttered  to  himself^  as  on 
his  return  to  his  cell  he  arranged  some  loaves  of  coarse 
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btead  in  a  basket,  for  the  sustenance  of  the  unhappy 
captive ;  '*  the  poor  thing,  I  think  I'll  e'en  put  a  little 
wine  in  the  pitcher,  instead  of  water ; .  'twill  comfort 
her  heart,  and  warm  her  these  cold  nights — the  Prior 
won't  go  to  tsiste  what  is  in  the  pitcher,  for  I  take  it 
he's  not  much  fonder  of  water  than  myself.  I  must 
seem  to  do  his  bidding,  and  that  of  the  Archbishop ; 
but  its  a  hard  thing  to  condemn  a  Christian,  in  a 
Christian  country  like  this,  to  such  diet.  This  is  good 
wine,  I  faith,"  he  continued,  taking  a  very  liberal 
draught  of  what  he  had  designed  for  the  Countess — 
**  excellent — I  fancy  she'll  be  mightily  pleased  and 
surprised  when  she  tastes  it — poor  thing  ! — it  was  well 
that  I  put  aside  such  a  good  store  this  morning,  when 
I  was  bringing  up  for  the  refectory." 

Sitting  on  the  ground,  with  the  basket  between  his 
knees,  he  continued  filling  his  prisoner's  pitcher,  empty- 
ing it  down  his  own  throat,  then  filling  again,  until  his 
eyes  began  to  wink,  and  his  solitary  iron  lamp,  sus- 
pended from  the  ceiling,  was  multiplied,  first  into  two, 
and,  at  last,  into  four.  By  this  time,  having  still  a 
vague  notion  that  he  should  attend  his  prisoner,  he 
attempted  to  rise  from  the  ground,  but  without  success, 
his  repeated  efforts  having  only  the  effect  of  overturn- 
ing both  basket  and  pitcher. 

Kedmond,  who  had  been,  for  some  time,  a  silent  and 
amused  spectator  at  the  window  of  the  cell,  now 
thought  it  a  good   opportunity  for  him  to  make  his 
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appearance ;  therefore,  pushing  his  sH^t  figure  as  w^l 
as  he  oouid  (although  considerably  incommoded  by 
bis  dress),  through  the  nrarro>«f  casement,  he  stood 
before  the  astonished  Sacristan,  who,  seeing  only  Rose's 
habiHments,  and  being  too  drunk  to  remark  the  number 
of  inches  difference  between  her  height,  and  that  of 
the  person  present,  had  no  other  idea  but  that  the  coy 
damsel  had  repented  her  desertion,  and  returned  to  p«y 
him  a  consoling  visit. 

**  Oh,  my  Rosa-munda,  my  Rose  of  the  world !"  be 
exclaimed  wit^  a  drunken  hiccup;  '^  i  faith  I  am 
right  ^ad  to  see  thee  returned ^right  glad,  my  £ower 
of  June.  Where  hast  thou  been  wandering,  pretty 
one?  Away  from  thy  ghostly  father — im  shame,  to 
be  roaming  the  woods  among  those  profligate  rebelly 
soldiers-^Gonfess,  flower  of  the  world,  confess'' — ^he 
added,  making  an  attempt  to  take  hold  of  the  hand  of 
the  laugbii]^  impostor,  but  missing  >his  aim,  he  fell 
prostrate  on  his  face. 

Redmond,  enchanted  to  find  so  much  of  his  work 
done,  seated  himself  on  the  ground  besade  his  drunken 
innamorato ;  keeping  his  face  partly  enveloped  in  his 
mantle,  and  speaking  in  a  whisper,  lest  the  old  Monk 
should  be  (which  was  more  than  doubtful),  sufficiently 
in  his  senses  to  notice  the  difference  of  voice;  he 
mimicked  Rose's  tone  and  dialect  with  such  success, 

J 

that  he  saw  presently  he  had  only  to  issue  his  orders, 
and  to  be  obeyed. 
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*'  Ab  where  are  ye  goiii«  holy  Fader,  wid  all  the 
bread  ?  an  loak  how  ye  have  spilt  all  the  nice  wine. 
What  a  pity/'  gathering -up  the  pitcher;  '*  an  may  be 
ye'd  like  to  taste  a  little  sup  of  this  that  I've  got  in  my 
baaket"^ 

"  Oh,  no,  darling,  not  a  drop — 'well,  only,  just  if  you 
will  be  so  pressing,"  he  added,  bobbing  his  head  qv^ 
the  cup  which  Redmond  held  to  his  lips,  beiholding, 
with  delight,  how  greedily  the  old  fellow  swallowed 
Alice's  dose.  Satisfied  with  haying  seen  him  take  so 
iBttdh,  and  knowing  that  it  was  now  in  his  power  to  give 
his  patient  as  much  more  of  the  medicine  as  he  pleased, 
Redmond  held  his  hand,  lest  his  tool  should  fall  asleep 
too  soon^  and  before  he  had  served  as  a  guide  to  the 
prison  door. 

Renewing  his  questions  as  to  where  the  bread  was 
gomgf  he  offered  to  assist  in  carrying  it;  this  the  old 
man,  from  some  confused  notion  of  secrecy  still  floating 
on  his  mind,  persisted,  in  declining ;  but  he  had  also 
the  conviction  that  it  ought  to  go,  and  that  without 
delay.  Accordingly  l^e  accepted  Redmond's  willing 
assistance  -to  rise  from  the  ground ;  and  with  the  basket 
on  his  arm,  the  lamp  in  one  hand,  and  his  huge  bunch 
of  keys  in  the  other,  he  set  off  on  his  expedition, 
closely  followed  by  the  disguised  youth,  whom  he  had 
charged,  and  who  had  faithfully  promised  to  remain  in 
the  cell  until  his  return— ^a  promise,  which,  of  course,  our 
young  adventurer  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  keep. 

L  6 


228  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

The  passages  were  narrow ;  and  as  the  Sacristan 
staggered  from  side  to  side,  the  walls  supported  him, 
and  prevented  sundry  falls ;  his  watchful  follower 
keeping  close  behind,  ready  to  catch  the  lamp  in  case 
it  should  escape  from  the  unsteady  hand  which  held  it— 
an  irretrievable  misfortune  in'  the  present  circum- 
stances ;  however,  for  a  while,  he  kept  fast  hold  and 
on  his  legs,  until  arrived  at  the  first  flight  of  steps, 
when,  as  might  reasonably  have  been  expected,  he 
made  but  one  step  from  the  top  to  the  bottom,  and  the 
lamp  would,  of  course,  have  accompanied  him,  if  the 
young  man,  with  ready  address,  had  not  caught  it 
from  the  powerless  hand  of  the  bearer. 

The  noise  of  the  fall  sounded  loudly  along  the 
vaulted  passages,  aided  by  the  clatter  of  the  large  keys, 
and  the  crash  of  broken  crockery — ^it  struck  a  pang  of 
terror  to  Redmond's  heart  (a  rare  feeling  with  him), 
if  the  noise  should  arouse  the  drones  from  their  cells 
ere  he  had  found  the  dungeon — having  so  many  long 
and  intricate  passages  yet  to  thread,  of  which,  although 
as  clearly  described  by  the  Countess  as  circumstances 
would  admit,  he  had  rather  a  confused  idea — ^resolution 
and  expedition,  at  least,  should  not  be  wanting,  he 
thought ;  and  seizing  the  bunch  of  keys,  the  only  spoil 
which  he  wanted  from  the  prostrate  foe,  he  proceeded 
with  as  much  rapidity  as  was  consistent  with  his  keep- 
ing in  mind  the  description  he  had  received. 

Accurate  as  this  was,  Redmond  thought  he  had  wan- 


ROMANCE  IN   IHBLAN0.  229 

dered — a  cold  shudder  caioe  over  him,  when  distant 
sounds  from  above  struck  upon  his  ear— he  hurried  his 
steps  so  as  to  endanger  his  lamp  being  extinguished  by 
the  air — ^then  stopped  to  know  if  it  were  only  the  echo 
of  his  own  footsteps,  and  the  sighing  of  the  wind 
through  the  vaults,  wliich  had^  needlessly  alarmed  him 
— or  was  it  indeed  the  distant  murmur  of  voices.  At 
the  termination  of  one  passage,  he  almost  ran  against 
an  iron  door  by  which  it  was  bounded—  he  had  now  no 
choice — this  must  be  the  door  he  sought,  or  he  had 
wandered  far  indeed  from  the  right  track.  With  a 
trembling  hand  he  applied  key  after  key — none  seemed 
to  fit — the  sounds  which  he  had  heard,  at  first  distant 
and  doubtful,  were  now  no  longer  to  be  mistaken — he 
w^  pursued — the  Monks,  aroused  by  the  noisy  fall  of 
the'  drunken  Sacristan,  had  been  drawn  to  the  spot ; 
and  guided  by  the  light  of  the  lamp  which  B,edm6nd 
carried,  were  at  no  great  distance.  At  this  moment 
the  key  he  had  last  applied,  suddenly  turned  in  the 
lock — ^bolts  and  bars  were  undrawn  by  his  rapid  hand, 
and  he  was  in  the  dungeon — at  the  feet  of  his  wor- 
shipped Idol,  just  as  his  pursuers  reached  the  door. 

With  loud  reproaches,  and  angry  gestures,  the  Prior 
advanced  to  the  kneeling  figure,  in  female  apparel, 
whom  he  naturally  concluded  to  be  the  young  Hose, 
believing  her  to  be  still  a  prisoner  in  the  house ;  and 
seizing  the  supposed  girl  by  the  shoulder,  in  order  to 
expel  her  from  a  place,  where  intrusion  was  at  that 
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iBoment  bo  particularfy  unwelcome,  he  received,  i> 
return  for  his  interference,  a  blow  on  the  side  of  the 
heady  which  made  him  instantly  measure  his  length  on 
the  earth,  with  a  degree  of  violenee  that  left  him  for 
some  time  speechless  and  senseless. 

Struck  with  horror  at  this  insult  to  their  Superior-^ 
from  one,  too,  who  had  always  appeared  so  shy  and 
gentle,  and  who  qow  seemed  so  unaccountably  turned 
a  Virago ;  the  irritated  Monks  surrounded  Redmond, 
who,  notwithstanding  the  marvellous  strength  of  the 
blow  which  had  levelled  the  Prior,  considered  as 
coming  from  a  woman's  hand,  they  made  not  the  least 
doubt  of  carrying  off  with  ease — ^they  being  ten  to  one, 
and  that  one  to  all  appearance  a  slight  girl — ^but  a  very 
few  minutes  served  to  convince  them  of  their  mistake. 
Redmond  made  snch  vigorous  use  of  his  hands,  and, 
notwithstanding  his  cumberous  petticoats,  c^  his  feet 
also,  that  he  very  shortly  either  levelled  or  kicked  out 
all  his  opponents. 

During  the  latter  part  of  this  scene,  the  Prior,  who, 
although  considerably  damaged  by  his  rude  fall,  had 
contrived  to  arise,  and  was  sufficiently  collected  to 
observe  that  this  overbearing  intruder  was  certainly 
not  Rose,  but,  as  he  rather  believed,  the  devil  clad  in 
the  young  girl's  attire,  made  the  best  of  his  way  out  of 
the  dungeon,  ulong  with  his  flying  troop ;  and  prudently 
considering  that  devil  or  girl,  there  was  no  harm  in 
locking  the  door,  instantly  turned  the  ponderous  key> 
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■and  drew  as  many  bolts  and  bars  as  bis  rstarength  and 
terror  woold  permit. 

Redmond,  who,  the  moment  after  the  flight  of  his 
contemptible  antagonists,  had  once  again  kneh  at  the 
feet  of  the  Countess,  was  scarcely  sensible  of  this 
incarceration,  until  aroused  to  it  by  his  companion ; 
mhe  £elt  her  fortitude  cruelly  shalcen  by  this  new  dis- 
appointment; the  appearance  of  her  young  friend  in 
the  dungeon  having  filled  her  for  the  moment  with  the 
most  sanguine  hopes,  belieytng  it  a  proof  of  his  having 
overcome  that  which  they  had  considered  as  the  prin- 
cipal difficulty — ^the  gaining  possession  of  the  keys- 
now  both  were  prisoners;  and  the  Earl  had  no  other 
method  to  release  them,  than  by  fulfilling  his  thseat  to 
the  Prior,  of  battering  the  walls,  and  thereby  incurring 
the  risk  of  burying  those  whom  he  came  to  rescue  in 
the  ruins,  along  with  those  whom  he  sought  to  punish. 

Weakened  and  enervated  by  confinement  and  suffer- 
ing, the  Countess  wept  in  silence;  and  Redmond, 
when  he  became  conscious  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  they  were  placed,  arose  from  his  kneeling  posi- 
tion, and  contemplated,  with  a  singular  mixture  of 
feelings,  her  whom  he  had  thus  seemingly,  in  vain, 
risked  life  and  liberty  to  rescue. 

He  dared  not  attempt  to  console  her — alas,  what 
could  he  say,  save  that  he  knew  the  Earl,  on  his  non- 
appearance, would  immediately  proceed  to  put  in 
execution  the  threats  already  held  out — ^but  that  would 
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not  in  the  mean  time  protect  them  from  their  jailors, 
whom  he  expected  every  moment  to  return  in  sufficient 
force  to  separate,  and  probably  murder  them — for,  not- 
withstanding the  impetuosity  of  his  valour,  Redmond 
well  knew,  that  although  he  had  beaten  and  put  to 
flight,  ten  Monks,  thus  taken  unprepared,  and  terrified 
at  the  strength  which  he  displayed  under  such  a  sem- 
blance, he  certainly  could  not  flatter  himself  with  the 
hope  of  being  able  to  overcome  twenty  or  thirty, 
prepared  to  surround  and  pinion  him. 

Tears  dimmed  his  eyes  for  a  moment,  as  he  gazed 
on  the  Countess^— she  sat  on  her  lowly  couch,  her 
hands  clasped  across  her  knees,  her  long  black  hair, 
flowing  around  her  like  a  sable  veil, /its  hue  strongly 
contrasted  by  the  marl^le  whiteness  of  her  face  and 
arms ;  her  bright  eyes,  beaming  with  a  lustre  far  more 
intense  than  that  belonging  to  youth  and  health,  were 
cast  upwards,  as  if  to  seek  for  consolation,  **  where  the 
wicked  shall  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary  shall 
have  rest.''  Redmond  gazed  on  her  pallid  and  ema- 
ciated features,  and  fancied  that  he  saw  the  hue  of 
death  stealing  over  them — those  eyes  so  painfully 
brilliant,  was  it  not  the  false  lustre  of  fever,  which  fed 
their  radiance,  and  not  the  light  of  life ;  she  wias 
changed— even  in  the  short  period  which  had  elapsed 
since  their  separation,  she  seemed  changed  past  all 
recall.  When  the  youthful  suffer,  there  is  something 
in  their  aspect  to  tell,  that,  with  returning  health  and 
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happiness,  the  vanished  bloom  and  brightness  will  be 
once  more  restored— but  on  those  who  have  run  half 
their  course  of  life,  the  iron  hand  of  pain  and  sorrow 
leaves  a  trace  never  to  be  effaced — ^the  hollow  cheek, 
the  wasted  form,  seemed  as  if  ten  additional  years  had 
been  added  in  the  lapse  of  as  many  days — the  spirit  of 
youth  has  a  spring  within  itself,  which  allows  it  to  be 
bent  even  to  the  earth,  and  return  elastic  to  its  former 
place ;  but  in  more  mature  life,  it  cannot  bend, — it  is 
broke. 

As  Redmond  contemplated  her  altered  appearance, 
he  felt  choked  and  oppressed — the  thick  air  of  the 
dungeon  lay  heavily  on  his  heart — even  for  the  few 
minutes  he  had  been  within,  he  felt  suffocated — and  she 
had  been  breathing  it  so  long ;  he  moved  towards  the 
loop-hole  from  whence  he  had  first  heard  her  voice ; 
and  leaning  his  head  against  the  wall,  gave  vent  to  a 
free  gush  of  tears,  which  he  was  ashamed  to  shed  in 
her  presence — he  need  not — those  boyish  tears  were 
only  a  proof  of  how  short  a  time  he  had  lived  in  the 
world,  of  how  new  he  was  to  its  sorrows  and  disap- 
pointments, of  his  warm  and  fresh  affections,  yet  un- 
sj)oiled,  and  unchilled  by  neglect  or  slight.  On  her, 
on  her,  all  unconscious  as  she  was,  were  those  warm 
affections  centred — ^the  unvalued  wealth  of  that  pasv 
sionate,  that  tender  heart— unpaid  even  by  a  thought; 
yet,  if  she  knew,  if  he  had  eloquence,  had  even  voice 
to  tell  the  depth,  the  overflow  of  feelings  within  his 
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lMreast--^urely  one  tear,  at  least,  dbe  might  A»i  ibr 
hiniy^HUie  tear  for  thai  vaki^  that  hopeless  We,  sbe 
cottU  not,  or  would  not  requite. 

He  turned  to  address,  or  at  least  once  more  to  gase 
on  her,  when  a  low  moaning  sound,  from  the  out* 
side  of  the  wall,  struck  on  his  ear;  it  was  succeeded 
by  a  lAort  quick  bark,  and  Redmond  immediately 
vecogniaged  the  Yoice  of  his  own  dog  Moma,  who  had 
!tfaus  tCBcked  »him  to  the  spot  where  he  had  rested  a 
few  hours  before,  and  now,  by  her  tones  half  joyous, 
half  imploring  seemed  to  intimate  her  consciousness 
«f  her  ^Master's  prckximity. 

HeM,  at  least,  was  one  who  loved  him — loved  him 
for  himself  alone — ^fiedthfully,  truly,  a  love  strong  as 
death,  a  love  proof  against  all — ^sickness,  sorrow, 
adversity,  what  w^ra  they  all  to  Morna — she  wouki 
foUow  her  Master  to  his  prison,  and  think  herself 
happy  and  honoured,  in  being  permitted  to  share  it. 
As  Redmond  slaretched  forth  his  hand  to  cwess  the 
fond  animal,  he  lelt  that  she  had  inserted  her  head 
and  neck,  within  the  space  of  the  loop-hole,  which 
was  too  narrow  to  admit  her  body ;  but  he  could  just 
reach  to  her  collar;  and  it  immediately  occuired  to 
htm,  tiiftt  some  use  might  be  made  of  this  visit  of 
Morna's,  by  causing  her  to  convey-a  note  to  the  Earl, 
in£Dtimng  him  of  their  present  situation,  and  advising 
him  of  the  most  speedy  method  of  rescue. 

To  find  materials  £er  writing  was  one  difficulty,  and 
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to  pefsuailie  Mormi  to  depart  was  another ;  but  Red* 
mond  was  too  ingenious  to  suffer  himself  to  be  foiled 
by  simple  diffieuHieSy  which  are  rarely  impossibililiei ; 
aoid  independant  of  the  pleasure  arising  from  this  new 
hope,  he  was  glad,  at  that  moment,  to  iind  some 
onployment. 

He  now  knelt  down  beside  his  oompanion,  to  in- 
form her  of  this  unexpected  visit,  of  the  oae  he  intended 
to  make  of  it,  and  Ae  Countess  immediately  aroused 
iKiself  to  assist  hinu  The  bodkin  whidk  had  fastened 
ber  hair,  woold  form  a  ready  substitute  for  a  pea, 
but  it  had  fallen  out,  and  was  to  be  searched  for 
amongst  the  straw.  When  this  was  at  length  found, 
something  to  write  on  was  the  next  obstacle,  and  this, 
also,  was  at  last  surmounted : — the  leathern  belt  which 
girt  Redmond's  waist,  was  unbuckled,  and  these  words 
traced  thereon,  witli  the  sharp  point  of  the  bodkin. 

''  Follow  Morna,  she  w^  guide  you  to  tine  dungeon 

where  we  are  both  immuisd — >bring  forcible  means  of 

enlraAce,  and  with  speed." 

Redmond. 

This  singular  and  laconic  billet  was  soon  fastened 
around  the  dog's  neck,  who  still  continued  her  impa- 
tient cries  for  admission — how  to  induce  her  to  depart 
with  her  message,  was  now  the  most  difficult  task  of 
all,  but  even  that  was  accomplished.  Redmond  recol- 
lected, that,  on  the  jomrney  from  Kilk^iiny,  Rose  had 
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often  amused  herself  playing  with  the  docile  creature, 
and  in  making  her  fetch  and  carry  different  things, 
often  parts  of  ner  dress,  which  she  would  hide  under  a 
stone,  or  in  a  bush  by  the  way  side,  and  send  Morna 
back  to  seek,  who  always  returned  in  triumph  with  her 
prize.  This  little  circumstance  fortunately  came  to 
Redmond's  recollection,  who  had  often  diverted  him- 
self in  observing  these  two  merry  play-fellows ;  and 
now,  unfastening  Hose's  kerchief  from  his  neck^  he 
gave  it  into  Morna's  mouth,  desiring  her,  in  a  tone  of 
authority,  to  **  seek  out  Rose;"  the  well  trained  ani- 
mal, whatever  was  her  secret  reluctance  in  quitting  her 
Master,  instantly  obeyed  his  order,  departing  with  a 
degree  of  velocity,  which  allowed  not  many  minutes  to 
elapse,  ere  she  had  reached  her  destination. 

"  And  swiftly  as  my  gallant  Morna  speeds,  she  will, 

4 

I  fear,  be  too  late,"  said  Redmond,  as  the  soiind  of 
many  voices,  and  hurrying  feet,  dully  penetrated 
through  the  thickness  of  their  prison  door ;  he  looked 
around  for  some  weapon  of  defence,  determined  that 
the  ruffians  should  not  rob  him  of  his  prize,  or  take  his 
life  without  a  struggle. 

His  disguise  had  deprived  him  not  only,  of  both 
sword  and  dagger,  but  had  encumbered  him  past  all 
bearing,  in  a  mass,  of  to  him,  unintelligible  drapery; 
he  had  preserved,  underneath,  the  close  light  dress  of 
quilted  leather,  usually  worn  under  armour,  so  that  he 
could  easily  strip  off  his  now  useless  disguise ;  but  the 
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Countess  intreated  him  to  preserve  it  for  a  little  time,, 
thinking  that  his  appearance  in  his  proper  character , 
especially  unarmed,  would  draw  on  him  more  certain 
violence,  than  if  he  continued  in  his  feminine  attire; 
however  little  these  reverend  Fathers  had  seemed  in 
her  person  to  respect  the  softer  sex. 

However,  as  she  now  hegan  to  estimate  her  young 
companion's  spirited  character  more  truly,  than  on  the 
day  on  which  she  had  banished  him  from  her  presence 
on  the  journey,  she  was  cautious  not  to  inform  him 
of  her  reason  for  wishing  him  to  continue  his  mas- 
querade, or  that  it  included  any  feeling  touching  his 
personal  safety — simply  stating  that  it  was  her  wish — 
and  he  obeyed  her  expressed  desire,  with  a  degree  of 
reluctance  which  he  took  care  not  to  acknowledge, 
and  which  he  scarcely  believed  it  possible  he  could 
have  felt  in  obeying  any  command  from  her. 

The  noise,  however,  continued,  and  even  increased, 
without  any  attempt  at  entrance,  and  the  lamp  burned 
dimly  at  the  approach  of  dawn,  although  the  portion 
of  light  admitted  through  the  narrow  loop-hole  was 
even  at  mid-day  scarcely  sufficient  to  enable  objects 
to  be  distinguished  in  the  dungeon. 

Redmond,  carefully  trimming  the  glimmering  lamp, 
which  seemed  fading  as  much  from  want  of  oil  to  feed 
it,  as  from  being  overpowered  by  a  stronger  ray,  com- 
menced a  careful  search  within  the  limited  space 
wherein   they  were  confined,   in  the  vague  hope  of 
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finding  some  iron  bnr  or  broken  chain^  vAiiA  mi|;iit 
serve  him  as  aweapon  of  defewe;  his  sewch  was  in 
vain ;  and  he  paused  for  a  monMit  at  the  door  to  listen, 
and  to  wondcf  what  caused  the  dehiy  of  their  execa- 
laoners.  Then  oitlj  was  he  aware  of  what  was  going 
on  without ;  he  conid  not  be  mistaken  in  the  sonnds — 
they  were  bwMing  a  wall  before  the  door. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Even  handed  justice 
Retains  the  ingredients  of  the  poisoned  chalice 
To  our  own  lips. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond,  walking  before  the  entrance  of 
bis  tent,  watched  anxiously  for  the  dawn  of  morning, 
in  the  hope  that  it  would  witness  the  return,  or  at 
least,  tidings  of  the  young  O'CarroU;  when  Morni^ 
passed  him  like  a  flash  of  lightening — he  called  after, 
and  sought  to  stay  her  steps  in  vain ;  she  disappeared 
amongst  the  smaller  tents  of  his  followers,  which  were 
thickly  clustered  around  his  own ;  and  several  minutes 
elapsed  ere  she  re-appeared,  led  by  Rose,  who,  running 
joyfully  with  both  arms  clasped  around  the  dog's  neck, 
endeavoured  to  detain  her.  Morna,  thinking  that  the 
moment  she  had  executed  the  only  part  of  her  commis- 
sion understood  by  her,  she  should  be  at  liberty  to 
depart,  with  the  same  speed  with  which  stte  had 
arrived ; — Rose  thought  otherwise ;  and,  by  mingled 
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caresses  and  compulsion,  detained  her,  whilst  the  Earl, 
by  the  first  light  of  the  early  morning,  with  difficulty 
decyphered  Redmond's  billet. 

Loudly  and  hastily  were  his  orders  issued,  to  draw 
up  the  Artillery  in  front  of  the  building,  whilst  a 
chosen  band,  which  he  named,  should  instantly  follow 
his  steps,  under  the  guidance  of  the  faithful  Moma — 
within  whose  collar  he  had,  whilst  he  spoke,  firmly 
inserted  his  hand,  lest  she  should  escape  from  Rose's 
weaker  grasp. 

The  moment  those. orders  were  given,  and  that  he 
saw  they  were  comprehended,  the  Earl  released  the 
joyous  animal;  and  following  her  bounding  movements, 
she  led  him  by  the  shortest,  although,  certainly,  not 
the  smoothest  path,  to  the  dark  recess,  where  Red- 
mond had  first  heard  the  mournful  song  of  the  Coun- 
tess. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Prior  and  his  whole  Brother- 
hood, unconscious  of  the  succour  so  opportunely  con- 
veyed by  the  innocent  and  fond  Moma,  were  busily 
engaged  in  immuring  their  victims  as  firmly  as  lime 
and  stone  could  bind  them ;  when  the  heavy  roll  of 
Artillery,  echoing  along  the  subterranean  passages, 
first  startled  them  from  their  unhallowed  work» 

Peal  after  peal,  the  avenging  thunder  rolled,  and 
the  terrified  troop  now  sought  for  refuge  within  those 
noisome  vaults,  in  one  of  which  they  had  so  readily 
condemned  two  fellow  creatures  to  perish  by  a  linger- 
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ing  and  dreadful  death.  They  hearkened  in  agnized 
horror  to  the  prolonged  echo,  soon  mingled  with  the 
sound  of  falling  walls,  tumbling  over  their  heads  in 
huge  masses  of  ruin ; — -the  pile  of  building,  so  long  their 
home  and  refuge,  was  now  to  bury  them  living  in  that 
tomb,  to  which  they  had  so  unrelentingly  devoted 
others ;  their  loud  and  dreadful  shrieks  for  mercy  were 
unheard  amid  the  shouts  of  the  besiegers,  and  the 
thunder  of  artillery — ^battering  rams,  war  engines  of 
every  description,  were  rapidly  brought  up  to  the 
assault  by  the  Earl,  who,  the  moment  he  had,  by 
means  of  those  engines,  burst  the  dungeon  wall, 
and  extricated  his  wife  and  friend,  turned  all  his  rage 
against  the  devoted  edifice,  and  its  miserable  inmates. 

Ere  night- fall,  the  whole  was  a  mass  of  ruins,  and  all 
the  combustibles  within  were  gathered  to  one  spot  in 
the  centre,  and  set  on  fire  by  the  exasperated  be- 
siegers, who,  gazing  on  this  blazing  trophy  of  their 
triumph  and  revenge,  celebrated  their  victory  with 
loud  and  piercing  shouts,  which  penetrated  even  to  the 
ears  of  the  hopeless  wretches,  buried  beneath  this 
retributive  monument  of  their  cruelty. 

As  the  Earl  gazed  on  the  altered  and  wasted  form 
of  her,  who  had  been  from  earliest  youth  the  charmer 
and  the  soother  of  his  cares,  his  heart  had  no  room  for 
a  feeling  of  pity  towards  those,  by  whose  means  he 
had  been  so  nearly  robbed  for  ever  of  the  pride  and 
ornament  of  his  life.     Redmond  was  no  way  inclined 
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to  speak  in  tkeir  favour ;  aad  the  Countess,  exhausted: 
and  overcome  by  this  sudden  cliange  and  rush  of  h^pi- 
piness,  was  nearly  insensible  and  unconscious  of  all 
surrounding  objects ;  she  only  heard  the  voice  of  Y^iifk, 
with  whom  more  than  half  the  number  of  yei^rs  which 
she  had  lived  on  e^rth  had  been  pa#sed ;  ^he  only  knew 
that  she  was  pressed  o|ice  more  against  that  bosom , 
where  she  had  so  long  been,  cherished,  and  felt,  that  to 
die  at  such  a  moment  had  been  happiness— how  muph 
stronger  would  that  feeling  have  been,  could  she  ha.ve 
looked  forward  on  the  diiys  to  come.  The  gre9.test 
blesung  allowed  to  our  short-sighted  mortality,  is  that 
whilst  we  live,  love,  aj[i4  enjoy  tp-djay ;  to-mprrow  is 
hid  in  darkness.  Alas,  that  we  should  be  hc^ppy  only 
in  our  blindness ! 

'^  Redmond,'^  said  the  £arl,  on  tibie  ensuing  morn^ 
ing,  composedly  regarctipg  the  yet  smoking  ruins,  "  we 
have  done  our  business  here — it  is  time  we  march — 
there  is  other  work  on  hand.  Thomas  is  on  his  way  to 
Wicklow,  to  seek  Lord  Grey,  and  I  will  follow  his 
traces  now  with  what  speed  I  can  make^-^with  thy 
good  help,  dear  boy,  I  have  won  back  my  owa 
Margaret ;  and  now,  if  life  and  strength  be  left  in  this 
good  right  band,  I  will  have  Elinor  too,  from  that  cold 
hearted  tyrapt — ^but  thou  lookest  sad,  Redmond, — • 
cheer  up — ^what  have  thy  years  to  do  with  gloom  ? — 
these  are  stining  times,  and  I  promise  thee,  come  what 
may,  thou  shalt  be  hampered  in  petticoats  no  more." 
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•  Rednond  diK>oped  his  head ;  and  murmuring  some 
unintelligible  wofds  of  acquiescence,  immediafeiy  busied 
biaiself  in  making  arrangemeiAs  for  the  mareh,  and  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  €ountess,  whose  heakh  and 
strength  seemed  to  have  suffered  severely  from  the  late 
hardships  whichshe  had  endured : — inmore  modern  days, 
a  consultation  of  Physicians  would  have  been  deemed 
necesHry;  but  in  those  simple  and  unsophisticated 
times,  Alice  was  considered  a  sufficient  attendant; 
and  with  her  assistance,  the  lately  emancipated  pri- 
soner cheerfolly  prepared  for  her  journey,  rejoiced  in 
the  idea  of  once  more  breathing  the  free  mountain 
air. 

The  march,  although  tedious,  fatigued  her  not — ^the 
winter  storm,  wildly  blowing,  was  to  her  refreshment 
and  ^oyment;  she  gazed  with  rapture  on  the  bare 
and-  leafless  trees  bowing  their  heads  to  the  gale;  the 
swoln  torrent  rushing  from  the  hills,  all  spoke  of  life, 
of  ^  liberty — it  was  the  breeze  of  Heaven  on  the  cap- 
tive's brow ;  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  the  air  could  not 
circulate  too  rapidly,  in  the  rapturous  contrast  from  the 
foul  and  deadly,  the  soul  stifling  damps  which  she  had 
been  condemned  to  breathe — throwing  open  the  cur- 
tains of  her  litter,  and  refusing  to  suffer  herself  to  be 
sheltered  from  either  rain  or  wind,  she  exclaimed  : 

**  No,  do  not  hide  from  me  tiie  sight  of  my  bkaned 
freedoni> ;  let  me  see  the  stonn-cloud  tossing  on  high ; 
let  me  feel  the  force  of  the  tempest.     Oh,  ye  know  not 
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all  the  charm  such  things  now  bring  to  me,  nor  the 
music  which  I  hear  in  all  these  living  sounds — dear 
gentle  friends,  marvel  not  how  deeply  I  enjoy  the 
freedom  that  your  true  affection  hath  won  for  me — 
even,  in  my  dungeon  cell,  have  I  dreamed  of  green 
woods  luid  murmuring  waters,  and  then,  but  waked  to  ' 
weep.  But  these  dreams  of  beauty  brought  not  the 
rapturous  enjoyment  of  this  wild  wintry  scene — this  is 
no  dream — I  feel,  I  know,  that  I  am  once  again  at 
liberty." 

The  kind-hearted  Earl,  willing  to  indulge  her  every 
wish,  as  far  as  lay  within  the  bounds  of  possibility, 
would  now  have  placed  her  on  horseback,  notwith- 
standing the  inclemency  of  the  weather,  more  fully  to 
enjoy  the  air  and  scenery,  had  not  Alice,  in  her  cha- 
racter of  State  Physician,  remonstrated,  most  vehe- 
mently, and  with  some  difficulty  brought  both  parties 
to  reason. 

Three  days  march  brought  them  to  the  Valley  of 
Glendalough,  then  Lord  Thomas's  head  quarters; — 
they  arrived  just  at  the  moment  when  he  had  received 
{>rivate  intelligence  of  Lord  Grey's  intended  march 
from  Wicklow,  upon  his  encampment,  and,  also,  of 
Luke  O 'Toole's  promised  surrender  of  Castle  Kevin  to 
the  English  forces. 

TJp  march  on,  surprise,  and  take  possession  of  the 
Castle,  was  the  work  but  of  a  few  hours — O'Toole 
gave  it  up  without  resistance,  for  he  had  neither  men 
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nor  provisions  to  stand  a  siege,  and  had  made  the  pro- 
mise of  surrender  to  O'Kelly,  not  from  any  good  wishes 
to  the  English  cause,  but  from  avarice ;  for  O'Kelly 
had  readily  offered  him  a  large  sum  of  money  on  that 
condition,  without  either  knowing,  or  caring  whether 
Lord  Grey  would  ever  pay  it  or  not. 

When   Lord  Thomas  had  taken  possession  of  the 
Castle,  he  immediately  broke  up  the  encampment,  and 
withdrew  his  U-oops  from  the  Valley  to  the  woody 
sides  of  the  surrounding  hills,  there  to  await  the  arrival 
of  Lord  Grey's  Army,  which  he  hoped  would  proceed 
in  search  of  a  foe,  until  they  were  caught  in  the  snare 
thus  laid  for  them,  in  consequence  of  their  ill-advised 
Commander's  imprudence ;  for  Lord  Thomas,  who  had, 
on  O' Kelly's  visit  to  his  encampment,  on  the  preceding 
evening,  immediately  seen  through  the  disguise  of  the 
xnock  Harper,  and  recognized  him  as  a  well-known 
Spy,  thought  to  outwit  him,  and  foil  the  schemes  of 
the  English  General,  by  suffering  the  scout  to  retreat, 
apparently  undetected,  carrying  with  him  a  false  plan 
of  operations  and  movements,  never  intended.     How- 
evBTy  wishing  to  procure  more  certain  intelligence  of 
the  proceedings  of  the  enemy  than  his  hovering  scouts 
could  learn,  and  perhaps,  also,  prompted  by  another 
motive  which  he  would  not  acknowledge  to  any  per- 
son— scarcely  even  to  himself — the  wish  to  behold, 
once  more,  his  lost  Elinor — ^he  assumed  that  disguise 
which  be  was  so  well  calculated  to  sustain,  of  a  native 
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Minstrel,  and  determined,  at  nigbt-faU,  to  proceed  to 
the  EngUflh  enctaapment. 

Rose  now  presented  herself,  with  entreaties  to  be 
allowed  to  accompany  him,  in  order  to  see,  and,  if 
possible,  to  remain  with  her  young  Lady,  who,  she 
was  quite  certain,  could  never  be  happy  without  her. 
This  was,  of  course,  rejected,  as  too  wild  and  dangerous 
a  scheme,  even  for  Lwd  Thomas's  contemplation,  since 
her    appearance  would    at    once  betray  the  whole. 
But  Rose  would  not  be  so  foiled ;  she  had,  aa  Ae  said^ 
*^  set  her  heart  ongoing;"  and  when  riie  presented  her- 
self, attired  as  a  little  Gossoon,  to  guide  him,  and  carry 
his  harp.  Lord  Thomas  could  not  resist  the  entreaties 
of  the  pretty,  artless^  little  pleader,  whose  childish, 
almost  infantine  stile  of  beauty,  appeared  to  particular 
advantage  in  this  travestie. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond  furnished  her  with  a  letter  for 
Elinor,  which,  however,  he  desired  her  not  to  deliver, 
unless  she  saw  a  fit  opportunity  for  doing  so  unob- 
served, or  until  after  Lord  Thomas  should  have  quitted 
the  confines  of  the  Camp»  if  she  herself  thought  right 
to  remain. 

How  this  expedition  was  conducted/ and  how  it 
fared,  has  been  already  related.  Rose,  when  the 
escape  of  her  companion  had  been  cut  off,  immediately 
^ught  to  convey  the  intelligence  to  the  Earl  of 
Desmond,  knowing  that  was  the  only  chance,  although 
a  remote  one,  to  save  the  life  of  the  young  Chieftain--* 
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hilt,  donbtfel  as  eVen  ikose  meani^  Vrei^e,  she  determined 
at  all  hazitrds  to  tiry. 

Climbing^  and  ctee|>iDg  over  rocks,  and  through 
brakes  and  bHars,  her  face  and  her  arms  torh  and 
^leediilg)  ^hle  effected  tier  escape  ih  safety ;  only  be- 
ca^se,  in  th<e  eonfiisioii  occasioned  by  the  capture  of 
Lord  Tfaoinas,  outposts  and  ^aids  a.11  crowding  ar6und 
the  Unfortunate  prisoner,  the  existence  of  another  Spy 
t^as  ftH^tteM,  and  she  passed  undetected. 

Once  beyond  the  enemy's  lines,  the  affectionate  and 
faithful  girl  flew  rather  than  ran  over  liie  Vemainder  of 
the  ground  which  she  had  to  pass,  and  arrived,  breath- 
less knd  exhausted,  Covered  with  blood  from  the  various 
cuts  and  scratches  received  amongst  the  shdVp  focks 
and  briars  she  had  rushed  through  with  l3u<^h  heedless 
rapidity,  and  utterly  unable  to  articulate,  or  find 
breath  to  relate  her  tale.  Wordd  were,  however.  Wot 
wanting  to  explain  that  which  had  occurred,  since  all 
had  foreseen  the  probability,  and  the  Earl  had  used  all 
hU  influence  in  vain,  to  prevent  the  departure  of  his 
tash  young  kinsman. 

The  VOW  to  exterminate  that  English  Ariny,  was 
made  on  the  instant  by  the  Earl  of  DesMond,  and 
executed,  in  a  great  measure,  ere  twenty-four  hours  had 
elapsed ;  and  he  continued  his  victotioii^  coUlBe  as  far 
as  the  enemy's  Camp-^thefe  learning  that  Lord 
Thonias  had  been  sent  on  to  Wieklow,  he  proceeded 
thither  without  delay,  carrpng  with  him  Elinor  and  hei^ 
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female  attendants,  and  setting  fire  to  the  tents  and  all 
which  they  contained,  lest  any  temptation  should 
remain  for  his  men  to  delay  and  plunder.  Reckless 
and  daring,  he  cleared  all  before  him  with  fire  and 
sword,  and  re-possessed  himself  of  his  daughter,  as  his 
own  property,  without  considering  that  she  was  now, 
however  unfairly  obtained,  more  certainly  the  property 
of  the  English  General — ^if  he  were  yet  living ;  a  cir- 
cumstance which  the  Marl  at  that  moment  could  not 
spare  time  to  ascertain. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond  was  a  well-tempered  man, 
with  strong  and  kind  affections ;  he  could  not  be  cruel 
in  cold  blood,  but  when  exasperated,,  knew  not  the 
forbearance  of  mercy;  he  was  capable  of  generous 
actions,;  even  to  the  enthusiasm  of  romance — but  the 
active  virtues  are  far  less  difficult  in  practice  than  the 
passive — a  species  of  heroism,  which,  in  all  ages,  has 
generally  been  confined  to  woman.  In  that  respect  he 
was  much  inferior,  not  only  to  his  high-minded 
Margaret,  but  even  to  poor  Elinor,  who  had  lately 
learned  to  bear  and  forbear — a  lesson  which  she  had 
never  been  taught  when  he  was  her  instructor,  and 
which  was  sufficiently  foreign  to  her  natural  dispo- 
sition. 

,  This  hour  of  triumph  to  him,  was  to  her  oUe  of 
bitter  anguish — unkind  and  capricious  as  had  been  her 
husband's  conduct,  she  still  loved  him— for  even  un- 
kittdness  cannot  banish  from  the  heart  of  woman  that 
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feeling,  which,  when  once  yielded  to,  becomes  not  a 
part,  but  the  whole  of  her  existence.  She  was  uncon- 
scious of  how  utterly  unworthy  Lord  Grey  was  of  that 
tender  and  loving  heart,  she  had  with  such  *'  pas- 
sionate prodigality'*  bestowed— and  now,  that  she 
believed  him  lost  to  her  for  ever,  she  was  ready  to 
conclude,  that  the  alteration  and  coldness  of  his  manner 
had  sprung  from  some  fault  or  misconduct  of  her  own, 
and  not  from  the  caprices  of  a  tyrannical  and  cruel 
disposition. 

She  mourned  him  as  dead;  and  the  transports  of 
ker  grief  astonished  her  Father,  who  could  not  compre- 
hend how  it  was  possible  for  her  to  love  his  enemy, 
and  the  enemy  of  her  country  :  still  he  was  only  sur- 
prised, and  pained,  not  angry ;   at  least,  not  with  her ; 
and  employed  himself  in  tenderly  soothing  a  distress 
which  he  saw  was  real,  although,  why  it  should  be  so 
was  past  his  comprehension.     He  was  not  sufficiently 
acquainted  with  the   mazes  of  the   human   heart  to 
know,  that  we  are  often  more  beloved  for  our  faults, 
than  for  our  virtues ; — and  the  fact  that  the  most  vio- 
lent, and  frequently  the  most  lasting  attachments,  have 
been  inspired  by  the  most  undeserving  objects,  had 
never  been  "  dreamt  of  in  his  philosophy.'' 

The  journey  to  Wicklow,  and  the  opposition  to  the 
entrance  of  the  Irish  forces,  made  by  the  small  Eng- 
lish Garrison  left  to  maintain  it,  occupied  no  very  great 
length  of  time.     The  intelligence  of  the  total  defeat  of 
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Lord  Grey's  brilliftiit  army»  corroborated  by  the 
appearance  of  the  Earl  of  Desmond  before  the  town, 
was  suflieient  to  prove,  not  merely  the  policy,  bnt  the 
necessity  of  an  immediate  snrrender; — and  hating 
capitulated  for  their  liyea,  disappointed,  disheartened, 
and  disarmed,  the  Englisdi  marched  out  of  Wicklow, 
on  their  route  for  the  capital,  as  the  victorious  Irish 
marched  in,  to  liberate  the  young  Chieftain  ol  the 
Geraldines,  who  had  been  lodged  in  the  Black  Gastie 
on  the  preceding  day. 

This  Castle  was  a  small  bat  singularly  built  fortress 
on  a  rock  projecting  into  the  sea,  and  separated  from 
the  mainland  by  an  artificial  moat,  tbrough  which  the 
sea  flowing,  insulated  the  rock  on  which  the  Castle 
was  situated,  rendering  it  accessible  from  the  land  only 
by  a  narrow  draw-bridge.  On  the  side  next  to  the  sea, 
it  was  surrounded  by  other  and  smaller  rocks,  most  of 
them  sunken,  on  which  the  waves,  in  almost  all 
weathers,  and  more  especially  at  the  time  of  year  when 
the  events  here  related  took  place,  beat  with  such  vio- 
lence, as  to  render  the  approach  of  a  boat  nearly 
impossible ;  yet,  notwithstanding  this  circumstance, 
there  was  then,  and  in  part  still  remains,  a  kind  of 
staircase,  or  flight  of  steps,  cut  in  the  rock  immediately 
over  the  sea;  by  means  of  which,  if  a  boat  could 
approach,  those  who  had  sufficient  nerve  for  the  under- 
taking, might  ascend  or  descend ; — a  more  difficidt  task, 
from  the  circumstance  of  the  flight  of  steps  not  being 
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tYBtk  (ierpendiciilar,  but,  contrary  to  the  usual  foibidii 
of  staircased,  thef  base,  instead  6f  projectiag,  rather 
inclined  inwards. 

With  rapid  steps  the  Earl  and  Rctdtii^nd  ascended 
the- steep  hill  on  which  the  fortress  was  situMed;  the 
Guards  had  bcfen  withdrawn,  the  draw-bridge  wai  low- 
ered, and  the  way  open  ;  there  was  nothing  to  idipede 
him ;  yet  still  Lord  Thomas  appeated  6ot  to  meet  hi6 
adyancing  friends. 

They  called  aload;  their  long  halloo  was  only 
answered  by  the  roai^  of  the  waters  breaking  6n  the 
rocks,  and  echoed  froin  the  surrounding  caverns ;  and 
as  they  passed  over  the  draw-bridge,  they  Were  covered 
by  the  spray  from  the  waves  which  broke  on  either 
side. 

'*  A  pleasaAt  place  this  to  sojourn/'  shouted  Red- 
mond to  the  Earl,  at  the  same  time  stopping  his  ears 
with  both  hands.  *\  I  should  be  deafened  at  the  ^nd  of 
otie  week's  inrprisonment  here,  if  I  did  not  drown 
Hkyjielf,  in  the  very  spirit  of  impatience,  before  the  end 
of  that  titii^.  Halloo !  Lord  Thomas ;  my  good  friend, 
come  out  of  that  6ea-gull's  nest,  if  your  four-and- 
twenty-hours  residence  therein  hath  not  already 
l^oduced  such  aA  effect,  that  you  cannot  hear  our 
call." 

They  were  now  in  the  lower  apartment  of  the  Fort, 
which  seemed  to  be  a  kind  of  guard-room  f^r  the 
soldietd  on  duty,  and  opened,  by  various  nanfow  passes, 
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on  iBk  rampart  overhanging  the  sea;  some  steep  and 
irregular  steps  in  one  comer  of  this  rude  apartment 
conducted  to  one  above,  which  had  been  appropriated 
to  the  prisoner ;  and  Redmond  hastily  ascended, 
closely  followed  by  the  Earl^  who  began  to  feel  some- 
what alarmed  by  his^  kinsman  not  appearing. 

This  room  was  vacant,  and  also  the  one  adjoining ; — 
on  a  table,  in  the  inner  apartment,  lay  the  iron 
shackles  with  which  Lord  Thomas  had  been  fettered, 
and  also  some  light  pieces  of  armour,  which  he  had 
worn  under  his  disguise  on  the  night  he  had  quitted 
Castle  Kevin ;  and  to  the  frame  of  the  window  was 
attached  one  of  the  chains  belonging  to  the  shackles. 

''  He  has  escaped  V  exclaimed  Redmond ;  "  he  has 
thrown  himself  into  the  sea." 

The  Earl,  gazing  sadly  on  the  turbulent  element, 
replied, — 

*'  Alas,  if  he  has  done  so  with  the  hope  of  escaping, 
I  fear — no  human  force  could  stem  such  waves^-and 
to.  spring  down  from  such  a  height,  too,  amongst  those 
rocks — look  Redmond,  search  around,  if  thou  canst 
discover  his  mangled  remains — I  cannot.'' 

Whilst  he  spoke,  the  frame  of  the  strong  man  shook 
with  emotion ;  and,  covering  hb  eyes  with  his  hands,^^he 
rested  against  the  wall  in  utter  despondency. 

Redmond,  descending  to  the  lower  room,  commenced 
his  melancholy  search  by  passing  over  the  outer  para- 
pet, and  presently  discovered   the  singular  flight  of 
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steps  already  mentioned^  as  leading  down  into  the  sea 
— how  Lord  Thomas  had  proceeded  thus  far,  was  now 
evident, — but  for  the  rest. 

Redmond,  although  sufficiently  active  and  enter- 
prising, gazed  sorrowfully  on  the  surrounding  rocks,  of 
which  the  pointed  heads  appeared  at  intervals,  dis- 
covered by  the  tossing  of  the  restless  waves ;  and  felt 
convinced,  that  no  person's  strength  or  skill  could 
have  been  equal  to  extricate,  them  from  this  whirl- 
pool ; — but  that  it  had  been  attempted,  was  equally 
evident ; — the  green  sea- weed  which  had  been  collected 
on  the  steps,  was  rubbed  off  in  various  places  by  recent 
footsteps,  and  the  wall  and  some  of  the  rocks  imme- 
diately adjoining,  also  bore  marks  of  having  been 
lately  passed  over.  Redmond  was  about  to  return 
with  this  much  of  information,  when  the  Earl  joined 
him. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Man^s  chaidlen  heart 
Hides  that  within  its  deptlis,  which  never  yet 
Th'  oppressor's  thought  could  reach. 

There  lie  such  depths  of  woe 
In  a  young  blighted  spirit ! — Manhood  rears 
A  hanghty  brow,  and  age  hath  done  with  tears ; 
But  youth  bows  down  to  misery,  in  attiate 
At  the  dark  cloud  o'ermantling  its  young  days. 

Lord  Thomas,  on  his  arrival  at  the  Castle  of 
Wicklow,  solicited  his  Guards  to  remove  the  iron 
shackles  with  which  he  was  bound,  and  which  had, 
during  the  journey,  severely  galled  his  wrists  and 
ancles. 

A  feeling  of  compassion,  excited  by  the  youth  of  the 
prisoner,  as  well  as  by  the  charm  of  his  countenance 
and  gracious  manner,  inclined  the  Commander  of  the 
Fort  to  grant  so  reasonable  a  request,  especially  as  the 
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situation  of  the  prison  seemed  to  preclude  all  possibility 
of  escape ;  and  the  English  General  had  sent  no  other 
orders  respecting  the  young  Chieftain,  save  only  to 
keep  him  closely  confined  within  the  Fortress — but 
Lord  Thomas  was  not  a  man  to  bear  imprisonment  with 
patience ;  and  well  acquainted  with  all  the  localities  of 
the  coast,  he  immediately  formed  the  plan  of  endeavour- 
iitg  to  reach  some  of  the  numerous  caverns,  hollowed 
under  the  rocks  by  the  force  of  the  waves ;  and  lying 
concealed  therein  until  all  pursuit  had  ceased,  or  that 
his  Guards  had  rested  satisfied  that  he  had  perished  in 
the  attempt. 

He  waited  until  the  night  was  far  advanced,  when 
he  concluded  that  all  slept,  except  the  solitary  Centinel 
who  paced  the  rampart :  a  weary  and  a  useless  Guard, 
since  the  eternal  noise  of  the  waves  prevented  the  pos- 
sibility of  his  hearing  any  stir  which  the  prisoner  could 
make,  and  the  darkness  of  the  winter's  night  was  so 
profound,  that  Lord  Thomas  was  perfectly  secure  of 
not  being  seen. 

He  had  employed  the  early  hours  of  the  night  in 
unfast^iing  an  iron  bar  which  crossed  the  window  of 
bis  apartment,  loosening  the  stones  around  it  with  his* 
d€igger,  which  had  fortunately  remained  unobserved 
abottt  bis  person,  when  his  disguise  was  stripped 
off. 

When  this  was  effected,  he  made  fast  a  chain  belong- 
iag  to  his  fetters,  to  the  lower  part  of  the  window,  and, 
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by  that  means,  let  himself  gently  down  on  the  rampart , 
taking  care  to  select  such  time  when  the  Centinel's 
walk  had  led  him  to  the  other  side  of  the  building. 

Knowing  the  position  of  the  steps,  he  was  not  long 
in  gaining  them  ;  but  having  done  so,  the  most  difficult 
part  of  his  task  remained,  and  he  was  forced  to  wait 
for  day-light,  and  the  ebb  tide,  to  accomplish  his 
perilous  undertaking.     Many  a  brave  man,  who  could, 
with  unblanched  cheek,  and  unruffled  brow,  have  stood 
the  brunt  of  the  bloodiest  battle  ever  waged,  might 
have  felt  his  heart  fail,   and  his  hold  relax,  whilst 
clinging  for  hours  to  a  bare  and  slippery  rock,  on  a 
stormy  night  in  December ;  but  the  daring  spirit  of  the 
young  Geraldine  quailed  not,  although  to  him  life  had 
become  worse  than  valueless — it  was  bitter  and  weari- 
some, save  only  for  the  one  object  for  which  he  wished 
to  preserve  it — if  he  could. see  his  country  freed  from 
the  English  yoke — ^for  this  he  wished  to  live,  and  this 
he  hoped  might  be  effected  through  his  means — four- 
and-twenty  hours  previously  he  had  every  prospect  of 
accomplishing  his  object,  and  but  for  his  own  impru- 
dence might  now  have  been  at  the  head  of  his  victorious 
Army — ^but  he  trusted,  that  the  Earl  of  Desmond  had 
effected  what  he  had  incapacitated  himself  from  con- 
cluding, and  that  if  he  could  now  succeed  in  once  more 
joining  him,  his  own  future  career,  if  not  happy,  might, 
at  least,  be  brilliant  in  the  annals  of  his  country. 

These  thoughts,  these  feelings,  sustained  him  through 
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the  remaining  hours  of  that  dismal  night;  and  when 
the  first  rays  of  morning  enabled  him  to  discern  his 
way,  he,  by  sometimes  clinging  to,  and  climbing 
oyer  the  rocks,  and  sometimes  swimming  wherever  it 
was  possible,  succeeded  in  reaching  a  cavern,  where 
he  hoped  to  lie  concealed  for  that  day  at  least ;  and, 
when  the  darkness  closed  in,  endeavour  to  make  his 
way  across  the  country  to  Castle  Kevin,  by  a  different 
route  from  the  one  by  which  he  had  arrived. 

Bruised,  exhausted  by  hunger,  and  his  limbs  stiffened 
with  cold,  his  reflections,  during  that  day,  were  by  no 
means  of  a  pleasant  or  cheerful  nature— even^  less  so, 
than  when  during  the  night  he  had  been  clinging  to.  the 
rock,,  and  in  danger  of  being  washed  away  by  each 
succeeding  wave— but  then  there  was  an  absolute 
necessity  for  a  powerful  mental  exertion,  which,  if  he 
had  suflered  to  relax  for  one  moment,  his  bodily 
strength  would  have  inevitably  failed ;  but  now,  in 
comparative  security,  he  had  more  leisure  to  think  of 
his  personal  suflerings,  and  to  look  forward  to  the 
gloomy  prospect,  contained  in  the  possibility  of  the 
Earl  of  Desmond  having  been  defeated. 

These  few  hours  of  unaccustomed  inactivity,  op- 
pressed him  more  painfully  than  an  actual  misfortune ; 
for  although  suffering  under  personal  distress  and  pri- 
vation at  the  moment,  his  prospects  were  in  reality 
more  favourable  than  they  had  been  on  the  previous 
morning,  when  he  was  a  captive,  and  under  seiitence  of 
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4eath,  as  sooh  as  his  conqueror  should  he  at  leisure  to 
ioflict  the  punishment*  Now,  he  was  at  least  fi^ee, 
although,  in  point  of  confort,  his  situation  was  hy  no 
meaas  enviable — «till  he  was  at  liberty^— but  he  WAs 
also  at  liberty  to  think,  and  to  meditate  oil  erety  thing 
that  was  painful,  both  in  his  own  situation,  aud  that 
of  his  friends— and  Elinor — ^his  rashness,  his  folly,  had 
probably  implicated  her,  all  innocent  and  unconscious. 
He  who  would  have  died  to  save  her  froili  a  moment 
ai  pain  or  sorrow,  he  it  was,  who,  by  his  frantic  and 
inconsiderate  self-indulgence,  had  excited  suspicions 
in  the  mind  of  her  husband,  which  might  ultitUiately 
render  her  life  miserable-^he  started  from  the  sand- 
bank on  which  he  had  been  lying,  and  rushed  forwards 
with  a  vague  and  undefined  feeling,  a  wish  to  seek  for- 
getfulaess  and  repose  in  those  waves,  from  which,  in 
the  instinct  of  self-preservation,  more  than  any  real 
love  of  life,  he  had  so  short  a  time  before  struggled  to 
«scape.  Th&  sound  of  those  eternal  waves,  echoing  in 
incessant  thunder  from  the  arched  cavern  above  his 
head,  affected  him  with  a  kind  of  pressure  on  the 
brain,  which  he  felt  that  he  could  not  long  endure,  and 
preserve  his  senses.  The  day  was  far  advanced,  and  a 
bright  gleam  of  sunshine  danced  on  the  wateris,  and 
Hi  the  dark  rocks  above^ — gasping  to  breathe  a  freer 
air,  he  moved  from  the  cavern  a  few  paces,  and 
ascended  through  a  cleft  in  the  rock,  until  he  had 
gained  a  tolerably  elevated  position  ;    dtill  keepittg 
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Plough  of  igroutid  tetireea  him  and  the  Caatie,  not  to 
expose  himself  to  Tiew. 

This  change  of  place  he  felt  of  essential  service ;  the 
dark  Tapoura  which  had  clouded  his  brain  were  now 
di^ersed — he  could  breathe  more  freely,  and  hope 
returned ;  he  knew  not  why ;  but  the  ran-shine  seemed 
to  have  touched  his  mind,  as  well  as  invigorated  his 
body. 

He  stretched  himself  on  the  grass  to  enjoy  the  shot t^ 
lived  winter  ray,  which  had  thus  imparted  new  life  and 
warmth  to  his  chilled  and  shivering  limbs,  and  gazed  o0 
the  matchless  beauty  of  the  scenery  before  him;  a 
beauty  which  no  season  can  alter,  and  which,  in  clouds 
and  storm,  or  in  calm  and  Anshine,  only  changes  its 
character,  but  still  preserves  its  unequalled  loveliness. 

Suddenly  a  sound — a  well  known  spirit  stirring 
sound,  broke  on  his  ear — 'tis  a  war-cry^ — his  own — the 
war-cry  of  the  Oeraldiaes — ^the  invincible  Crotn  a  boo. 
To  spring  on  his  feet,  to  re-echo  the  beloved  cry,  as  he 
ran  wildly  over  the  hill,  was  the  impulse,  Uie  act  of  a 
moment; — his  dazzled  eyes  beheld  his  own  green 
standal*d  floating  on  the  breeze,  over  the  heads  of  his 
conquering  Geraldines,  as  they  rushed  impetuously  up 
the  steep  ascent  in  search  of  him  their  Chief,  who  now 
sunk,  transported  and  exhausted,  into  the  extended 
arras  of  the  leaders;  and  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  and 
[Redmond  O'CarroU,  who  emerged  slowly  from  the 
Castle  to  announce  their  disappoinUnent  and  ineffec* 
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taal  search  to  the  troops,  were  greeted  by  the  object  of 
that  anxious  search,  borne  on  a  shield,  in  triumph,  on 
the  shoulders  of  his  rejoicing  Clansmen. 

Every  pain,  erery  sorrow,  was  forgotten  in  the  rap- 
ture  of  that  hour,  when  the  Earl  announced  and 
explained  the  success  of  the  Irish  Army,  and  the  com- 
plete victory  which  they  had,  to  all  appearance,  gained 
over  Lord  Grey,  in  the  extermination  of  the  whole 
of  the  English  force  then  in  Ireland. 

The. Earl  had  little  doubt  of  his  son-in-law  having 
fallen  in  the  conflict ;  but  his  anxiety  to  liberate  Lord 
Thomas,  for  which  purpose  all  haste  was  so  absolutely 
necessary,  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  delay,  in  order 
to  search  for  the  remains  of  the  English  General.  He 
had  made  prize  of  the  weeping,  and,  as  he  believed, 
widowed  Elinor ;  and,  on  this  part  of  the  intelligence. 
Lord  Thomas  felt  more  than  he  ventured  to  express ; — 
but  to  believe,  that  his  Elinor  was  free — ^to  know, 
that  she  was  once  more  restored  to  her  Father. 
Sanguine  in  his  youthful  feelings,  he  now  hoped  all — 
believed  all; — ^the  same  passionate  and  enthusiastic 
temper,  which  had  just  before  thrown  him  into  despair, 
and  disgusted  him  with  life,  now  filled  his  heart  with 
the  most  rapturous  anticipations  of  felicity; — love, 
vengeance,  glory,  all  seemed  within  his  grasp, — a  little 
time  past,  and  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  throwing 
himself  into  the  waves  to  end  his  miserable  life ; — and 
now,  as  he  looked  forward,  not  a  cloud  obscured  his 


ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND.  261 

sight — all  was  radiance,  glory — happy  age!  If  then 
we  feel  our  sorrows  more  keenly  and  passionately,  how 
are  we  repaid  by  the  brilliant  anticipations  of  future 
happiness — ^which  arrives  not,  yet  still  is  firmly  believed 
-^that  to-morrow,  which  never  comes,  is  not  the  less 
joyously  expected. 

"  To  take  possession  of  the  Capital,"  said  the  Earl, 
**  must  now  be  our  first  object-^and  that  with  ^11 
speed,  ere  the  Lords  of  the  Council  shall  have  time  to 
recover  from  the  dismay  into  which  this  our  signal 
victory,  and  the  loss  of  their  Deputy,  must  have 
thrown  them; — 'they  have  now  no  longer  an  army 
wherewith  to  oppose  us — ^they  must  of  necessity  capitu- 
late,  long  before  any  reinforcements  can  arrive  from 
England."  . 

'*  Not  so,  my  Lord,"  replied  Redmond,  who  had 
been  conversing  with  some  fishermen,  hauling  their 
nets  on  shore;  ^*  these  men  say,  that  a  fleet  of  trans- 
ports, containing,  as  the  report  is,  upwards  of  three 
thousand  men,  has  arrived  in  the  Bay,  and  the  troops 
were  landed  only  yesterday." 

This  was  an  unlocked  for,  and  rather  an  unwelcome 
piece  of  information;  the  Earl,  and  Lord  Thongs, 
proceeded  to  question  the  fishermen  themselves,  and 
found  them  too  accurate  in  their  account  to  be  likely 
to  have  made  any  material  mistake,  except,  perhaps, 
in  adding  something  to  the  numbers  already  landed. 
But  it  appeared  quite  certain,  that  whilst  the  Irish 
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Chieftains  were  engaged  with,  and  had  defeated  Lord 
Gray,  Sir  William  Brereton,  with  either  eight  hundred, 
or  one  thousand  men,  had  made  good  his  landing  on 
the  north  side  of  the  City;  and  that  Sir  William 
Skeffington,  with  fifteen  hundred,  or  two  thousand 
more,  both  horse  and  foot,  was  in  the  Harbour,  and, 
probably,  disembarking  at  that  moment. 

'<  This  is  rather  a  check  to  the  arrangements  which 
we  have  just  been  making,  Thomas/'  said  Ae  Earl ; 
''  as  for  the  numbers,  I  care  not,  we  can  always  bring 
men  and  horses  enough  from  the  interior  of  the  country, 
to  cope  with  five  times  as  many ;  but  how  are  we  to 
find  provisions  ? — If  this  contest  continues  on  into  the 
spring,  I  doubt  we  shall  be  sorely  straitened/' 

''  This  b  too  true,"  returned  Lord  Thomas;  **  and  it 
is  therefore  the  more  necessary  for  us  to  press  on  our 
operations  with  the  better  speed — every  delay  now  is 
fatal  to  u»,  and  advantageous  to  them ;  we  have  al- 
ways the  power  of  keeping  them  in  alarm,  since  our 
real  strength  is  not  discoverable ;  but  we  should  now 
draw  together  all  the  forces  which  we  can  command, 
and  lay  vigorous  siege  to  the  Capital,  whilst  we 
may." 

In  pursuance  of  this  resolution,  all  the  forces  then  in 
Wicklow,  along  with  those  which  had  remained  at 
Castle  Kevin,  were  drawn  together,  and  marched  in 
the  course  of  a  few  days  towards  Dublin;  the  whole, 
when  united,   amounting  to  upwards  of  seven  thou- 
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ssi,n4  men,  aUbough  all  of  these  were  not  equally  eifec- 
tivOy  ib^  natiye   troops  being  mnch   more  suited  to 
mounti^a  warfare,  than  fitted  to  be  of  service  in  main- 
ts^ining  a:  regular  siege ;  however,  they  had  a  tolerable 
supply  of  artillery  and  war  engines ;  emissaries  were 
immediately  despatched  into  the  country,  to  call  in  all 
the  population  able  to  bear  arms ;  and  the  Countess  and 
^lilior  sent  to   Maynooth,  as  a  place  of  security,  it 
being  the  strongest  fortification  then  in  possession  of 
the  Geraldines,  and  sufficiently  near  to  the  Capital  for 
oonstaat  communication  with  the  besieging  Army. 

Elinor,  as  the  first  shock  of  her  affliction  abated, 
awakened  to  a  stronger  sense  of  repentance  for  the 
folly  of  her  late  conduct ;  she  was  fully  sensible,  that 
although  both   force  and   fraud  had  been  employed 
towards  her,  yet,  still  if  she  had  not  sufilered  herself 
to   be  blinded  by   the  illusion  of  an  overwhelming 
attachment,  such  force  and  fraud  could  not  ultimately 
have  been  of  any  avail.    She  had  deceived  herself,  or 
rather,   young  and  inexperienced  as  she  was.  Lord 
Grey's  specious  manners  had  deceived  her — she  ad- 
mired as  much  as  she  loved  him — ^her  imagination  was 
exalted — she  knew  nothing  of  the  flat  realities  of  lif»; 
and  in  beholding  the  poetry  of  romance  yet  subsisting 
in  married  life,  in  the  attachment  between  the  Earl 
and  Countess  of  Desmond,  the  visionary  dreamer  knew 
not  why  such  felicity  should  not  also  be  her  lot :  she 
was  lovely,  and  worthy  of  being  beloved, — ^but,  alas,  she 
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had  erred  widely  in  her  choice — that  heart  which  would 
have  known  how  to  value  ber's,  had  been  offered  and 
rejected — she  had  cast  herself  away,  and  awakened, 
when  too  late,  to  the  bitter  sensation  that  all  was  for 
her  finished — ^that  she  had  nothing  more  left  to  hope, 
or  to  fear — the  future  was  a  blank. 

*•  Oh,  my  Mother  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  can  you  pity 
and  pardon  your  penitent  heart-'broken  child — look 
kindly  on  me,  tender  mother — a  sleepless  sorrow  eats 
away  my  life — my  youth  is  blasted  early — too  early, — 
never  again  shall  the  flower  which  the  blighting  wind 
hath  stricken,  lift  its  faded  head — even  your  tears  fall 
ip  vain  to  refresh  it — ^it  is  withered,  and  can  bloom  no 
more," 

'^  My  child,"  returned  the  Countess,  fondly  casting 
her  arms  around  her,  **  speak  not  thus  wildly — for  thee, 
my  Elinor,  much  of  happiness  may  yet  be  in  store,  if  thou 
dost  not  wilfully  cast  it  from  thee.  Thy  error  and  mis- 
take has  been  severely,  it  may  seem  to  thee  too  severely 
punished,  yet  brighter  prospects  open  to  thy  view — 
forget  an  ingrate  who  did  not  merit  the  possession  of 
thy  gentle  heart — there  are  others  in  the  world  who 
will  not  deceive." 

"  No,"  replied  Elinor,  **  my  visions  of  happiness 
are  for  ever  past — my  sun  is  setting  to  rise  no  more — 
you,  at  least,  my  Mother,  will  remember  and  weep  for 
me.  I  feel  my  life  will  be  short,  and  I  pray  that  its 
termination  may  be  hastened — hush,  hush,  tell  me  not 
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tfaat  such  prayers  are  sinful ;  there  are  sorrows  from 
which  there  is  no  repose,  but  in  the  graVe — and  when 
I  gaze  on  the  fresh  green  sod,  I  long  impatiently  to 
find  there  a  resting  place  for  my  aching  head." 

The  Countess,  seeing  that  in  the  present  temper  of 
Elinor's  mind  argument  would  be  useless,  prudently 
desisted;  trusting  that  time,  the  soother  of  youthful 
sorrows,  wouid  lay  his  healing  hand  on  her ;  and  sought 
only,  by  redoubled  tenderness  and  caresses,  to  soften 
the  bitterness  of  the  feeling  which  had  taken  possession 
of  her  mind — a  feeling  of  self-reproach,  mingled  with 
tfaat  of  having  been  unjustly  treated ;  perhaps  the 
most  unmanageable  description  of  affliction,  either  by 
oneself  or  others,  which  ever  entered  into  the  human 
mind.  Of  this  affliction,  Elinor  had  drank  to  the  yery 
dregs — her  much  famed  beauty  was  rapidly  fading 
away ;  her  bloom,  her  brilliancy,  had  vanished ;  her 
heavy  eyes  sought  the  ground,  and  her  pallid  and 
trembling  lips  were  never  unclosed,  even  to  the  sem- 
blance of  a  smile. 

To  see  her  thus  hopeless,  and  to  have  no  power  to 
console  her,  added  a  fresh  pang  to  the  many  which 
already  preyed  on  the  Countess :  the  conversation 
which  had  taken  place  between  her  and  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Dublin,  had  made  an  impression  on  her 
mind  never  to  be  effaced ;  for  although  she  had  at 
the  time  defied  him  with  so  much  spirit,  and  repelled 
the  ignominious  idea  of  submission,  in  the  name  of  her 
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husband  and  nephew,  yet,  in  the  solitude  of  her 
dungeon,  she  had  with  anguish  recalled  the  statement 
made  by  him,  of  the  power  of.  England,  and  the 
futility  of  the  efforts  then  making  to  emancipate 
Ireland  ;  and  she  well  knew  that  in  the  event  of  those 
efforts  failing,  his  threat  of  bringing  the  Earl  of 
Desmond  and  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald  to  the  scaffold, 
would  be  too  surely  executed. 

Although,  never  f<»r  a  moment  regretting  what  had 
been  done,  or  entertaining  the  slightest  wish  that  they 
should  submit  or  compromise,  yet  her  daily  thoughts, 
her  nightly  dreams  were  haunted  by  the  fearful  images 
which  the  relentless  Alan  had  presented  to  her  eyes — 
the  spell  which  had  bound  her  soul  was  broken — ^the 
proud  anticipation   of   liberty,   however  hardly   pur- 
chased by  the  efforts  of  those  heroic  sons  of  the  soil, 
was  for  ever  dissipated — she  felt  convinced  that  success 
was  impossible — ^retreat,  disgraceful — oh,  nev^  might 
that  "  withering  blot" — disgrace,  rest  upon  the  names 
of  Desmond  and  Fitzgerald— once  entered  on  the  way, 
they  must  proceed,  and  die  martyrs  to  the  dazzling 
vision  which  had  vainly  lured    them  on.     In   mute 
anguish,  she  beheld  the  predestined  victims  hurrying  to 
their  fate,  and  mourned  that  her  sex  debarred  her  from 
the  high,  the  glorious  prerogative  of  dying  by  their 
side;  of  mingling  her  last  sigh  with  those  free-born 
spirits,  who,  even  in  death,  would  cast  their  mantle 
behind  them,  leaving  to  their  descendants  the  dear 
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bought  legacy  of  hope  and  vengeance.  Alas !  the 
could  not  foresee  the  countless  years  those  descendants 
were  fated  to  continue  outcasts  and  slaves ;  the  torrents 
of  blood  to  be  shed  in  the  holiest  cause  for  which  sword 
was  ever  wielded  ;  the  innumerable  victims  whose  cries 
for  justice  were  unheard  on  earth,  but  registered  in 
Heaven. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats, 
You  are  their  heir — 

The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins. 

Lord  Grey,  on  his  entrance  into  the  Capital,  had 
scarcely  assumed  his  dignity  as  Viceroy,  and  inspected 
the  reinforcements,  so  opportunely  arrived  under  the 
command  of  Sir  William  Brereton,  when  the  City 
was  closely  invested  on  all  sides  by  the  insurgent  Army, 
which  had,  to  all  appearance,  greatly  the  advantage  in 
respect  to  numbers;  numbers,  which  were  every  day 
increasing,  since  men  flocked  in  thousands  to  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald's  standard  from  the  country  which 
could  no  longer  maintain  its  population,  since  it  had 
been  laid  waste  and  desolate  by  the  English  forces  in 
the  preceding  autumn;  all  the  corn  and  produce  of  the 
land  ravaged  by  fire;  and  such  quantities   of  cattle 
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destroyed,  that  the  Irish  Commanders  saw,  too  plainly, 
the  necessity  of  carrying  the  Capital  immediately  by 
the  force  and  weight  of  numbers,  or  abandoning  the 
attempt  altogether,  and  dispersing  an  Army  which 
they  had  no  possible  means  of  feeding  for  any  length  of 
time, 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  most  vigorous  prepa- 
tions  were  carried  on,  both  night  and  day,  for  the 
purpose  of  effecting  a  practicable  breach,  and  carrying 
the  place  by  storm;  and,  on  the  other  side,  O'Kelly, 
anxious  to  retrieve,  in  some  degree^  the  misfortunes 
occasioned  by  his  folly  and  misconduct,  strained  every 
nerve  to  make  himself  useful  to  the  Garrison;  and 
actually  contrived  to  render  such  services,  that, 
although  Lord  Grey,  and  every  one  else,  from  time  to 
time,  cursed  him  as  an  unprincipled  knave,  and  a  trou- 
blesome blockhead,  still  it  was  found  that  they  could 
not  do  without  him.  He  was  perpetually  in  the  Irish 
Camp,  in  various  disguises,  taking  care,  however,  to 
keep  away  from  the  penetrating  eye  of  Lord  Thomas ; 
who,  although  he  had  suffered  the  knavish  Spy  to 
escape  with  impunity  from  Glendalough,  might  not 
always  be  in  so  lenient  a  humour. 

O'Kelly,  therefore,  preferred  taking  his  observations 
on  and  about  the  Earl  of  Desmond's  position,  whom  he 
found  quite  sufficiently  credulous,  and  easily  imposed 
on  to  answer  all  his  purposes ;  and  he  began  to  think, 
that  were  such  a  plan  expedient,  he  need  not  despair  of 
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oblaiiiing  a  passport  from  the  Earl,  oven  into  the  for- 
tress of  Ma3rnodth9  in  the  character  of  an  itinerant 
merchant. 

Each  evening  was  speiit  in  this  w&y  in  the  midst  of 
the  besieging  Army,  and  each  momiDg  he  btought 
intelligence  to  the  English  Commander  of  the  projected 
movements;  by  this  means  the  intentions  of  the  Irish 
Chieftains  were  repeatedly  foiled;  mines,  which  had 
been  skilfully  and  ^urtfully  laid,  were  discotered  and 
destroyed,  ere  the  appointed  hour  for  explosion;  and 
time,  thus  fatally  wasted,  amidst  the  hotrors  of  an 
approaching  famine,  which  must  shortly  render  nerveless 
the  most  powerful  arm^  and  level,  in  one  fearful  bro- 
therhood, both  the  Vassal  and  his  Chieftain. 

This  could  not  last;  O'Kelly  became  extremely 
apprehensive  that  his  personal  safety  would  be  griev- 
ously compromised  if  he  were  discovered;  aii  event 
which  he  was  conscious  must  take  place  sooner  or  later; 
for  even  the  single  minded  Earl  must  be  awate,  that  so 
much  mischief  could  not  be  effected  without  an  Agent, 
and  suspicion  must,  in  the  end,  inevitably  fall  upon 
him.  On  Lord  Grey,  then,  proposing  another  voyage 
of  discovery,  the  heretofore  ready  tool  demurred,  say- 
ing, with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders — 

"  I'feaks>  myLordi^ip,  its  time  for  sottiebody  else's 
life  to  be  put  in  jeopardy ; — ^hav'tit  I  been  keepin  thim 
rebels  off  now  these  fifteen  days,  an  is'nt  thim  nigh 
hand  starved;   atin   their  dead  horses  now,   an  the 
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Chiefs  fairin  no  better  nor  the  poorest  runner  about 
the  Camp ;  but  the  devil  a  bit  their  spirit  flags  for  all 
that — an  fight  they  ivill  while  there'is  a  man  can  stan 
on  his  legs." 

**  I  doubt  not  their  inclination/'  replied  Lord  Grey ; 
*'  yet,  as  you  d.escribe  their  numbers ,  and  the  scarcity 
of  provision  which  every  day  increases,  it  is  evident, 
that  if  we  could  keep  off  an  assault,  even  for  a  short 
time,  they  must  inevitably  disperse ;  although  I  well 
credit  their  ability  to  live  on  less,  and  on  worse  food, 
than  any  other  nation  in  the  universe." 

**  In  the  one  place,"  he  continued,  addressing  his 
Officers,  **  where  the  enemy  has  elSected  a  breach,  we 
are  tolerably  prepared,  should  he  attempt  an  assault, 
by  the  inner  wall  and  ditch  which  have  been  con- 
structed in  that  spot;  yet  am  I  most  unwilling  to  shed 
more  blood  unnecessarily,  and  waste  the-  lives  of  hifi 
Majesty's  faithful  subjects,  against  this  wretched 
rabble,  this  miserable  mob  of  half  clothed,  half  starved 
wretches ;  who  must,  if  we  can  keep  them  at  bay  for  a 
while,  either  die  of  hunger,  or  disperse  to  their  native 
wildernesses." 

"  All  that  would  be  mighty  fine  talkin,  my  Lord- 
ship," returned  O'Kelly,  **  if  it  was  to  be  any  use, 
but  its  little  good  ye'er  thrustin  poor  O 'Kelly  out 
fva  a  stop  gap  ;--4ts  O'Kelly  must  ^  all  the  work,  an 
take  all  the  danga*,  an  fur  nothin  at  all  at  all ;  fur  if  I 
was  cut  in  twenty  halves,  lui  hanged  up  as  high  as  the 
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moon,  an  assault  they  will  make — ^ye  might  as  well 
thry  to  stop  all  the  devils  in  Hell — so  ye  may  just  as 
well  fight  it  out  sooner  as  later,  for  fight  ye  must." 

Lord  Grey  bit  his  lips ;  the  fellow's  iusolence  was 
almost  too  much  for  bis  patience,  and  he  wanted  not 
inclination  himself  to  perform  the  hangman's  office; 
but  the  Spy  could  not  be  spared,  and  the  ruffian  knew 
it  well. 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Lord  Deputy,  once  more 
addressing  his  Officers,  '*  the  hour  has  arrived  when  I 
must  call  on  you  to  display  your  zeal  and  courage 
against  the  enemies,  both  of  your  Ring,  and  of  your 
own  interests  : — let  the  efforts  of  treason  and  re- 
bellion against  this  loyal  City  be  rendered  vain, — let 
those  self*erected  Chieftains  and  Leaders  of  ia.  tumul- 
tuous rabble  feel  the  power  of  skill  and  discipline, 
where  there  is  open  ground^  and  a  fair  field.  If  their 
troops  be  more  numerous  than  ours,  yet  they  are  com- 
posed of  miserable  serfs,  the  half  of  whom  are  only 
now  present,  and  ready  to  hazard  their  lives,  in  order 
to  avoid  a  more  certain  death  by  starvation,  in  that 
desolate  country,  where  our  victorious  army  has 
already  destroyed  all  means  of  human  support.  To 
you.  Gentlemen,  and  to  the  gallant  English  veterans 
in  this  Garrison,  do  1  look  for  effectual  support  in 
resisting  this  disloyal  mob. — To  you,  of  illustrious 
birth,  and  unsullied  honour,  heading  the  brave  English 
yeomen,  do  I  trust  for  a  signal  and  glorious  victory. 
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over  a  wild  herd  of  disorderly  rebels,  without  clothings 
without  arms,  and  without  food ;  only  spurred  to  this 
hopeless  undertaking  by  the  desperate  fortunes  of  their 
proscribed  Leaders." 

This  oration  received  the  most  unqualified  applause 
from  all  Lord  Grey's  auditors;  the  English  Officers 
assured  him,  that  *'  they  were  ready  to  shed  the^ast 
drop  of  their  blood  in  his  Majesty's  service,  and  for 
the  defence  of  the  kingdom ;"  but  they  took  care  not 
to  mention  that  which  was  in  every  man's  mind, 
namely,  the  hope  of  a  sufficient  share  in  the, confiscated 
property  of  the  Irish  Leaders,  whom  all  looked  on  as 
devoted  men. 

And  those  Irish  Leaders,  and  their  gallant  followers, 
Lord  Grey  affected  to  despise,  although  he  had  so 
lately  escaped  from  their  hands  with  the  loss  of  all  but 
life :  now  that  he  was  by  a  strange  turn  of  fortune, 
from  a  helpless  and  wounded  fugitive,  wandering 
amidst  wild  mountains  and  trackless  woods,  under  the 
.guidance  of  a  man,  whose  presence  he  barely  from 
necessity  endured,  once  more  on  the  top  of  the  wheel ; 
he  forgot,  that  in  treating  such  Leaders,  and  such 
army,  with  contempt,  he  aggravated  his  own  disgrace 
in  having  been  by  them  routed,  almost  to  the  exter- 
mination of  the  troops  entrusted  to  his  command. 
Those  Leaders,  and  that  army,  were,  on  their  side, 
working  with  all  the  vigour  and  enthusiasm  of  men 
whose  all   was   at  stake — ^home,   country,   liberty,— 
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without  these  they  considered  life  as  valueless;  and 
not  a  man,  amongst  the  thousands  there  assembled^ 
that  was  not  willing  to  lay  down  his  individual  exist- 
ence for  this  so  holy  a  cause. 

The  time  and  place  of  assault  had  been  deterinined, 
and  the  besiegers  were  unconscious  of  both  having 
been  betrayed  to  the  besieged  through  the  means  of 
O'Kelly.  The  walls  had  been  attacked  in  many 
places,  in  order  to  divert  the  enemy ;  but,  from  Lord 
Thomas's  previous  knowledge  of  the  interior  of  the 
City,  on  one  only  did  they  hope  to  make  much  impres- 
sion ;  and  to  this  spot,  on  the  Spy's  information,  the 
besieged  collected  all  their  force  and  artillery. 

Two  hours  before  day-^break,  on  the  morning  of  the 
18th  of  January,  all  within  the  Irish  Camp  wfts  in 
movement:  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  at  the  head  of 
his  Clan,  prepared  to  lead  the  assault. 

*'  Friends,  countrymen,  fellow  soldiers,"  he  ad- 
dressed them,  *'  and  you,  Geraldines,  Clansmen  of  the 
murdered  Rildare,  his  son  invokes  your  aid; — the 
choice  is  before  you  ;-^to  be  a  nation  of  freemen,  led 
only  by  Chiefs  of  your  own  race,  of  your  own  blood — 
or  the  bondsmen  and  slaves  of  a  foreign  tyranny. 
Masters  of  the  sea,  reinforcements  and  provisions  arrive 
every  day  for  the  support  of  the  English  Garrison ; — ^we 
have  nothing  to  expect  but  from  our  own  exertions,  and 
our  own  valour ; — ^we  are  lost,  if  we  do  not  save  our- 
selves;— for  God,  and  our  country,  for  our  homes,  and 
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for  out  hearths,  do  we  struggle ; — our  enemy  for  {blunder, 
and  to  become,  by  our  extermination,  undisturbed 
pd^esisdrs  of  this  our  beautiful  land.*  Let  the  motive 
sanctify  the  means; — come  on, my  brothers,  follow  me 
to  victory; — the  Capital  of  your  country  is  before  you, 
4h  the  hand  of  a  foreign  foe  ; — ^let  us  wrest  it  front  his 
grasp,  and  We  are  once  more  the  Lords  of  our  own 
soil." 

The  only  answer  to  this  address  Was  the  wild  and 
terrific  war-cry ;  the  Irish  rushed  to  the  assault,  headed 
by  their  gallant  Chieftain,  and  the  various  batteries 
from  the  City  played  in  vain  on  these  determined  men ; 
their  scaling  ladders  were  applied  to  the  hill  of  stones 
and  rubbish,  which  their  oWh  cannon  had  brou^t 
down  from  the  upper  patt  of  the  wall,  and  which  now 
lay  before  it  like  a  barricado. 

Lord  Grey  was  himself  on  the  breach,  acting  in  the 
double  capacity  of  Soldier  and  Commander;  his 
Officers,  under  his  eyes,  and  by  his  example,  crowded 
abound,  making  a  rampart  of  their  bodies  against  the 
furious  assailants  :  some  overthrew  the  ladders,  others 
slung  heavy  masses  of  stone,  fire  works,  and  boiling 
oil ; — all  made  battle,  and  a  resistance  which  seemed 
almost  beyond  human  force. 

The  Irish  recoiled  not — ^retreated  not— if  the  English 
overthrew  some  from  the  ladders,  they  were  instatitiy 
replaced  by  others,  eager  for  room  to  mount.    Those 

•  Vide  any  History  of  Ireland. 
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who  could  not  attain  to  the  most  dangerous  and  most 
sought  for  posts^  battered  the  breach  with  war-engines, 
and  sent  flights  of  arrows  from  the  foot  of  the  wall ; 
or  with  hooks,  fastened  to  cord  which  they  threw  on 
the  English,  endeavoured  to  drag  them  to  the  ground. 
It  would  be  vain  to  recount  all  the  acts  of  determined 
valour  performed  by  every  individual  on  both  sides — 
Lord  Thomas  had  succeeded  in  gaining  the  breach,  by 
mounting  on  the  shoulders  and  bodies  of  his  impetuous 
Gallowglasses,  and  cheered  them  on  in  their  fearful 
struggle. 

This  scene  of  carnage  was  lighted;  but  by  the  explo- 
sion of  fire-works  and  hand-grenades,  the  foe-men 
could  scarcely  distinguish  each  other,  and  struck  at 
random,  or  only  guided  by  the  different  war-cries  of 
each  nation;  when  the  English  suddenly  retreating, 
the  young  Geraldine,  who  found  his  efforts  to  pursue 
impeded  by  a  rampart  of  dead  bodies,  had  scarcely 
surmounted  this  obstacle,  when  the  bloody  scene  was 
further  enlightened  by  an  explosion  and  blaze,  pro- 
ceeding from  one  of  the  City  gates,  which  the  Earl  of 
Desmond,  and  Redmond  O'CarroU,  had  succeeded  in 
setting  on  fire. 

By  this  light.  Lord  Thomas  discovered  that  the 
enemy  had  only  retreated  behind  an  inner  ditch  and 
wall,  lately  constructed  within  the  breach,  rendering 
his  apparent  victory  useless,  and  leaving  all  to  be  done 
over  again.     Still  he  was  master  of  the  breach,  and 
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fresh  troops  of  his  own  had  crowded  around  him,  clear- 
ing away  the  dead  which  impeded  -their  progress,  and 
preparing  to  attack  the  inner  wall  and  descend  into  the 
town,  which  lay  considerably  below  the  foundation  of 
the  outer  one,  when  the  besieged  made  an  unexpected 
rally,  and  became,  in  their  turn,  the  assailants  ;  mount- 
ing from  within  to  attack  the  elevated  position  of  their 
enemy,  who  repulsed  them  by  vollies  of  harquebuss 
shot,  and  flights  of  arrows,  and  by  rolling  down  loose 
stones  which  lay  scattered  on  the  breach. 

The  English  were  at  first  beaten  back  by  so 
vigorous  a  resistance,  and  numbers  were  crushed 
beneath  the  weight  of  the  enormous  stones,  hurled 
down  on  them  by  the  exasperated  Irish ;  but  Lord 
Grey,  although  more  than  once  overthrown,  again 
rallied  his  men,  and  returned  to  the  charge,  animated 
by  the  sight  of  Lord  Thomas,  still  standing  unhurt  on 
the  wall ;  and,  by  the  most  incredible  exertions,  at 
length  reached  the  level  spot  occupied  by  his  enemy. 

Then  the  combat  became  more  equal — the  English 
and  Irish  mingled  through  each  other,  and  with  reci- 
procal fury  :  all  were  equally  determined  to  fight  and  to 
conquer;  one  party  struggling  to  preserve  their  first 
advantage,  and  the  others  to  drive  them  from  a  posi- 
tion, on  the  regaining  of  which  the  preservation  of  the 
Capital  depended.  Lord  Thomas,  on  perceiving  the 
efforts  made  by  the  Deputy  to  close  with  him,  sprang 
forwards,  with  equal  vehemence,  to  meet  his  rival. 
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During  this  time,  the  Earl  of  Desmond  was  carrying 
all  before  bim  in  the  lower  part  of  the  City ;  the  com- 
bat was  both  obstinate  and  bloody ;  the  cries  of  those 
who  sought  to  avoid  the  fire  which  surrounded  them, — 
the  noise  and  smoke  of  cannon, — and  the  groans  and 
lamentations  of  the  wounded,  added  to  the  horrors  of 
the  night,  but  checked  not  the  fury  of  the  contest — 
victory  seemed  to  attend  his  progress,  until  Sir  William 
Brereton,  at  the  head  of  a  carps  de  reserve  of  fresh 
troops,  which  had  not  yet  been  engaged,  charged  with 
such  skill  and  impetuosity,  that  the  Irish,  mostly  raw 
and  undisciplined  countrymen,  were  unable  to  sustain 
the  steady  attack  of  regular  troops  on  equal  ground. 

In  vain  the  Earl,  although  ably  assisted,  both  by 
Redmond,  and  his  brother^  the  Chieftain  O'Carroll, 
returned  repeatedly  to  the  charge,  with  all  whom  he 
could  rally— *the  bravest,  who  Would  not  forsake,  fell 
by  his  side — the  rest  were  thrown  back  in  confusion, 
and  the  Earl,  dangerously  wounded,  was,  with  his 
Officers,  reluctantly  obliged  to  retreat,  in  order  to 
avoid  falling  as  prisoners  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

The  moment  Redmond  had  seen  the  wounded  Earl 
conveyed  in  safety  without  the  City  gate,  he  ran 
eagerly  towards  the  breach  where  Lord  Thomas  had 
been  engaged  ;  but  there,  also,  he  found  that  his 
countrymen  had  sustained  a  repulse-^-all  were  retreat- 
ing, bearing  in  the  midst  their  yoting  and  gallant 
Chieftain,  who,  at  the  moment  when  victory  seemed 
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within  his  grtop,  and  that  he  had  wounded,  mastered 
the  sword,  and  seized  the  person  of  Lord  Grey,  was 
strack  from  behind  by  the  treacherous  O 'Kelly,  and 
fell  senseless,  and  bathed  in  blood,  into  the  arms  of 
his  Clansmen ;  who,  with  loud  lamentations  over  their 
fallen  Chief,  instantly  abandoned  their  conquest  and 
pHsoner,  to  bear  away  the  seemingly  lifeless  body  of 
him,  without  whose  presence  and  orders  they  looked 
upon  every  effort  of  their  own  as  unavailing. 

Thus  deprived  of  both  leaders,  the  Irish  Army  pre- 
sented a  scene  of  confusion  impossible  to  describe;  and 
had  the  English  General  then  commanded  a  sortie, 
they  would  scarcely  have  met  with  resistance  :  but 
neither  the  Deputy,  or  Sir  William  Brereton,  knew  of 
the  great  advantage  they  had  gained,  by  both  the  prin- 
cipal Commanding  Officers  of  their  opponents  being 
disabled ;  and  although  O'Kelly  proposed  a  sally,  at 
the  moment  when  Lord  Thomas'fell,  Lord  Grey,  who 
was  himself  wounded,  and  had  not  yet  heard  of  the 
victory  gained  by  his  second  in  command,  in  another 
part  of  the  town  ;  and,  besides,  having  suffered  so 
severely  before,  by  following  O'Kelly's  advice,  was 
but  little  disposed  to  listen  to  him  now. 

The  Irish  Army  was  then  suffered  to  retreat,  unpUt- 
siied — and  sorrowfully  \vas  the  dawn  of  that  morning 
hailed,  which  all  had  believed  was  to  witness  their 
triumphal  entry  into  the  capital  City  of  their  native 
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land.  On  that  day,  mournful  bands  of  fugitives  were 
seen  retreating  towards  the  mountains,  in  whose  woods 
and  caverns  they  might  find  shelter,  but  not  food.  . 

<<  We  are  cold  an  hungry/'  said  one  to  another^ 
*'  an  thim  that  would  be  willin  to  help  uz,  is  lyin  09 
their  sad  an  sick  bed,  an  may  be  it'll  be  long  afore 
they'll  rise  aff  o'  it  again.  Och  hone !  the  weary 
day  whin  the  Chiefs  o'  the  world  is  helpless  an  bleedin^ 
and  wbin'll  they  be  able  to  head  their  people  agin— 
its  now  we  may  ate  grass  like  the  bastes  o'  the  field, 
an  little  o'  that  sure  is  lift  uz — has'nt  the  Saxons 
burnt  all  afore  thim,  an  there's  none  to  help  or  com- 
fort  us  now." 

With  these  lamentations,  too  just  and  true,  the 
most  part  of  the  crowds,  who  had  so  short  a  time 
before  flocked  to  the  banners  of  the  Chieftains,  dis- 
persed slowly  and  sadly  through  the  country. 

The  more  regular  part  of  their  personal  followers 
conveyed  the  wounded  leaders  to  Maynooth,  and  their 
slow  and  precarious  recovery  was  awaited  with  intense 
anxiety,  since  every  hour  diminished  the  scanty  stock 
of  provision  with  which  the  garrison  was  furnished; 
and  the  country,  although  open  around,  was  unable  to 
furnish  any  relief. 

The  ground  was  covered  with  snow ;  and  the  English 
within  the  City  of  Dublin  considered  their  own 
comforts  with  double  satisfaction,  in  contemplating  the 
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state  of  the  hopeless  and  starving  people,  whom  they» 
the  invaders  and  usurpers  of  the  soil,  had  driven  to  this 
awful  extremity;  the  people  who  had  asked  for 
^'  bread,  and  had  been  given  a  stone,"  who  had  de- 
manded only  justice  and  the  rights  of  fellowship,  and 
had  in  return  been  hunted  like  wild  beasts, — those 
people,  possessed  of  a  beauty  of  person,  and  vigour  of 
mind,  far  beyond  their  more  civilized  Conquerors, 
were  treated  like  beings  of  an  inferior  grade  in  the 
scale  of  Creation  ;  and  when  they  turned  against  such 
treatment,  and  demanded  justice  and  equal  privileges, 
were  hooted  at  as  rebels  and  traitors  to  their  lawful 
and  legitimate  rulers. 

And  this  system  (the  same  practised  with  more  com- 
plete success  by  the  Spaniards  in  the  western  world;) 
avowedly  for  the  purpose  of  exterminating  the  abori- 
ginal inhabitants,  and  planting  English  settlers  on  the 
land  thus  rendered  vacant.* 

But  Lord  Grey  was  too  restless  and  zealous  in  his 
cause,  to  suffer  his  army  long  to  enjoy  their  quiet 
winter  quarters.  From  the  information  brought  by 
his  scouts  of  the  general  state  of  the  country,  and  of 
the  severe  and  dangerous  wounds  which  had  incapaci- 
tated both  the  Earl  and  Lord  Thomas  from  action,  he 
soon  repented  the  not  having  followed  O'Kelly's 
advice  of  pursuing  his  victory  at  the  moment,  when 
the  fortune  of  the  day  first  turned  in  his  favour ;  and 

*  Vide  any  Histoiy  of  Ireland. 
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now  determined,  notwithstanding  the  seyerity  of  thie 
weather y  to  draw  hb  forces  around  Maynooth,  and 
endeavour  to  force  the  Garrison  to  a  capitulation  on 
his  own  terms,  ere  the  Earl  of  Desmond  and  Lord 
Thomas  Fitagerald  were  sufficiently  recovered  to 
interfere. 
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The  times  have  been. 


That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die ; 

but  now,  they  rise  again, 

With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Oh  for  a  tongue  to  cane  the  slave, 

Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight, 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave, 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might. 

The  interior  of  the  town  and  Castle  of  Mayndoth 
presented  a  scene  of  hopeless  despondency,  which  the 
Countess  sought  in  vain  to  cheer ;  she  passed  from  one 
sick  couch  to  another,  soothing  the  irritation  of  the 
wounded  men,  endeayouring  to  screen  from  their  eyes 
the  forlorn  prospects  without,  until  they  were  in  a 
fitter  state  to  bear  the  view ;  and  seeking  to  encourage 
them  by  holding  forth  hopes  of  relief  which  she  was 
far  from  feeling  herself. 

VOL,   II.  B 
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She  Buperintended  the  dealing  out  of  the  scanty ' 
stock  of  provisions  yet  remaining,  to  the  Garrison  and 
inhabitants  of  the  town ;  and  by  her  advice,  Redmond 
O'Carroll,  with  a  small  tro<^  of  horse,  set  forth  on  a 
foraging  party  to  Waterford,  where  they  had  informa- 
tion that  a  supply  of  provisions  could  be  obtained.     It 
was  during  his  absence,  that  the  town  was  invested  by 
the  English ;  and  the  Countess  agreed  with  the  Chief- 
tain O 'Carroll,  on  whom  the  command  of  the  Garrison 
had  for  the  present  devolved,  to  conceal  this  aggrava- 
tion of  their  calamities,  as  long  as  it  was  possible  from 
the  Earl  and   Lord  Thomas,  until  their  strength  was 
sufficiently  restored,  to  enable  them  to  join  in  what- 
ever measures  might  be  considered  necessary  for  its 
defence. 

Parese  had  taken  up  his  station  by  the  bedside  of 
his  young  Lord;  and  by  his  unceasing  attentions, 
seemed,  in  some  degree,  once  more  to  have  won  his 
favour,  and  obtained  his  confidence;  but  the  Coun- 
tess, feeling  a  distrust  and  dislike,  which  she  sought 
not  to  disguise  or  controul^  perpetually  warned  Lord 
Thomas  to  beware  of  a  man,  who  wore  the  stamp  of 
falsehood  and  treachery  impressed  on  his  brow. 

''I  cannot .  ehiise  but  tremble,  when  I  look  at  tiiat 
man,"  she  said,  addressing  Alice,  as  they  passed  one 
evening  from  the  apartment  of  Lord  Thomas  to  that  of 
the  Earl ;  **  and  Thomas,  by  the  force  of  habit,  although 
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in  all  other  respects  so  quick  and  clear  sighted,  is 
infatuated  to  a  degree  oi  trusting  blindness,  at  which  I 
shudder." 

**  An  thrue  fur  ye,  my  Lady,"  replied  Alice,  "  its 
little  he'd  mind,  that  same  Parese,  cuttin  all  the 
throats  of  uz,  if  so  the  humour  tuk  him,  that  it  would 
be  of  any  sarvice  to  himself — ^an  may  be  he's  afther 
no  good,  whin  he  goes  every  night  to  one  place  on  the 
ramparts,  an  shoots  off  one  arrow.  The  sorro  more— 
and  what  id  be  the  use  o'  that  'gainst  the  Saxons  ? 
ony  mischief —just  for  somethin  wrong." 

*'  Undoubtedly,  Alice,"  rejoined  the  Countess,  **  I 
ought  to  have  been  informed  of  this  before ;  his  steps 
must  be  watched." 

**  Shure,  an  my  Lady  dear,"  cried  the  Nurse,  **  I 
tould  ye  as  soon  as  evir  I  knowed  myself— its  ony  a 
while  ago  Rosy  brought  me  word— an  one  below 
tould  her." 

**  Go  then  immediately,"  replied  the  Countess, 
**  and  let  the  Chieftain  O'Carroll  be  informed  that  I 
wish  to  speak  with  him  now — ^this  night." 

Whilst  Alice  departed  to  deliver  this  message,  the 
'Countess  proceeded  to  the  apartment  of  the  Earl,-  once 
more  to  solicit  what  he  had  already  peremptorily 
refused,  that  Elinor  should  be  restored  to  her  husband. 
They  were  now  fully  informed  that  Lord  Grey  was 
living,  and,  certainly,  in  a  situation  more  fitted   to 
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protect  her,  than  they^  her  parents,  were  likely  to  be — ^ 
of  how  very  desperate  their  prospects  had  become,  the 
Earl  was  not  altogether  aware;  bat  still  he  knew 
enonghy  it  appeared  to  the  tender  Mother,  to  authorise 
her  repeating  her  intreaties  for  permission  to  remoYe 
one,  so  little  fitted  to  bear  up  against  hardships,  from 
a  situation,  in  which  an  accumulation  of  every  kind 
incident  to  warfare,  seemed  likely  to  ensue ;  but  the 
Earl  continued  inflexible. 

**  Never !"  he  exclaimed,  ''  never  shall  that  relent- 
less ruffian  regain  his  victim — at  least,  whilst  I  am 
living — ^whatever  hardships,  thou,  Margaret,  art  to  un- 
dergo, shall  also  be  her  lot ;  if  she  is  less  able,  or  less 
willing,  she  must  learn  from  thee — ^let  ber  follow  thy 
example." 

<<  Oh,  Gerald !"  exclaimed  the  Cpuntess,  ''  if  she 
should  indeed  follow  my  example,  never,  never,  shall 
that  example  teach  her,  under  any  circumstances^  to 
abandon  her  husband." 

•*  And  how,  Margaret,"  returned  the  Earl,  reproachr 
fully,  '*  in  what  part  of  my  conduct,  towards  thee  at 
least,  have  I  merited  to  be  thus  compared  to  Liord 
Grey  ?" 

"  My  father,"  cried  Elinor,  who,  leaning  against 
the  back  of  his  couch,  had  been  an  unobserved  auditor 
of  this  conversation,  ''  cease  to  contend  on  a  subject, 
on  which  I  am  quite  willing  to  join  myself  to  your 
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opinion.  Do  not  think  so  hardly,  either  of  my  resolu- 
tion, or  of  my  affection,  as  to  suppose,  that  I  would 
voluntarily  quit  you  at  this  time ; — ^believe  me,  I  seek 
no  other  lot  than  to  share  yours,  whatever  it  may  be« 
A4as !  my  day  dreams  are  over,  and  I  have  been  suffi- 
ciently punished  for  my  neglect  and  ingratitude ; 
but  still  recollect,  that,  at  the  moment  when  I  was 
spirited  away  from  you,  gloomy  as  your  prospects  were, 
they  yet  bore  a  somewhat  fairer  appearance  than  the 
present.  Oh,  trust  me,  believe  me;  had  those  fearful 
clouds  then  burst,  which  now  pour  down  all  their  wrath, 
nor  force,  nor  fraud,  could  ever  have  drawn  me  from 
your  side ; — ^indeed  I  was  deceived,  cruelly  deceived," 

**  What  has  past,  cannot  now  be  recalled,"  said  the 
Countess;  "and  recollect,  that  thy  duty  now  points 
-another  way.  My  child,  thou  art  bound  to  follow  the 
fortunes  of  him  who  is  thy  husband^  whether  good  or 
ill." 

Elinor  wept ;  she  thought  her  Mother  too  severe ; 
but  it  was  for  her  own  sake  that  the  Countess  wished 
lier  away — and  yet  more  for  that  of  Lord  Thomas ; 
who,  as  he  recovered,  must  once  more  unavoidably 
indulge  in  the  dangerous  pleasure  of  her  society. 
During  the  time  when  they  had  all  believed  in  the 
death  of  Lord  Grey,  both  the  £arl^  and  Countess,  had 
ebcouraged  their  young  kinsman,  in  forming  hopes  of 
one  day  conquering  the  reluctance  of  his  fair  Cousin 
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to  accept  his  hand ;  but  mom  those  Tiaions  were  at  an 
end ;  and  ail  who  remained  with,  and  adhered  to  their 
party,  nrast  look  forwards  to  personal  suffering  of  no 
common  kind;  and  as  she  gnced  on  Elinor's  faded 
cheeky  and  dimmed  eye,  she  fidt  assored,  that  a  short 
continuance  of  the  ^iriYatiotts  which  they  were  now 
actually  enduring,  would  end  the  brief  space  allotted 
to  the  fragile  being  drooping  before  her. 

Whilst  these  thoughts  were  p»MMpg  in  the  mind  of 
the  Countess,  and  that  she  paused  for  some  aigument 
to  induce  the  Eari  to  coincide  with  her  opinion,  Alice 
returned  from  her  embassy;  and  appeaong  at  the 
entrance  of  the  apartment,  with  rather. a  seared  coun- 
tenance, made  a  sign-for  het  Lady  to  foUoMr  her: 
when  they  were  out  of  the  Earl's  hearing,  ^e  said.— r 

"  My  Lady — O'CarroU,  the  Chieftain,  cant  comer— 
bekays  there's  somethin  wrong ;   myself  dos' nt  know 
what;  but  he's  gone  off  to  the  ramparts,   an  dant  . 
quit — an  he's  ordered  the  Castle  here  to  be  kept:  (|uite 
close,  an  no  one  to  stir  out  or  in." 

**  This  is  strange,  most  strange,"  replied  the  Goun<- 
tess,  **  what  can  he  expert? — there  has  been  no  laani- 
festation  of  any  design  to  attack — the  enemy  has> 
hitherto,  been  content  to  blockade  the  town,  without 
making  any  hostile  demonstration.  Alas !  he  knows 
too  well,  that  famine  will  full  soon  do  his  work,  with* 
out  further  trouble  on  his  part ; — perhaps,,  Alice,"  she 
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continued,  a»  a  suddea  thought  seemed  to  strike  her, 
^*  it  id  that  Redmoiid'has  retiiraed^  and  his  brother 
thinkis  i^igbt  to  make  a  salty,  in  ^^order  to  eover  his 
entrafioe.  U]^  to  i^  ramparts  on  the  tow-er,  and  look 
out^  fb^"  hi^  si^ial;- — ^he  pi'o^i^ed  to  lEinnounce  his 
approach  by  lighting  fires^  on  the  hills  as  he  passed. 
OhyGod^  grailt  he  may  be  retirrned ;  for,  indeed,  we 
are  hard  pressed.'* 

Aiiee  turned  t<^  obey  her  Lady,  arid  mount  the 
lower  stairs ;  but  the  Countess,  too  impatient  to  await 
the  NuraeV  tardy  moTemeitts>  herself  sprang  forwards^ 
and  tfQ  gaiMing*  the  rampart,  beheld  from  thence^  with 
transports  too:  great  for  utterance,  the  promised  signal 
fires,  glowing  on  the  neighbouring  hill  top« 

■•'.He-s  conain,  he's  conwn,"  cried  Alice;  **  long  life 
to  the  dartifiit-*-Oieh,  but  I  knew  he  was  the  boy  to  go 
through  tlttek  aiv  thin  to  cum  to  our  help,  when,  in 
troth,  we  want  it  sore ;  for  there's  worse  of  distress  an 
tooger,  an  misety  of  all  sorts  there  beyantm  the  town, 
than  eirer  l^e  peiople  let  on  to  tell  ye  my  Lady — ^not  to 
fret  yet  too  ttiu<^h,  out  an  out" 

The  Countess  sighed ;  die  kindly  meant  silence,  with 
respect  to  the  suffering  and  privation  endured  by  all 
classes,  had  not  had  much  effect  in  deceiving  her — she 
wIbU  knew  that  which  must  be,  without  enquiring  too 
closely ;  but  now,  if  Redmond  could  accomplish  enter- 
ing the  town>  a  temporary  relief,  at  least,  might  be 
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afforded.  Her  conviction  of  Redmond's  approach  was 
strengthened  by  obseiring,  that  all  the  troops  within 
the  town,  both  horse  and  foot,  were  hastily  assembling, 
and  evidently  preparing  for  a  sortie  from  the  principal 
gate.  In  the  enemy's  encampment  all  appeared  still 
and  quiet ;  a  few  lights  only  were  seen  moving^  lirom 
time  to  time,  amongst  the  tents  and  huts,  erected  in  the 
plain  which  surrounded  the  walls;  and  there  seemed 
every  reason  to  hope,  that  if  Redmond  and  his  troop 
came  on  with  rapidity,  his  brother's  sudden  irruption, 
with  all  the  force  of  the  Garrison,  would  throw  the 
enemy  into  sufficient  confusion,  to  allow  of  a  safe 
entrance  for  the  enterprising  foraging  party  and  its 
youthful  Commander — at  least,  so  thought  the  Coun- 
tess, as  she  attentively  watched  from  the  tower,  the 
proceedings  in  the  lower  part  of  the  town,  and  beheld, 
with  pleasure,  the  increasing  strength  of  the  signal  fires 
on  the  hill. 

Although  not  quite  comprehending  the  motive  of 
O'Carroll's  direction,  to  have  the  Castle  guarded,  and 
not  to  suffer  any  to  pass  out  or  in  from  the  town — the 
Countess  was  a  sufficiently  good  soldier  to  obey  with- 
out enquiry,  and  descended  to  see  that  hi&  order  had 
been  observed^  She  then  went  to  enquire  if  her 
wounded  patients  had  been  suffered  to  repose,  undis- 
turbedi  during  her  absence.  To  her  infinite  surprise 
and  concern^  she  found  them  both  aroused  by  some 
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•vague  reports  of  warfare,  which  had  been  whispered 
amongst  their  attendants ;  and  in  opposition  to  all  her 
remonstrances,  and  those  of  Alice,  they  insisted  on 
rising,  and,  at  least,  dressing  themselves,  although 
their  weakness  forbid  their  attempting  to  put  on 
armour. 

All  in  the  town  was  perfectly  still — the  Garrison 
had  sallied  forth  to  meet  Kedmond's  escort ;  only  a 
small  guard  had  been  left  in  the  Castle,  and  the  weak 
and  half-starved  inhaj[>itants  of  the  town  were  looking 
anxiously  for  the  return  of  their  protectors,  when  a 
sudden  explosion,  and  the  blowing  up  of  a  considerable 
part  of  the  wall,  and  one  of  the  fortified  towers,  near 
which  the  most  part  of  those  wretched  people  were 
assembled,  put  a  speedy  end  to  their  misery,  and,  at 
the  same  moment,  sent  a  conviction  to  the  hearts  of 
those  within  the  Castle,  that  they  were  betrayed. 

'*  Where  is  Parese  ?"  was  the  first  exclamation  of 
the  Countess,  when  the  terriffic  burst,  which  shook  the 
country  around  like  an  earthquake,  had  subsided,  and 
that  she  found  breath  for  utterance.  **  Where  is 
Parese  ?  if  he  is  not  amongst  us  in  the  Castle,  we  are 
lost — the  traitor  has  sold  the  town." 

"  Not  lost,  not  lost,"  cried  the  Earl;  **  not  lost," 
cried  Lord  Thomas;  **  the  Castle  is  still  our  own, 
and  we  will  hold  our  lives  dearly-  but,"  continued 
Lord  Thomas,    '*  it  is  impossible  that    Parese,  has 
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betrayed  us — I  cannot  believe  it — ^he  was  by  my  side 
within  the  hour.  No,  no,  rest  assured  such  viUainy 
is  impossible." 

No  other  person ,  however,  seemed  to  think  it  im* 
possible — all  within  the  Castle  were  easily  mustered^ 
and  Parese  was  not  amongst  them. 

Dreadful  and  soul  piercing  cries  now  rung  through 
the  midnight  air— the  sword  of  the  foe-men  wa»  mow- 
ing down  the  miserable  remnant  of  the  popuMtion 
which  had  escaped  from  the  springing  of  the  mine  ^  and 
the  women  and  children,  who  sought  for  r^uge  within 
the  houses,  soon  found  their  blazing  roofs  were  no  {pro- 
tection. All  passed  the  ordeal  of  fire  and  sword ;  and 
the  return  of  O'^Carrolly  with  the  whole  force  of  die 
Garrison  (deluded  forth  by  false  signals  on  the  hills^ 
in  the  vain  hope  of  meeting  his  brother),  came  too  late 
to  save  one  human  being  within  the  town. 

Those,  sheltered  by  the  strong  hold  of  the  Castle,, 
listened  to  the  thundering  of  his  Cavalry  through  the 
streets,  amidst  the  blazing  and  tenantless  houses, 
uncertain  if  it  were  friend  or  foe  ;  until  the  infuriated 
cries  of  the  bereaved  fathers,  husbands,  sons,  and  brea- 
thers, now  gallop  ping  with  desperate  speed  through  the 
}moking  ruins  of  their  empty  homes,  sent  the  terrible 
conviction,  that  the  Chieftain,  and  his  followers,  were, 
ndeed,  returned  too  late — too  late  for  any  purpose, 
ave  only  to  add  to  the  number  of  victims.  1 
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The  cries  became  more  distant  and  indistinct;  the 
blattering  of  hoofs  had  ceased.  The  enemy,  on  setting 
fire  to  the  town,  had  retired  without  the  walls,  in  order 
to  avoid  being  incommoded  by  the  fire  and  smoke,  and 
O'CarroU  had  apparently  pursued  them  to  their  en- 
campment. 

The  morning  dawned ;  the  day  wore  away ;  the  fires 
in  the  town  had  subsided ;  nothing  remained  but  bare 
walk,  and  heaj;^  of  ashes. 

O'Caxtoll  and  his  men  returned  not;  and  when  the 
ashes  were  sufficiently  cool,  to  be  trodden  on  without 
incony^nienee,  the  English  Commander  drew  his  forces 
cilosely  around,  and  prepared  his  artillery,  and  war- 
engines,  fof  the  attack  of  the  Castle,  which  now  con- 
tained only  about  one  hundred  persons,  including 
wometi. 

If  there  was  a  heart  amongst  those  gallant  few,  which 
sunk,  for  a  moment,  under  the  impression  of  dismay, 
such  feeling  was  not  acknowledged — ^no,  not  from  the  lips 
of  the  most  helpless  female  was  a  word  breathed,  which 
could  draw  down  a  frown  from  the  brow  of  the  proudest 
warrior  there.  Even  the  timid  Elinor  quailed  not — she 
read  in  her  heroic  mother's  eye,  heard  in  the  tones  of 
her  voice,  that  which  inspired  her  with  almost  equal 
courage ;  to  that  eye,  to  that  voice,  all  turned  for  a  sup- 
port, which  she  appeared  to  draw  from  some  feeling 
beyond  mortality,  and  with  steady  self-possession  the 
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result  was  awaited.  The  great  strength  of  the  Castle 
gaye  hopes  of  its  standing  a  siege  for  some  time,  at 
least,  and  although  provisions  were  scanty,  the  number 
to  consume  was  now  proportionably  small. 

The  Earl  and  Lord  Thomas  stood  to  their  posts,  and 
gave  their  orders  as  if  in  full  health,  and  not  a  thought 
was  entertained  of  surrender,  or  even  of  capitulation. 

Gallant  people !  nation  of  heroes !  ages  have  elapsed, 
and  ages  may  still  elapse,  and  find  ye  yet  unchanged ; 
the  spirit  which  bums  within,  nor  fraud,  nor  oppres- 
sion can  smother — the  electric  fluid  exists ;  and  when 
touched,  will  elicit  sparks,  becoming  a  dangerous 
engine  to  be  tampered  with  by  ignorance  and  folly ; 
but  as  the  hand  of  the  American  Sage  could  draw 
lightening  from  the  clouds,  and  teach  it  where  to  strike,, 
so  might  a  master  spirit  guide  that  fire  aright,  which 
now  blazes  in  vain,  or  often,  only  to  destroy — ^the 
Patriots  of  whom  I  write,  wanted  not  the  *'  will  ta 
do,  the  soul  to  dare ;"  but  the  hour  was  not  yet  come. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


*'  Mercy !  he  exclaimed 

ChainB,  dungeons,  darkness — any  thing  but  death. 


Lord  Grey,  on  forming  the  blockade  of  the  fated 
Castle  of  Maynooth,  in  which  he  knew  his  wife  to  be 
inclosed,  and  also,  from  the  same  authority,  the  straits 
to  which  the  small  Garrison  was  reduced  for  provision, 
left  the  direction  of  the  siege  under  the  command  of 
Sir  William  Brereton,  to  obtain  a  surrender,  either  by 
force,  or  starvation,  and  returned  himself  to  Dublin,  in 
furtherance  of  some  plans  of  another  kind. 

Parese  had  served  him  well,  and  most  essentially 
this  time,  in  delivering  up  the  town  into  his  hands, 
with  little  of  troublcj,  and  less  loss  to  the  besiegers ; 
and  if  they  had  failed  in  getting  the  Castle  into  their 
possession,  it  was  owing  to  an  unexpected  precaution 
of  O'CarroU's,  of  which  Parese  was  not  aware ;  nor 
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did  Lord  Grey  consider  that  as  a  circumstance  of  much 
consequence,  knowing  they  had  no  means  of  resistance ; 
and,  also,  that  small  as  their  numbers  were,  their  pro- 
visions could  not  possibly  hold  for  one  week. 

The  seryices  of  Lord  Thomas's  foster  brother  were, 
therefore,  concluded  ;  he  could  never  again  have 
another  opportunity  for  treason,  since  he  could  never 
more  present  himself  before  those  whom  he  had  so 
basely  and  cruelly  betrayed ;  and  he  now  awaited  in 
the  anti-chamber  of  the  Deputy,  to  receive  the  stipu- 
lated reward  of  his  perfidy  and  ingratitude ;  meditating 
also  to  apply  for  an  immediate  safe  conduct  to  Eng- 
land, considering  that  now,  when  he  had  completely 
thrown  off  the  mask,  his  person  was  not  secure,  even 
under  the  especial  protection  of  the  Viceroy. 

Touched  by  the  borrors  of  a  guilty  conscience,  he 
shuddered  as  his  footsteps  pressed  his  native  ^arth,  lest 
that  outraged  and  betrayed  soil  should  open  beneath 
him,  and  for  ever  cover  the  traitor  renegade  from  the 
light  of  Heaven. 

Whilst  awaiting  the  leisure  of  Lord  Grey,^  in  an 
outer  apartment,  he  conversed  in  low  and  cautious  tones 
with  O'Kelly,  who,  a  bolder  and  more  reckless  villain, 
was  much  amused  by  the  fears  and  precautions  of  his 
brother  in  iniquity,  and  found  a  mischievous  pleasure 
in  heightening  his  apprehensions. 

•*  But,  my  worthy  friend,"  said  Parese,  **  his  Ex- 
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cellency^  the  Lord  Deputy,  is  bound  by  every  law  of 
honour  (although  there  is  no  doubt  but  .that  I  omitted 
to  make  an  express  stipulation  for  such  purpose),  to 
grant  me  safe  conduct  to  the  English  shore ;  seeing  that 
haying  thus^  by  my  loyalty  and  attachment  to  our 
sovereign  Lord  the  King,  and  his  lawful  government 
ntling  this  part  of  His  Majesty's  dominions,  so  en- 
dangered  my  personal  safety,  that  I  dare  not  now  move 
a  step,  even  in  the  streets  of  this  Metropolis,  appa- 
rently under  the  English  law,  lest  I  might  meet  a  dis- 
guised assassin  in  every  passer  by." 

"  Oh,  ho !"  returned  O'Kelly,  with  a  shout  of 
laughter;  ''  brother  should'nt  be  'feard  of  brother; 
ye'es  have  plied  that,  trade  ye'erself  afore  now  my 
buck — an  whin  ye'er  skeane  was  so  ready  to  stick  the 
ould  Archbishop,  ye  might  know  how  to  use  it  to  take 
care  of  number  one." 

Parese  gtew  very  pale,  and  shuddered  at  this  allu- 
sion ;  and  in  a  faultering  voice  rejoined— 

''  It  is  most  true,  I  was  rather  hasty  in  using  so  vio- 
lent a  measure — nevertheless,  my  worthy  friend,  it  was 
the  imperious  necessity  of  self-defence  which  guided 
my  hand — the  Archbishop  was  in  the  act  of  denouncing 
me  to  Lord  Thomas ;  and  as  he  was  well  informed  of 
my  loyalty  and  zeal,  he  had  much  in  his  power  to 
relate-— and  I  have  no  doubt  but  he  would,  at  that 
moment,  in  order  to  purchase  his  own  freedom,  have 


16  ROMANCK  IN  IRELAND. 

given  me  oyer  to  the  vengeance  of  the  ChiefUUn,  and 
all  the  Geraldines  there  assembled,  had  I  not  so  effec- 
tually silenced  him." 

'<  I  'feaks  an  right  well  ye  did  it,"  said  O'Keliy, 
grinning ;  **  there's  thim  that  says  he  never  squeeked 
after." 

**  Yet,  even  as  it  was,"  continued  Parese,  *'8o 
much  of  suspicion  was  excited  against  me,  that  I  have 
been  long  in  durance  at  Maynooth,  and  until  lately, 
that  by  much  trouble  and  cajoling,  I,  in  part,  won 
back  the  confidence  of  Lord  Thomas;  I  have  been 
unable  to  render  any  service  to  the  Lord  Deputy — ^how- 
ever, now  this  last  service  has  been  so  valuable,  I  trust 
his  Lordship  will  consider  the  very  great  personal  risk 
I  am  under  on  account  of  my  loyalty." 

"  Oh,  no  doubt,  no  doubt,"  cried  O'Kelly,  laughing 
aloud ;  '^  his  Lordship  means  to  pay  ye'er  dues  in  full — 
ay,  an  more  too  than  ever  ye'es  expect — he  has  ye'er 
bag  of  money  right  an  ready  for  ye — ^all  fairly  reckoned 
— an  somethin  else  too,"  he  added,  with  a. knowing 
wink. 

Parese  felt  alarmed,  more  at  the  man's  manner  than 
his  words ;  for,  in  fact,  O'Kelly  had  only  said  what 
Parese  himself  thought,  namely,  that  the  service  ren- 
dered now  had  been  so  great,  that  Lord  Grey  had 
determined  to  pay  over  and  above  the  stipulated  price^ 
still  there  was  a  savage  triumph  in  O'Kelly's  eye,  a 
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ferocious  exultation  in  his  brutal  laugh,  which  made 
the  blood  of  the  white-livered  Parese  run  cold.  His 
heart  beat  short  and  quick,  and  his  knees  trembled, 
when  the  summons  came  to  attend  the  Lord  Deputy  in 
his  Cabinet — ^the  lights,  the  objects,  swam  before  his 
eyes ;  and  the  guard,  appointed  to  usher  him  into  the 
Vice-regal  presence,  was  fain  to  support  his  tottering 
steps,  and  guide  his  doubtful  vision. 

A  pause  of  some  minutes  ensued — ^he  stood  alone 
before  Lord  Grey,  who  at  length  addressed  him — 

**  You  have,  I  think,  stated  to  me,  that  you  have 
fulfilled  your  engagements  in  delivering  up  the  town 
of  Maynooth,  since  the  Castle  must  be  shortly  com- 
pelled to  surrender,  and  that  you  now  pray  to  receive 
your  reward,  and  to  be  dismissed — ^is  it  not  so  ?" 

His  voice  and  manner  of  speaking,  was  steady  and 
composed — Parese  felt  re-assured. 

**  My  Lord,"  he  said,  <'  I  am  highly  grateful  to 
your  Excellency  for  all  your  goodness;  and  your 
Excellency  must  be  sensible  that  I  can  do  nothing 
more  at  present  for  your  service,  having  endangered 
my  life  amongst  my  countrymen,  by  my  loyalty  and 
devotion  to  your  cause — and  I  now  humbly  request  a 
safe  conduct  into  England." 

"  Thy  stipulated  reward  is  here,"  replied  Lord 
Gxey,  laying  his  hand  on  a  heavy  bag  of  coin,  which 
was  on. the  table  before  him ;  **  and  whatever  more  the 
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English  govemmeiit  thinks  fit  to  order,  shall  be  pro- 
portioiied  to  thy  deserts^— thou  speakclst  much — ^too 
much  of  thy  loy«lty.  Hast  thou  notiiing  niorii  to 
relate  respecting  those  insurgents  whom  thou  hast  but 
now  quitted?  has  the  rebel  party  no  resoufcte/when 
w«  hare  posietfsioQ  of  the  leader  now  in  Maymooth 
Cattle,  although  that  matters  lit!^,  if  t\ky  tale  that 
they  are  dying  of  their  .woojids  be  true.'^ 

'Vl  am  not  well  skilled  in  leech-craft/'  returned 
Parese;  /'  but,  to  my  thinking,  Lord^Thomas,  at  least, 
oaB'ii^y«r  be  the  man  he  wa&'-^he  has  received  his 

deathblow/' 

**  I  would  not  have  it  so/'  mKlrmured  Lord  Grey  to 
himself,  as  he  slowly  paced  the  apartment;  **  the 
battle-field  is  too  glorious  hi — ^the  scaffold,  the  scaf- 
fold ailone  for  the  rebel — and  she  also  shall  be  a  wit- 
ness*— ^yes,  yes,  thai  vengecmce  must  yet  be  mine — 
Pairese,"  he  continued,  tumtiig.  suddenly  to  his  com- 
paniotty  **  the  Lady  Grey,  no  doubt,  pays  much  of 
dutiful  attention  to  her  wounded  kinsmen-— her  Father 
— and  her  Cousin — she  was  ever  much  attached  to  her 
family." 

"  The  Lady  Grey,"  returned  Parese,  for  once  in 
his  life  speaking  the  truth,  '*  was  very  constant  in  her 
attendance  on  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  both  by  day  and 
night ;  but  I  saw  her  not  beside  Lord  Thomas." 

**  Thou  sawest  her  not,  I  make  little  doubt,"  cried 
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Lord  Grey;  '*  but  dost  thou  presume  to  assert,  that  she 
was  never  by  his  couch — no,  not  even  when  his  life 
was  in  the.grealjest  danger.'f 

f*  No,  my  Lord,"  replied  Parese,  **  I  do  not  think 
she  was." 

"  Liar!"  exclaimed  Lord  Grey,  furiously;  **what 
avails  this  paltry  equivocation  ? — ^thinkest  thou  to  save 
tlie&ir  fam^  of  those.whom  thou  hast  already  betrayed—^ 
whose  lives  thou  hast  given  over  to  their  direst 'foe^man  ? 
Judas,  thou  hast  sold  thy  Master,  and  now  hesitate  to 
betray  Ms  love  secret»^— thou  needest  not  to  be  so  cau- 
tiouB-^ou  :canst  injure  him  no  more- — ^nor  her — ^no  ! 
Bor  even  thyself,  villain:  as  thou  art;"  he  added, 
advancing  close  to  the  trembling  wretch,  whose  ter« 
rors  increasing  every  moment,  now  sUnk  on  his 
knees  before  the  exasperated  Deputy,:  whose  rage 
appeared  to  him  to  be  little  less  than  madness. 
.  The  terrified  Parese  would  willingly  have  invented 
any  story  likely  to  pacify  this  sudden,  and  to  him 
unaccountable  irritation ;  but .  he  justly  enough  appre* 
bended,  that  humouring  those  suspicions  would  only 
add  fuel  to  the  flame,  kindled  he  knew  not  why,  as 
he  had  never  observed  any  thing  ip  Elinor's  conduct 
or  manner  to  justify  this  ttanspott  of  jealousy,  besides 
his  having  heard  rumours  that  Lord  Grey  had  not  been 
a-  vHSry  kind  or  itidulgerit  husband,  even  during  the 
short  period  that  the  unfortunate  youiig  Lady  had 
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resided  with  him.  Lord  Thomas^  indeed,  his  foster 
brother,  well  knew,  continued  to  love  as  wildly, 
as  blindly,  and  as  fondly,  as  if  he  had  never  been 
slighted  and  forsaken ;  but  the  Lady  Elinor  could 
scarcely  be  blamed  for  a  love  which  she  had  never 
either  sanctioned  or  encouraged. 

Distracted,  embarrassed,  willing  so  assert  any  false- 
hood, but  not  knowing  what  kind  would  be  of  most 
service ;  Parese,  losing  all  his  presence  of  mind,  stam- 
mered  and  contradicted  himself,  until  Lord  Grey, 
recovering  his  self-command,  and  ashamed  of  having 
betrayed  so  much  intemperate  passion,  for  so  little  pur- 
pose, changed  the  subject  of  his  interrogations,  and 
once  more  demanded  if  any  further  information  could 
be  given  as  to  the  future  proceedings  of  the  insurgent 
Army,  if,  indeed,  such  Army  any  longer  existed. 

'•  I  do  not  think,  my  Lord,"  returned  Parese, 
feeling  himself  much  more  at  his  ease  on  this  subject, 
*'  that  any  confederation  now  exists  to  give  you 
further  trouble  or  anxiety — your  Excellency  is  aware, 
that  on  the  town  being  set  on  fire,  O 'Carroll  and  his 
troop  of  horsemen  fled  towards  the  hills,  from  whence 
it  is  probable  they  will  not  again  emerge;  and  the 
decided  measures  taken  by  your  Excellency  to  waylay 
the  young  Redmond  on  his  return,  are  probably  ere 
this  put  in  execution.  Thus,  I  think,  there  is  every 
reason  to  consider  this  disloyal  rising  as  altogether 
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crushed ;  and  for  myself,  my  Lord,  I  am  truly  grateful 
for  the  ample  reward  so  liberally  assigned  to  me  for 
my  poor  services  on  the  occasion/' 

**  Behold/*   said  Lord  Grey,  presenting  him  with 
the  money,  "  behold  the  price  of  thy  treachery — the 
price  of  thy  Master's  blood — the  blood  of  him  whose 
cradle  thou  hast  shared,  by  whose  side  thou  hast  lain 
on  the  same  bosom,  and  from  that  bosom  drawn  the 
same  nourishment — his  blood  hast  thou  sold,  behold 
the  price — and  now  thou  hast  another,  and  to  thee  a 
more  fearful  account  to  settle — my  debt  to  thee  is  paid — 
and  it  is  thy  part  now  to  discharge  thine — ^the  blood  of 
the  venerable  Archbishop  of  Dublin  was  shed  by  thee 
— where  is  the  price — dost  thou  think  that  thy  mise- 
rable life  will  repay  the  Church  for  the  loss  of  its  most 
zealous  member,  the  State  for  its  most  active  Minis-- 
ter  ? — low  born  ruffian,  hadst  thou  a  thousand  lives, 
and  to  waste  them  all  in  torments,  they  would  not  be 
a  satisfaction  for  that  one  taken  by  thy  assassin  hand 
— ^wail  not — shriek    not — stand    up,   miscreant,    and 
thank  the  mercy  of  him,  who,  valuing  thee  no  more 
than  a  cur  dog,  only  condemns  thee  to  die  like  one — 
look,"  he  continued,  seizing  the  almost  fainting  and 
prostrate  wretch  by  the  arm,  and  dragging  him  towards 
a  window,  which  gave  on  the  Castle  yard — "  look 
there !— if  thou  art  to  die  the  death  of  a  dog,  yet  shal^ 
^hou  be  more  exalted  than  ever  yet  was  mongrel  hound 
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— look  at  that  lofty  gallows,  erected  solely  for  thy  use 
—by  thy  friends  and  admirers  I  trow,  I  gave  do  such 
magnificent  order — perhaps  they  thought  that  as  thy 
crime  deprived  the  world  of  an  exalted  individaal,  so 
should  thy  punishment  be  in  proportion — ^halloo! 
halloo  !  come  forth,  ministers  of  justice— come  forth, 
servants  of  the  law — ^take  this  scarcely  living  -wretch, 
and  deprive  him  of  the  little  breath  which  his  dastard 
fears  have  left  him." 

*'  Spare  me.  Lord  Grey,"  shrieked  the  unhappy 
man  ;  **  spare  me,  if  you  have  l^uman  feelings — spare 
my  sinful  soul — I  have  committed  too  many  crimes  to 
die— let  me  have  a  Priest,  oh  Christ!  let  me  have  a 
Priest !"  he  continued,  with  fearful  cries,  whilst  those 
legal  ruffians,  the  Sheriff's  Officers,  dragged  him  down 
the  staircase.  ^*  Oh  give  me  time,  Lord  Grey,  give 
me  time  to  repent— do  not  destroy  my  wretched  soul." 

"  So  Qiuch  time  as  thou  gavest  to  the  aged  Arch- 
bishop," thundered  Lord  Grey,  '*  so  much  time  shalt 
thou  have  for  shrift  and  repentance — no  more — away 
with  him." 

And  was  there  none  to  compassionate  the  miserable 
victim  of  this  awful  act  of  justice  ? — ^no,  not  one — even 
the  mild,  the  charitable,  the  forgiving  and  all  Christian 
Primate,  oould  not  ask  for  mercy  towards  such  a  being 
— save  only  to  have  his  request  for  the  last  consola- 
tions of  religion  granted;    but  the  eloquence   of  the 
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reverend  and  gentle  Cromar  was  vain — Lord  Grey 
broke  furiously  from  his  feeble  grasp,  and  shouted 
from  the  window  which  overlooked  the  theatre  of  this 
horrible  scene,  to  expedite  the  preparations,  ere  a 
Friar,  who  was  seen  at  a  distance  hastening  across  the 
yard,  could  have  time  to  arrive. 

Parese  also  beheld  the  charitable  speed  of  the  holy 
man;  and  albeit  little  given  heretofore  to  religious 
practices,  now  reiterated  his  i^hrill  cries  for  one  moment 
— only  one  moment  of  delay, 

**  "Wait,  wait,"  he  shrieked,  "  take  my  confession, 
I  have  much  to  disclose — I  can  yet  render  great 
service  to  the  State — I  know  many  important  secrets 
— I  will  tell  all — every  thing — where's  the  Primate — 
call  the  Chancellor — he  will  listen  to  me— for  Lord 
Thomas's  sake— to  save  Lord  Thomas — oh,  Jesus^ 
forgive  me,  I  am  lost." 

.  At  the  same  instant  that  the  almost  breathless  Priest 
arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows,  the  choking  cries 
and  sobr  wiere  stifled  for  ever ;  and  the  guilty  soul 
faunched  into  eternity — there  to  bide  its  doom. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Whose  bloody  banDePs  dire  success 
Has  left  their  altars  cold  and  dim. 
And  their  fair  land  a  wilderness. 

For  all  was  lost — ^all  save  the  pq^er  to  die 
The  wild  indignant  death  of  sayage  liberty. 

The  flight  of  O'Carroli  was  no  invention  of  Parese — 
it  bad  actually  taken  place  ;  for  the  Chieftain,  on  find- 
ing that  the  signal  fires  on  the  hills  were  a  deception, 
and  that  his  return  to  the  town  was  too  late  to  save 
it  from  destruction,  saw,  instantly,  that  any  further 
contest  at  that  moment  was  not  only  useless,  but  inju- 
rious ;  the  only  chance  for  him,  and  his  troop  of  hardy 
warriors,  and  for  those  friends  yet  within  the  Castle, 
consisted  in  seeking  out  Redmond  without  delay,  by 
his  assistance  collecting  a  body  as  powerful  as  num- 
bers at  least  could  make  it,  and  in  their  turn  assaulting 


ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND.  2S 

the  Besiegers,  ere  there  was  time  to  make  an  impres* 
sion  on  the  fortress. 

In  pursuance  of  this  design,  he  proceeded,  accom^ 
panied  by  his  mounted  followers,  as  rapidly  as  the 
thick  and  intricate  woods  then  covering  the  country, 
i¥ould  allow,  in  the  direction  by  which  he  expected 
Redmond  to  return,  and  dispatched  most  of  the  light 
looted  Kearne,  in  every  possible  direction,  to  collect 
all  the  population  that  could  be  found,  not  merely 
those  able  to  bear  arms,  but  all  of  every  description ,  men , 
women,  and  children;  his  object  being,  in  default  of  a 
regular  Army,  to  surround  the  English  by  thousands, 
thereby  overpowering  them  for  a  sufficient  space  of 
time  to  enable  him  to  rescue  those  within  the  Castle, 
either  by  force  or  stratagem. 

As  O 'Carroll  pursued  his  rapid  way  all  that  night, 
and  when  he  had  attained  the  higher  grounds,  oft  as  the 
breaks  and  vistas  amongst  the  trees  allowed  him  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  still  burning  town,  he  flung  his 
arms  aloft,  and,  with  dreadful  imprecations,  called  on 
Heaven  to  witness  his  oath  of  vengeance  ;  his  vow  to 
hold  his  future  life,  whilst  it  should  be  granted  to  him, 
but  as  a  means  to  arouse  the  spirit  of  the  land,  to  shake 
off  the  intolerable  }'oke  of  the  invader. 

The  remainder  of  the  night,  and  the  whole  of  the 
ensuing  day,  the  Chieftain  proceeded,  with  only  such 
intervals  of  rest  as  were  absolutely  necessary  for  th^ 
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horses  rode  by  htm  and  his  men ;  bt|t  it  was  little  more 
than  rest  for  their  weary  limbs^  since  nothing  of  forag« 
could  be  procured^  excepting  some  withered  grass,  only 
obtained  by  clearing  away  the  snow  which  lay  on  tfa^ 
ground;  not  deep,  indeed,  but  sufficient  to  imp^e 
their  progress,  and  double  the  distress  and  difficulty  of 
every  step. 

Late  in  the  evening,  as  they  laboured  over  a  steep 
mountain  in  the  County  of  Wicklow,  their  ears  were 
greeted  by  the  distant  lowing  of  cattle.  Music  to  the 
ears  of  starving  men,  who  had  not,  for  many  weeks, 
tasted  any  thing  but  lean  horse-flesh,  and  even  that 
only  of  such  animals  as  had  died  of  fatigue  and  hunger ; 
since  those  yet  equal  to  military  service  could  not  be 
spared  for  slaughter,  even  to  feed  their  masters — men 
being  still  more  plenty  than  horses. 

The  sound  which  now  became  every  moment  more 
audible,  was  doubly  welcomed,  from  being  the  pro- 
bable herald  of  Redmond's  approach ;  and  the  sanguine 
people  raised  their  voices  iu  joyous  shouts  of  triumph, 
in  the  full  expectation  that  he  was  bringing  them,  not 
*'  peace  and  plenty,"  but  plenty,  and  the  means  to 
pro^cute  war. 

The  appearance  of  the  young  O'Carroll,  and  his  troop, 
sdtaiewhat  damped  those  very  highly  raised  expecta- 
tions ;  the  number  of  miserable  lean  cattle,  driven  in  ad- 
vance of  the  weary  and  harrassed  Gallowglasses,  being 
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80  small,,  that  the  adTancing  party  could  scareel>i 
reckon  a  meal  for  each  man  amongst  them;. and,  in 
fact,  to  procure  even  that,  it  seemed  as  if  it  would  he 
necessary  to  eat  both  skin  and  bones,  since  the  car- 
casses of  the  wretched  brutes  were  composed  of  little 
else. 

The.  meeting  between  the  Chieftain,  and  the  young 
leader  oC  this  most  unsuccessful  foraging  party,  was  sad 
and  painful  in  the  extreme. 

**  My  brother,"  exclaimed  Redmond,  as  they  wrung 
each  others  hands,  "  why  is  it  that  I  see  thee  here — of 
what  fatal  intelligence  art  thou  the  herald  V* 

**  I  am,"  replied  O'CarrolI,  ''  the  herald  of  slaughter 
and  devastation — fire  and  sword  are  on  my  path-r 
treachery  hath  been  cherished  under  our  roofs,  and 
beside  our  hearths — the  town  of  Maynooth  is  in  ashes 
— the  blood-thirsty  invaders  surround  the  Castle,  which 
stiil  hold  the  few,  the  gallant  few,  whom  we  must 
rescue ;  or  die  in  the  attempt^— eat  whilst  ye  may,  my 
men,"  he  cried,  addressing  his  people;  ''eat  and  live 
—eat  and  find  strength  to  make  the  relentless  foe*|nen 
feel  the  weight  of  an  Irish  arm,  the  valour  of  an  Irish 
heart — and  then,  lie  down  and  die  beside  your  mur- 
dered wivejB,  your  slaughtered  children — ^beside  the 
aAes  of  your  homes,  for  your  native  land  can  feed  ye 
no  more — ^the  locusts  have  descended  on  our  country, 
and.  the  produce  of  the  earth  is  annihilated  under  their 
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baneful  footsteps — feed,  feed,  on  what  is  before  ye^ 
and  with  speed — let  ns  retrace  our  footsteps  whilst  we 
have  yet  the  power.'* 

The  commands  of  the  Chieftain  were  obeyed  with 
alacrity  by  the  famishing  men,  who  had,  in  fact,  begun 
the  work  ere  those  commands  were  issued — fires  were 
kindled  in  every  direction,  although  this  rude  cooking 
was  scarcely  necessary  to  render  the  meal  palatable — 
there  were  many  present  who  waited  not  for  what  was 
to  their  ravenous  appetite,  a  too  tedious  process. 

The  brothers,  during  this  halt,  sat  conversing  a  little 
apart;  O 'Carroll  explained  more  at  large  the  events 
which  had  occurred  during  Redmond's  absence ;  and 
the  young  man,  in  his  turn,  had  much  to  relate  of  an 
almost  equally  dismal  nature. 

Fresh   reinforcements  for   the   English    Army   had 
landed  in  the  South — Waterford  had  been  taken  by 
storm,  and  the  victors  were  proceeding  towards  the 
Capital,  in  support  of  their  friends  th^re,  and  were  not 
many  days  march  behind  him ;   their  progress  only  im- 
peded by  the  quantity  of  provision,  and  every   kind  of 
store  which  they  carried  with  them,  whilst  he,  unfor- 
tunately, was  not  retarded  by  any  such  incumbrance— 
the  few,  very  few  kine  collected  by  him,  being  quite 
sufficiently  light  of  flesh,  to  be  able  to  keep  pace  with 
.  his  troop. 

Froin  all  the  intelligence   which   he   had  procured 
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from  Stragglers,  no  other  part  of  the  country  presented 
a  more  favourable  prospect ;  the  whole  of  ]M[unster  had 
been  ravaged  and  laid  waste  by  Lord  Leonard  Grey, 
ere  he  proceeded  northwards;  and  his  nuptials,  with 
the  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  had  been 
celebrated  by  the  burning  of  almost  every  town^  and 
the  general  destruction  of  almost  every  produce  of 
the  land,  fitted. for  the  maintenance  of  man  or- beasts 
within  that  district — ^the  hereditary  possession  of  the 
unfortunate  Chieftain,  to  whom  he  had  so  forcibly 
allied  himself — an  alliance  which,  it  might  have 
seemed,  would  rather  have  given  him  an  interest  to 
protect,  than  to  spoil  such  inheritance. 

But  Lord  Orey  acted  according  to  his  instructions^ 
and  the  policy  of  the  times;  it  was  considered  as 
dangerous  to  English  influence  to  leave  so  large  a 
property  in  the  possession  of  any  one  individual ;  and 
the  most  expeditious  way  to  dislodge  such  possessor, 
and  his  adherents,  was  to  render  the  land,  for  the 
time  being,  unfit  and  unable  to  hold  and  maintain 
them;  and,  by  thus  driving  them  to  despair  and 
starvation,  leave  this  goodly  country  deprived  of 
either  inhabitants,  or  Chief,  a  prey  to  the  invader, 
ready  to  take  and  divide  it  according  to  his  plea- 
sure.* 

O'CarroU  listened  to  this  recital  with  mingled  grief 

*  Leland. 
C  3 
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and  impatieooe,  seeming  almost  inclined  to  reproacli 
his  yoang  brother  for  being  the  bearer  of  sach  dis- 
heartening intelligence — intelligence  <which  it  was  Im- 
poscuble  to  eoBoeal  from  his  followers,    since   those 

who  hfeid  accompanied  Redmond  were  but  too  well 
acquainted  with  the  state  of  the  country  through 
which  they  had  passed ,  as  well  as  with  'the  reports 
circulated  respecting  the  miserable  cctodition  of  the 
whole  9l>uthem  district. 

The  brothers  sat  apart,  on  the  declivity  of  a  hill, 
lobking  sorrowfully  on  the  assemblage  in  the  valley 
bentoth;  and  as  they  gazed  on  the  wild  and  haggard 
features,  fully  revealed  to  their  yiew  by  the  strong 
light  of  numerous  ^res,  and  hearkened  to  the  mur- 
mur of  voices  which  arose  from  the  crowd,  they 
needed  not  to  distinguish  the  words  uttered,  in  order 
to  be  perfectly  aware  of  the  subjects  under  discussion. 
The  emphatic  gestores,  the  strongly  marked  counte- 
nances, rendered  words  oinnecessaiy  to  reveal  the 
vehement  passions  by  Which  «yery  individual  was 
agitated. 

*•  No,"  cried  O'CarrcAl,  **  there  is  no  danger  of 
concession  there ;  not  a  man  thinks  of  subinission^— 
they  will  die  hard— ^^md  die  they  must — better  by  the 
sword,  than  by  famine.'' 

**  Come  on,  then,"  exclaimed  Redmond,  starting 
from  the  melancholy  posture  in  which  he  had  hitherto 
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b^n  reclining,  **  free  heart,  free  hand, — ^the  fortune 
of  war  may.  be  ours  this  time — at  least,  we  will  not 
live  in  chains;  our  blood  shall  purchase  our  freedom, 
and  that,  of  others  also-^HSilayery  reaches  not  beyond 
the  tomb." 

Then  raising  his  voice  in  one  prolonged  war-cry, 
which  the  surrounding  hills  returned  in  a  thousand 
cchos,  and  springing  on  his  horse,  he  gallopped  down 
amongst  the  multitude,  and  pointing  to  the  east,  where 
a  &int  streak  of  grey^  preceding  the  dawn,  was  just 
visible,  he  called  upon  the  various  Clans,  in  the  names 
of  their  respective  Chiefe,  to  stand  to  their  arms,  and 
proceed  without  delay  to  the  scene  of  action ;  to  release 
those  who  werfi  in  thrall,  and  on  whose  freedom,  all  of 
hope  which  yet  remained  for  their  country  depended. 

.  Redmond's  cheering  shout  was  returned  with  bold- 
ness and  determination,  by  all  who  had  accompanied 
bim  and  his  brother;  and  when  that,  and  the  respond- 
ing echos  from  the  hilb  had  subsided,  other  sounds 
were  heard  in  theclistance,  faintly  returning  the  well- 
known  war-cry.  The  mountains,  the  caves,  the  forests., 
had  replied  to  the  summons  of  O 'Carroll's  heralds,  and 
poured  forth  thousands  of  human  beings,  with  the 
spirit  of  men,  and  the  valour  of  heros ;  but  looking 
more  like  dead  corses  risen  from  their  graves,  than 
living  creatures ;  some,  unable  to  walk  from  weakness, 
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came  crawling  on  their  hands  and  knees — ^but  all  cam^* 
— even  the  Mother,  who  had  but  that  instant  buried  her 
baby,  dead  from  misery  and  hunger,  raised  her  feeble 
Toice  in  reply  to  the  Chieftaia's  call,  and  changed  her 
wail  of  lamentation  over  the  dead,  to  the  spirit  stirring 
war-cry  of  her  husband's  Clan. 

The  march  of  the  brothers,  at  the  head  of  this 
strangely  constituted  Army,  continued  all  that  day 
and  the  ensuing  night — ^if  numbers  of  the  levies,  dis- 
gorged from  the  mountain  recesses,  dropped  on  the  way 
from  fatigue  and  exhaustion,  others,  flocking  from  other 
quarters,  supplied  their  place.  On  nearing  Maynooth, 
by  the  road  by  which  Redmond  had  originally  in- 
.tended  to  proceed,  their  scouts  gave  informatian  of  the 
ambush  which  Lord  Grey,  by  the  advice  of  Parese^ 
had  posted  to  cut  off  the  return  of  the  foraging  party. 

The  first  movement,  upon  hearing  this  intelligence, 
was  to  make  an  immediate  attack  on  the  hostile  troop ; 
which  was,  of  course,  much  inferior  in  numbers  to  the 
combined  forces  now  led  by  the  O'Carrolls ;  and  their 
appearance  alone  would  have  served  to  disperse  the 
English  soldiers  lying  in  concealment ;  but  a  little  re- 
collection shewed  the  imprudence  of  thus  sending 
heralds  to  announce  their  approach,  and  prevent  the 
chance  of  their  taking  the  Camp  by  surprise ;  and  they 

*  Spencer.    Desmond  wars^ 
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udepted  the  more  discreet  method,  although  attended 
by  a  little  delay,  of  making  a  circuit,  and  approaching 
the  Castle  on  the  opposite  side. 

On  arriving  a  little  before  day-light,  on  the  plain 
surrounding  Maynooth,  the  two  O'Carrolls  were  at 
the  head  of  twenty  thousand  humaii  beings — it  is  im-? 
possible  to  call  them  soldiers,  or  even  tnen ;  the  most 
being  only  skeletons  ready  to  draw  their  last  breath, 
and  many  fell  whilst  still  living,  from  being  unable  to 
pass  over  the  dead  bodies  of  their  comrades  dropping 
around  them — an  aHrful  stillness  prevailed — ^the  brothers, 
with  the  Cavalry,  led  the  advance,  and  the  horses 
footsteps  fell  noiseless  on-  the  snow — ^Uie  wintry  sky 
was  dark  and  cloudy,  but  the  heavy  towers  of  the 
Castle  shewed  against  it  in  still  deeper  gloom — closer 
and  closer  they  advanced — ^no  centinel  gave  the  alarm--^ 
no  watch-word  wad  passed — no  hostile  Camp  was  any 
where  visible — they  trod  amongst  the  ruins  of  the 
town,  and  still  met  none  to  give  warning  of  their 
approach. 

^'  What  can  this  mean  V  cried  Redmond  ;  **  the  siege 
has  been  raised — but  how?  never,  never  have  the 
Geraldines  stooped  to  surrender.'^ 

- '^  If  the  Saxons  are  in  possession  of  the  Fortress," 
returned  O'CarroU,  **  we  have  not  a  friend  living  to 
tell  the  tale.'^ 

"^  Hush  \"  replied  Redmond ;  *'  I  hear  the  clang  of 
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arms  from  the  ramparts^-^the  watch-word  is  g^iveii  add 
returned — can  you  catch  the  sohnds  ?" 

"  No/'  said  O'Carroll,  gloomily ;  "  but  I  hate 
very  little  doubt  of  the  accent  in  which  it  is  given/' 

If  he  had  any  doubts,  fhey  were,  at  that  instant, 
decided,  by  the  roll  of  artillery  firom  tiie  Castle;  th6 
centinels,  on  the  ramparts,  bad  espied  a  dark  mass 
raoTing  on  the  plain — the  alarm  was  given,  and  the 
approaching  intruders  saluted  by  all  the  cannon  within 
the  fortress,  which  could,  at  thai  iristant,  be  brougbt  to 
bear  on  them» 

The  balls  swept  throagh  with  fearful  havoc — c»ch 
one  told,  amongst  tbe  dense  croud  of  people.  Who, 
watchful  only  of  theit  Leaders,  swerved  not  fronir  their 
ground,  but  they  bad  nothing  wherewith  to  return  the 
destructive  saiute;  of  the  small  number  who  had  arms, 
arrows  and'  barquebuss  shot  would  have  been  turned 
like  hail-showers  from'  the  massif  e  walls  of  the  fortress; 
O'Carroll  stood  as  if  stuptfied^  plunged  in  despair,  and 
deaf  to  the  thunder  of  war  pealing  around  him  Aiasi 
reflection  could  not  have  assisted  hi^'  to  act^^ — he  had 
nO  resources^  no  artillery,  no  ammunition,  no  provision, 
and  of  an  Army  only  the  semblance.  The  Cattle  of 
M aynooth  was  in  the  possession  of  the  English  ;  and 
the  Earl,  Lord  Thomas— what  had  been  their  fate? — 
Were  they  yet  living  ?  had  they  died  in  the  defence  of 
their  liberty,  or  were  they  at  the  mercy  of  the  Vidtors  ? 
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The  English  banner  floated  oyer  the  turrets  of  the 
Castle,  rendered  distihctly  visible  .by  the  advancing 
day-light — the  batteries  played  incessantly  on  the 
devoted  people,  who  remained  quietly  awaiting  what 
appeared  the  deliberation  of  their  Chieftains,  and 
beheld,  with  the  indifference  of  despair,  whole  ranks 
mowed  down  by  the  destructive  and  well-aimed  fire  of 
the  enemy — each  man,  as  he  saw  his  iieighbour  fall, 
regretting  the  blow  had  not  struck  on  himselL 

Redmond  was  the  first  to  arouse  from  this  state  of 
apathy. 

"  Away  !  away !"  he  cried,  ''  to  the  shelter  of  the 
woods,  my  brave  fellows ;  your  standing  here  to  be 
slaughtered,  can  render  no  service  to  -  those  whom  we 
came  in  vain  to  save — away,  away*'' 

A  ball  struck  his  horse  as  he  spoke,  which,  in  its 
agonies,  rolling  over  the  young  Chieftain,  he  found 
considerable  difficulty  in  extricating  himself  from  the 
dying  animal ;  and  this  circumstance  had  the  effect  of 
arousing  O'Carroll,  who,  suddenly  awaking  from  his 
stupefaction,  reiterated  the  order  for  retreat. 

Ho  was  obeyed — slowly  and  sullenly  the    living 
withdrew,  although  many  lingered  amidst  the  still  con 
tinned  fire,  for  the  purpose  of  removing  the  qarcasses  of 
such  horses  as    had  been    slain — provision  far    too 
precious  now  to  this  wretched  people  to  be  left  a  feast 
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for  birds- of  prey;  and  the  instant  the  bearers  hud 
attained  the  verge  of  the  sheltering  woods,  this 
accidental  supply  was  shared  amongst  the  strongest — 
others  lay  down  on  the  withered  leaves  to  die  patiently^ 
since  they  had  no  longer  now  a  motive  for  exertion^ 

O 'Carroll  and  Redmond  moved  away  froni  this 
heart-breaking  scene ;  and  directed  their  steps  towards 
a  small  Chapel,  which  stood  at  some  distance  within  a 
thicker  and  more  retired  part  of  the  wood*  They 
found  the  sacred  edifice  a  mere  ruin,  stripped  by  the 
hand  of  the  spoiler,  and  deserted  by  the  holy  men,  its 
wonted  inhabitants;  a  part  of  the  altar  was  still 
standing,  and  Redmond  stretched  himself  on  the  steps 
beside  it,  resting  his  head  on  the  flags;  O'CarroU 
seated  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  pillar  at  some  distance, 
so  that,  in  order  to  converse,  both  were  obliged  to 
raise  their  voices  somewhat  above  the  ordinary  level. 

**  My  brother,"  said  O 'Carroll,  **  look  up — ^look 
up,  and  tell  me,  if  in  thy  saiig^iiie  youth,  whilst  the 
current  of  thy  blood  runs  free— tell  me,  canst  tbou 
hope/' 

'<  No/' returned  Redmond,  passionately;  ''  I  can 
hope  no  more — ^there  within  that  Castle  of  Maynooth. 
there  lay  my  wofld — wild  hopes,  and  wilder  wishes — 
now  I  know  jiot  what,  or  whom  it  may  contain — I  can 
hope  no  more — our  friends,  our  kindred,  our  innocent 
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people,  are  dyin^  around  us — why  should  we  live  ?*^ 
liere/'  he  continued,  pressing  his  forehead  against  the 
flag,  '*  here  is  my  last  resting  place.'' 

**  Not  so,  Redmond,"  answered  O'Carroll,  with 
much  emotion  ;  **  we  must  act,  even  although  we  have 
nothing  to  hope — take  thou  the  best  horse  yet  remain- 
ing amongst  our  wasted  and  diminished  Cavalry,  and 
seek  with  what  speed  thou  mayest  my  brother-in-law 
O'Conner,  who  still,  I  trust,  holds  the  Castle  of 
Kilkenny,  so  recently  committed  to  his  charge ;  I  will 
have  the  remaining  horses  slaughtered,  to  feed  such  of 
our  people  who  are  yet  able  to  follow  me,  and  thus 
trace  thy  road  more  slowly — if  O 'Conner  can  render 
ns  any  assistance,  return  thou  to  meet  us  on  our  way-^ 
if  not " 

'*  Hark !"  cried  Redmond,  interrupting  him, 
*' what  is  that?" 

A  low  knocking  was  distinctly  heard,  underneath 
the  flag  stone  upon  which  the  young  Chieftain  rested^ 
it  paused  for  a  space,  then  recommenced ;  Redmond 
searched  eagerly  around  for  some  opening  in  the  paved 
floor,  but  without  success; — ^then  laying  his'  mouth 
close  to  the  joining  of  the  flag,  from  under  which  the 
soiinds  seemed  to  proceed,  he  called  aloud  to  demand 
if  any  persons  were  buried  in  the  vaults  beneath,  and 
how  he  might  release  them.  A  low  and  indistinct 
Yoice  was  then  heard ;  but  Jilthough  Redmond,  lis- 
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toning  anxiomly,  foncied  be  could  recognise  tbe 
tone,  the  words  were  inaudible.  In  a  little  while 
it  ceased,  and  then,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  mi* 
nutes,  the  knocking  was  again  heard,  but  from  a 
diff<M-ent  place;  it  ^now  [voceeded  from  immediately 
under  the  alter ;  and  O 'Carroll,  who  had  advanced  to 
assist  Redmond  in  his  investigation,  stooping  down, 
set  his  shoulder  against  the  stone  pillar  which  formed 
the  altar,  and,  by  a  sudden  exertion  of  strength,  turn- 
ing it  round  as  on  a  pivot,  opened  to  their  view  a  flight 
of  steps,  on  the  upper  part  of  which  appeared  the 
pallid  and  emaciated,  but  still  pretty  face,  of  Red^ 
mond's  little  friend,  and  former  travelling  companion, 
Rose. 

An  instent  sufficed  the  Brothers  to  transport  the 
trembling,  half  smiling,  half  crying  girl,  from  her  sub- 
terraneous abode,  to  the  upper  world,  and  to  assail  her 
with  a  thousand  questions  as  to  how  she  came  there, 
and  as  to  what  had  become  of  the  remainder  of  their 
friends. 

*'  Oh,  Master  Redmond, '^  cried  the  sobbing  girl, 
*'  our  torches  is  all  burnt  out^  an  oiur  biscuit  all  ate 
up,  an  we're  hungry,  an  cold,  an  in  the  dark,  an  our  way 
lost,  in  thim  murthering  long  passages— ^and  oh  my 
poor -ladies,  its  enuff  to  kill  thim  entirely — an  the  Lady 
Elinor  so  weakley*" 

At  the  mention  of  her  ladies,  Redmond  had  preci- 
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pitated  himsielf  towards  the  steps,  in  ord^r  to  descend 
to  their  asi^stance  and  rescue,  wherever  they  might  he; 
hut  Ro^  detained  him,  catching  him  hy  the  arm,  and 
crying— 

**  Stay !  whats  the  use  of  ye'er  goin  in  the  dark,  to 
tumble  and  break  ye^er  neck, — ^take  light — for  the 
love  of  God  take  light— myself  dos'nt  know  what  way 
they're  in  at  all,— or  how  ye'll  find  thim." 

Impatient  of  the  delay,  the  eager  young  man  now 
hastened  to  the  wood,  where  in  a  short  time  he  pro- 
vided himself  with  a  bundle  of  dry  pine  wood  sticks, 
to  serve  the  purpose  of  torches,  in  the  dark  labyrinth 
which  Rose  assured  him  he  had  to  unravel,  ere  he 
could  reach  those  whom  he  sought  with  so  much 
anxiety,  although,  when  found,  he  had  nothing  better 
to  offer  them  for  a  change  of  situation,  save  free  air 
and  the  light  of  Heaven. 

Rose,  who  appeared  from  the  suffering  and  distress 
which  she  had  undergone,  scarcely  in  her  right  mind, 
still  continued  to  cling  to  him,  with  a  multiplicity  of 
•  incoherent  and  incomprehensible  directions,  and  it  was 
with  some  difficulty  that,  firmly,  although  gently, 
he  succeeded  in  shaking  her  off;  and  leaving  her  in 
the  care  of  his  brother,  who  promised  to  follow  the 
instant  he  had  placed  the  poor  exhaused  girl  in  the 
care  of  her  friends  without ;  Redmond  eagerly  plunged 
Into  the  dark  recesses  of  those  subterraneous  caverns. 
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once  more  to  perform  the  part  of  liberator,  to  her 
whose  presence  was  to  his  young  and  ardent  imagi- 
nation the  Alpha  and  Omega  of  all  earthly  happiness. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Yety  where  some  lone  sepulchral  relic  stands, 
That  with  these  names  tradition  hallow's  yet ; 

Oft  shall  the  wandering  son  of  other  lands. 
Linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hushM  regret. 


When  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  and  Lord  Thomas  Fitz- 
gerald, commenced  their  examination  of  the  state  to 
which  the  Castle  of  Maynooth  had  been  reduced  by 
the  treachery  of  Parese ;  they  found  the  evil  extend* 
ing  even  further  than  they  had  at  first  supposed  possi- 
ble—a great  quantity  of  ammunition  had  been  con- 
veyed away,  and  several  of  the  cannon  on  the  ramparts 
injured,  and  rendered  useless.  It  appeared  by  this, 
probable,  that  he  had  some  coadjutors,  although  it 
would  be  very  difficult  now  to  trace  them — ^they  might 
have  escaped  with  him,  or  have  gone  with  O'Carroll's 
party — or  there  might  be  traitors  amongst  the  few  still 
remaining  in  the  Castle,    Lord  Thomas  looked  with 
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IB  eye  of  suspicion  upon  all — ^the  faithless  Parese  had 
given  him  the  most  painful  lesson,  which  an  ingenuous 
heart  can  receive — he  now  knew  not  whom  to  trust. 

Continuing  his  investigation,  as  to  the  means  of 
defence,  each  moment  discovered  something  to  render 
their  sttuation  more  and  more  hopeless — and  his  bodily 
wtijcness  and  suffering,  combined  with  grief  and  dis- 
appointment, to  excite  a  degree  of  irritation  in  his 
mind,  which  almost  inclined  him  to  quarrel  with  his 
aseistants  and  companions  in  misfortune. 

Alice  appeared  at  some  distance,  attentively  consi- 
dering his  occupation,  and  seemingly  debating  in  her 
own  mind  as  to  the  propriety  of  addressing  him ;  not 
that  she  was  withheld  by  any  diffidence,  but  that  she 
felt  extremely  doubtful,  whether  that  which  she  had  to 
propose  would  be  by  any  means  palateable  either  to 
him- or  to  the  Earl:  at  length  she  determined  on  em- 
ploying her  Lady  as  a  mediatoar,  and  accordingly  draw- 
ing the  Gouiitess  apart^  she  said — 
'  "  My  Lady,  <  there's  one  below  wants  to  spake 
wid  ycy  an  <it»  the  ould  Priest  my  Lady,  Fader 
0'Rowrke~*4in  he's  lyin  sick  below,  an  he  says  his 
hours  Gumr-'-«nd  its  not  fur  his  own  sake,  thecratur,  he'd 
be  *afther  spakin,  ony  fur  the  good  aq  the  savin  o' 
ye'es  all — 4f  ye'e»  id  ony  listen  to  him — an  he  sintme 
to  tell  my  Lord  and  Lord  Thomas,  but  inyselfs  «f<^Krd, 
they  do  be  so  wilful  like  sometimes,  an  they're  always 
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fur  the  figfatin — ^^so  thin  I  thought  best  if  ye'erself  id 
hear  it  first  my  Lady,  why  may  be  they'd  sooner  mind 
tehat  ye'd  aay,  thaxt  a  poor  body  of  a  wake  ouid  man, 
wid  one  fut  in  the  grave — or  may  be  if  ye'd  send  the 
Lady  Elinor,  juist  to  thry  if  she  cduld'ilt  persuade  Lord 
Thomas.'^ 

With  a  gesture  of  reproach  at  this  last  silggestion, 
the  Countess  moved  away,  but  almost  immediately 
returning,  she  said:  "  If  this  request  by  the  old  man 
contain  aniy  plan  of  capitulation,  I  kilow  it  is  in  vain — 
they  will  not  listen  to  any  thing  of  the  kind,  nor  ought 
they— bettier,  far  better  it  becomes  their  race,  to  die 
sword  in  hand." 

"  Oh  no,  my  Lady," replied  Alice,  eagerly;  **  what 
ould  Fader  O'Rourke  id  be  afther  tellen  ye  wo^ild'nt 
disgrace  the  best  of  uz,  seein  we're  so  hard  set»  (God 
help  uz,)'but  ony  my  Lord  and  Lord  Thomas  are  so 
impatient  Kke — tho',  indeed,  its  no  shame  fur  them, 
sure  they've  enufF  to  crass  thim  any  how ;  but  tilin 
they'll  niver  take  time  to  listen  to  a  body  at  all-^o 
cum,  my  darlint  Lady,"  she  continued,  drawing  the 
Countess  along  with  her,  who,  whilst  she  followed  the 
loquacious  nurse,  replied  with  a  melancholy  smile. — 

■^  I  doubt,  Alice,  if  the  speech  of  Father  O'Rourke 
be  as  long  winded,  and  as  little  explanatory  as  thine, 
whether  I  shall  hdve  patience — although  my  powers  of 
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endurance  are,  I  well  know,  in  thy  opinion  pre*^ 
eminent." 

Following  the  guidance  of  Alice,  the  Countefs 
descended  to  the  lower  part  of  the  Castle,  and  from 
thence  to  a  yault,  which  appeared  rather  to  be  fitted 
for  a  dungeon  for  the  greatest  criminal,  than  to  be 
voluntarily  chosen  as  a  sleeping  apartment,  by  a  sick 
man  ;  who,  generally  esteemed  and  regarded  as  was  the 
Tenerable  Father,  might  have  asked  for  and  had,  any 
accommodation  which  the  Castle  could  afford. 

•'  Oh,  my  Lady,"  cried  Alice,  in  reply  to  the  whis- 
pered remonstrance  of  the  Countess,  as  to  the  impro> 
priety  of  the  invalid  being  in  such  a  place,  ''  its  no 
iault  of  mine — an  sure  my  self  has  been  'tindin  him 
wid  the  greatest  of  care,  an  tindemess,  an  whin  he 
would'nt  be  moved  to  a  drier  place,  look,  my  Lady, 
how  the  water's  rinnin  down  the  wails,  why  he  should 
have  had  a  good  bed,  an  warm  things,  to  make  bini 
a  little  comfortable  this  hard  winter — an  as  to  aitin, 
why  its  little  we  had  to  give  him — an  no  matther,  for 
the  cratur  is'nt  able  to  make  use  of  any  thing  at  all, 
ony  now  and  then  a  little  sup  of  cold  water ;  but  he 
sed,  shure  a  dawny  taste  of  straw  on  a  boord,  was  too 
good  fur  the  flesh  of  a  poor  sinner ;  (an  shure  its  little 
of  flesh  is  on  him,  ony  bones,)  like  him  that  was  nothin 
but  dust  an  ashes  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord." 
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During  this  speech,  the  Countess  had  been  bend* 
ing  over  the  dying  man,  whose  sunken  and  rayless 
eyes  appeared,  for  a  moment,  animated  by  a  transitory 
gleam  of  pleasure  on  beholding  her.  She  took  his 
emaciated  hand;  but  his  pulse  was  fluttering  and 
feeble,  and  she  doubted  if  the  last  throbs  of  life  would 
enable  him  to  make  the  communication,  which  was  the 
object  of  Alice's  mission.  Kneeling  beside  his  hum- 
ble  and  lowly  pallet,  she  bent  her  head  to  hear  the 
va^ue  and  incoherent  expressions,  which  he  seemed 
conscious  he  had  not  the  power  to  render  articulate. 

*'  Thou  art  good  and  pure,  Lady,"  he  murmured, 
*^  and  much  of  wisdom  hath  been  granted  unto  thee 
— the  Blessed  Virgin  will  protect  her  own — I  may 
not  tarry  here  to  guide  thy  way.  Lady,  the  mo- 
ments are  numbered — let  not  the  Chiefs  despise  the 
poor  Monk,  nor  the  counsel' of  the  aged — the  key — 
the  iron  ring — look  to  thy  steps — the  way  is  drear — 
the  mansions  of  the  dead — ^but,  through  deaths  must 
we  pass  unto  life — even  life  eternal — the  key — the 
■steps — ^hold  on— fear  not — I  will  tell- — I  will  shew 
the  path  myself " 

He  started  upright  on  his  bed  ! — a  parting  gleam 

shot  from  his  eyes  for  an  instant— with  vague  efforts 

.  he  seemed  to  grasp  at  a  key,  which  lay  on  the  straw 

beside   him;   then,   sinking  back,   he   still  continued 

to   murmur   for   a  few  moments,   words   now  utterly 


46  ROMAKCn  Hi   IRELAND^ 

uninteiligible.  The  soul  had  fled  I— and  tbei.  laat 
gasp  of  breath  was  but  the  vibration  of  the  earthly 
tenement^  shaken  to  its  foundation  by  the  Jligfat  of 
the  guiding  spirit ! 

A  few  quiet  tears  chased  each  otb^  down  the 
cheeks  of  the  Countess,  as  she  gazed  on  all  that  now 
remained  on  earth,  of  one  whose  life  had  been  devoted 
and  worn  out  in  the  service  of  others,  and  wbpas 
latest  efforts  seemed  the  endeavour  to  accomplish 
some  act  of  kindness,  which,  however,,  he  bad  not 
been  able  to  make  her  comprehend. 

She  turned  to  Alice  for  an  explanation,  who  wa» 
very  ready  to  tell  all  she  knew,  which  only  amounted 
to  the  fact  of  there  being  a  Cemetery  belonging  to 
the  Castle,  under  ground,  a  long  way,  she  believed-^ 
"  An  here's  the  kay,  my  Lady,  an  its  under  the  bed 
the  little  thrap  door  is,  that  lades  to  the ,  passage  be- 
low ;  an  what  the  darlint  ould  man  that's  gone,  (rest 
his  sowl,)  wanted  to  say,  was,  fur  all  o'  ye'es  to  go 
down  directly  to  the  berrin   place,   rader  than  give 
in  to  the  Saxons ;  fur  there's  a  way  out,  somewhere 
in  the  wood  beyant;    an  we  thought,  may  be  my 
Lord,  an  Lord  Thomas — ^why,  they  would'nt  be  aisy 
in  their  minds  to  go  at  all,  fur  afeard  it' might  look 
like  rinnin    away;    but,  shure,   an    my  Lady  dear, 
there's  no  use  in  stayin  Cooped  up  here,  to  be  starved 
and  murdered  entirely. 
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Unsatisfactory  as  was  this  account,  the  Countess 
considered  it  as  extremely  important.  She  was  far 
from  thinking  that  either  of  the  Qhieftains  would 
object  to  any  scheme  likely  to  emancipate  them  from 
their  present  thraldom,  since  it  might,  hereafter, 
enable  them  to  make  a  more  effectual  stand  elswhere. 
Shej  accordingly,  took  possession  of  the  key;  and, 
having  ascertained  the  position  of  the  trap-door  men^ 
tioned  by  Alice,  ascended  once  more  towards  the 
ramparts  to  give  this  much  information,  and  arrange 
measures  for  having  the  subterranean  passage,  at  least, 
reconnoitred,  if  they  did  not  think  fit  at  once  to 
venture  the  whole  party  within  its  intricate  mazes. 

Ere  she  had  reached  her  destination,  the  roll  of 
artillery  (well  as  her  ear  had  been  of  late  accustomed 
to  the  sound)  caused  her  to  start  and  tremble ;  the 
massive  walls  seemed  as  if  shaken  to  their  foundation 
by  the  heavy  batteries  which  the  besiegers  had  brought 
to  bear  on  that  side,  and  precisely  on  the  spot  which 
the  too  accurate  information  of  Parese  had  pointed 
out,  as  the  part  from  whence  no  hostile  return  could 
be  made ;  he  having,  as  the  climax  to  his  treachery, 
spiked,  and  otherwise  injured  the  w^ole  of  the  can^ 
non  bearing  upon  that  quarter^  It  was  now  evident 
that  the  decision  of  the  Chieftains  must  be  made 
instantly;  nor  was  there  time  to  delay,  or  set  on 
foot  any  examination,    either    as  to  the    length   or 
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direction  of  the  subterraDean  passage — all  who  would 
presenre  life  and  liberty  must  seek  its  shelter  without 
delay,  and  bless  the  memory  of  the  poor  Friar,  who 
had,  uncertain  as  it  seemed,  pointed  out  to  them  the 
possibility  of  escape  from  their  relentless  foes. 

The  Countess  gently  approached  the  place,  where, 
with  reckless  indifference,  the  Earl  stood  exposed 
to  the  enemy's  fire ;  and,  as  she  bad  anticipated, 
his  fears  for  her  safety  caused  him  immediately  to 
abandon  his  dangerous  position,  and  withdraw  to  a 
place  of  at  least  present  security,  in  order  to  listen 
to  her  communication,  which  was  briefly  and  ener- 
getically given.  When  it  was  concluded,  the  Earl 
said,  addressing  the  young  Geraldine,  who  had  joined 
their  conference — 

<'  It  lists  not  with  us  to  choose,  Thomas ;  we  have 
no  other  course  left,  but  to  act  promptly  upon  this 
last  resource,  sent  to  us  by  Heaven  in  our  extre- 
mity— ere  the  lapse  of  a  few  hours,  a  breach  in  the 
lower  wail  will  be  effected — we  must  leave  no  traces 
behind  whereby  the  enemy  may  track  our  route — 
down  with  your  cross  bows,  soldiers !  they  can  avail 
you  nothing  now — ^we  must  look  to  better  times  for 
more  effectual  resistance — this  is  not  the  pass  of 
Glendalough — away,  away,  there  is  other  work  on 
hand." 

The  Earl  was  nearly  right  in  his  calculation  of  the 
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time  likely  to  be  occupied  in  effecting  a  breach — 
six  hours  afterwards,  the  English  took  possession  of 
the  fortress  unmolested— not  a  human  being  was  to  be 
found  within— all  .appeared  to  have  vanishedy  as  if 
by  enchantment. 

Lord  Thomas  had  remained  to  the  last,  in  order  to 
have  the  wretched  bed  on  which  the  aged  Priest  had 
expired,  replaced  in  its  original  position,  so  as  to 
conceal  the  trap  door,  which  he  carefully  locked, 
ere  he  descended  to  rejoin  his  friends  who  had  pre*- 
^eded  him. 

The  vaulted  passage,  through  which  this  melan- 
choly remnant  of  the  Garrison  of  Maynooth  held  its 
way,  was  low,  narrow,  and  oppressed  by  a  suffoca- 
ting damp,  which  sent  a  deadening  chill,  even  through 
the  mpst  robust— the  torches,  with  which  the  most 

of  the  party  had  provided  themselves,  cast  a  strug- 
gling and  sickly  ray,  only  rendering  '^  darkness  visible ;" 

and  the  long  procession  not  merely  looked  like^  but 
actually  was  a  funeral — ^since  not  one,  either  Chieftain 
or  follower,  would  have  consented  to  abandon  the  life- 
less remains  of  their  reverend  Father,  to  the  chance  of 
slight  or  disrespect  from  the  triumphant  foe ;  but  on  a 
hastily  constructed  bier,  formed  of  a  few  cross  poles, 
the  body  was  borne  in  the  midst  of  the  Gallowglasses, 
who  murmured,  as  they  went,  their  rude  and  simple 
prayers  for  the  soul  of  the  departed ;  intending,  when 

VOL.  II,  D 


50  ROMANCE  IN   IRELAND. 

they  should  arrive  at  the  Cemetery,  which  Alice  in* 
formed  them  lay  at  the  diBtance  of  aboat  half  a  mile 
from  the  commencement  of  the  passage,  to  deposit 
their  burden  with  such  rites  as  their  circumstances 
would  admit. 

Alice's  half  mile  proved  many  a  weary  step;  ttke 
winding  of  the  passage  seemed  only  made  to  lengthen 
it,  for  as  yet  it  was  single  and  free  from  any  deviating 
branches ;  and  it  was  not  until  after  more  than  two 
hours  of  march,  that  the  foremost  of  tJie  party  an- 
nounced to  those  following,  that  they  had  arrived  at 
"  the  place  of  tombs.'' 

The  vault  here  rose  abruptly  to  a  considerable 
height,  and  was  supported  by  massive  stone  pillars — 
the  extreme  extent  was  lost  in  obscurity,  and  on  every 
side  branched  low  narrow  passages,  similar  in  their 
appearance  to  the  one  by  which  they  had  arrived-— 
a  circumstance  which  not  being  at  first  adverted  to, 
and  all  pressing  eagerly  forwards  into  the  open  space, 
in  order  to  breathe  a  freer  air,  in  a  few  minutes  not 
one  of  the  party  could  tell  by  which  of  the  hundred 
entrances  they  had  found  ingress;  and  %vhat  was  of 
far  greater  importance,  no  one  could  even  guess,  by 
which  they  might  be  able  to  procure  egress  from  this 
gloomy  abode  of  death. 

These  reflections  did  not  immediately  occur  to  any 
except  the   Leaders,  who  began  to  apprehend  that 
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they  had  only  escaped,  and  withdrawn  their  people 
from  eaptiyity,  to  bury  them  alive  in  the  bowels  of 
the  earth ;  and  dncwiBg-  togeth^  near  the  centre  of 
Ae  vault,  conversed  in  suppressed  tones,  vainly  en- 
deavouring to  obtain  from  Alice  some  clear  informa- 
tion respecting  the  fact  of  there  being  any  mode  of 
reaching  the  upper  world,  save  only  the  one  by 
which  they  had  arrived,  and  by  which,  betide  what 
might,  there  waa  for  them  no  return.  Alice  could 
tell  nothing  more — she  said  the  old  man  had  been 
unsettled  in  his  mind,  and,  as  she  termed  it, 
'^  romancing  for  several  days,  and  she  did  not  always 
understand  what  he  was  at,  but  supposed  that  of 
course  her  Lady  could;'' — this  y/^9s  but  cold  conso- 
lation. Lord  Thomas,  as  he  gazed  on  the  singular 
appearance  and  architecture  of  this  subterraneous 
edifice,  recollected  having  heard  a  tradition  that 
there  had  been  a  very  ancient  burying  place  of  the 
former  Kings  of  Ireland,  situated  within  a  short 
distance  of  the  Castle,  but  its  »te  had  been  long 
forgotten ;  a  circumstance  very  improbable  if  there 
existed  any  other  entrance  except  the  one  within  the 
Castle;  although  of  even  that  he  had  never  heard 
until  within  the  last  few  hours. 

He  looked  sorrowfully  on  Elinor,  who,  faint  and 
stck  at  heart,  leaned  against  a  rudely  sculptured 
tomb ;  her  delicate  and  fragile  figure^  and  her  seraph 

D  2 


52  BOMANCB  IN  IRELAND* 

beauty,  strangely  contrasted  with  the  nncouth  and 
dismal  scenery  around — ^be  looked  on  her  and  wished. 
— ^that  loved  and  lorely  one, — -.so  prized,  and  so  re- 
gretted— wished  her  once  more  in  the  arms  of  hift 
hated  rival — ^yes,  even  that,  rather  than  thus-^-for 
men,  for  soldiers  it  were  A  proud  and  fierce  refuge 
from  captivity — ^but  for  .  ber — he  covered  his  eyes 
with  his  hands,  that  he  might  no  longer  view  that 
fair  form,  which  in  happier  days  he  was  wont  to 
behold  with  so  much  rapture. 

Whilst  awsdting  the  deliberation  of  their  Chiefs,, 
the  soldiers  bad  quietly  and  in  silence  begun  to  open 
one  of  the  tombs,  striking  up  the  flags  with  their 
battle-axes,  for  the  purpose  of  inhuming  the  body 
which  they  had  so  carefully  borne ;  when  this  was 
accomplished,  and  the  last  earthly  dwelling  place 
provided,  they  looked  to  the  Countess  for  further 
directions*. 

There  was  no  person  present  qualified  to  perform 
the  proper  burial  service ;  and, they  were,  they  said, 
*^  loth  to  bury  the  holy  Father  like  a  dog,  without 
saying  a  word  over  him."  Thus  called  on,  the 
Countess  aroused  Lord  Thomas  from  his  sad  and 
gloomy  contemplation;  and  with  him  advancing  to 
the  tomb,  ^within  which  the  body  had  been  de- 
posited, she  placed  herself  at  the  head,  and  the 
yjDung  Geraldine  standing  at  the  feet,  they   sang,  ia- 
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alternate  stanzas,  a  solemn  requiem  for  the  soul  of  the 
departed — ^their  rich  and  melodious  yoices  swelling  to 
the  vaulted  roof,  and  then  dying  in  soft  echo's  far 
fiunongst  the  distant  aisles. 

They  stood  like  two  beautiful  monumental  statues, 
their  lofty  and  majestic  forms,  as  still,  as  graceful,  and 
as  pale  ; — for  sickness  and  suffering,  both  of  mind  'and 
body,  had  rendered  the  cheek  of  Lord  Thomas  nearly 
as  colourless  as  was  that  of  his  beautiful  kinswoman. 

Perhsfps  no  regular  burial  service  was  ever  more 
solemnly  or  deeply  felt,  than  was,  at  that  moment,  this 
splendid  and  soul-touching  anthem  by  the  rude  and 
simple  congregation  there  assembled-^all  had  heard, 
at  different  periods,  both  the  Countess  and  the  young 
Chieftain  sing,  and  were  aware  of  their  great  vocal 
power**— but  the  effect  was  quite  different  now— they 
alone  stood  erect — all  the  rest  were  kneeling,  many 
|>rostrate,  and  the  ground  was  washed  with  tears  from 
«yes  which  never  wept  before — ^hard  veteran  warriors, 
trained  to  sights  of  death  in  its  most  terrific  form,  now 
melted  in  unconscious  softness,  on  hearing  those  sounds 
-which  ^'  took  the  prisoned  soul,  and  lapt  it  in  Elisium." 

Music — such  music,  hath  a  force,  a  sacred  sympathy 
with  heaven,  unknown  to  any  other  earthly  power—* 
«end  hither  the  hardened  sinner,  the  Atheist,  if  indeed 
isuch  being  exist,  let  him  hearken  to  melody  like  this 
• — ^and  he  will  repent  and  believe, 
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The  BtrttB  had  ceaaed-^-eU  i^aa  huabed  and  fltiU— 
etea  those  hearta  which  had  been  preTiously  nuMt 
dbttttbed  with  doubt  and  anxiety^  eTen  they  felt  the 
soothing  influence  of  their  own  poweis — whilat  the 
rCTudnder  looked  towaida  them,  they  knew  not  w9iy, 
with  increased  hope  and  confidence. 

"  An  shave/'  cried  Alice,  **  'tis'nt  under  ground, 
the  bodies,  no  more  nor  the  sowb  c^  the  likes  o'  lima 
shud  be  buried;  for  its  raal  aagels  out  of  Heaven, 
myself  thinks  they  are — an  may  be  the  Blessed  Virgin 
hersdf  id  open  the  earth  to  take  thim  and  all  of  nc 
out  of  this  cold,  damp,  undeigroiifld  Church — •^tis'nt 
many  days  we  could  liye  in  it,  for  we  hare  but  little 
biscuit,  and  that  same  id  soon  grow  nwuldy  in  sich  a 
place — barrin  we  did'nt  ate  it  first.'' 

This  observBJtion  of  Alice,  with  respect  to  l^r 
means  of  subsistence,  was  but  too  weU  founded;  the 
time  they  could  swpport  life  in  their  present  ^ntna^n^ 
must  inevitably  be  short  indeed ;  and  it  was  necessary 
to  commence  the  search  for  a  way  to  the  sorfiice  af  the 
earth  without  any  more  delay. 

It  was  then  arranged  by  the  Chieftaitts,  that  their 
little  band  ^ould  be  divided  ilto  a  number  i)f  parties, 
corresponding  with  the  number  of  passages  which 
diverged  from  the  one  common  centre  where  all  were 
now  assembled.  That  each  party  should  proceed  in 
search  of  the  desired  outlet ;  and  whether  in  the  e'V^ent 
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0f  suocesB  or  failure,  rendezvous  fkt  the  place  from 
irbeace  they  had  Btarted,  to  inform  the  others  of  the 
result  of  Iheir  search*  The  vomen  were  to  remain 
stationary  with  as  many  of  the  torches  as  could  be 
spared  from  the  exploring  parties,  since  some  of  the 
former  were  ill  able  to  encounter  any  unnecessary 
fatigue. 

The  Earl  and  Lord  Thomas,  also,  were  neithi^  of 
them  in  a  state  of  health  m  strength  fitted  for  much 
endurance ;  but  the  Countess  solicited  in  vain  that  they 
would  suffer  the  others  to  proceed  without  them^  and 
patiently  to  await  the  result — ^her  intveaties  were  of  no 
avail,  albeit  they  both  generally  turned  a  willing  ear 
to  her  gentle  expostulations,  but  in  tiiis  instance  her 
influence  was  as  nothing* 

They  departed;  and  the  Countess,  with  Elinor, 
Alice,  Rose,  and  a  few  more  female  attendants, 
remained  alone  in  the  still  sojourn  of  the  dead. 

A  day,  a  night,  passed  away,  and  none  returned  to 
cheer  them  with  hope,  or  to  chill  them  with  disappoint* 
ment — it  were  something  still  if  they  would  return, 
whether  with  tidings  of  weal  or  woe — if  condemned  to 
die  thus  miserably,  it  w^re  better,  even  thus,  to  behold 
the  loved  ones  face  to  face,  than  to  perish,  abandoned 
and  alone — ^time  passed  heavily  on,  no  voices,  no  lights 
appeared,  the  long  passages  continued  still,  silent,  and 
dark ;  but  from  above  strange  and  hollow  noises  were 
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heard  at  mterrak^  like  the  dull  echo's  of  far  distant 
thunder;  and  more  than  once  their  subterraneous 
dwelling  was  shaken  even  to  the  rerjr  centre — ^their 
torches  burnt  low,  burnt  dim,  and  were  finally 
extinguished;  and  then  the  power,  the  influence  of 
the  Countess  was  in  vain  to  cahn  the  agonized  terror^ 
of  her  helpless  companions — ^by  her,  a  dungeon, 
darkness,  solitude,  had  beea  already  endured — but 
now,  how  was  all  aggravated  by  witnessing  the  dis- 
traction of  others,  whom  she  had  no  power  to  aid  or 
soothe — Elinor,  exhausted  and  nearly  insensible,  lay 
stretched  on  the  ground,  her  head  resting  on  her 
Mother's  knees,  whilst  Alice  hung  over  her,  tearing 
her  hair  and  filling  the  echoing  vaults  with  frantic  cries 
and  lamentations.  As  the  flame  of  their  last  torch 
flared  and  expired;  ^re  they  were  left  m  total 
darkness,  Rose,  starting  up  wildly^  ran  towards  the 
first  passage  which  presented  itself;  and  with  the  result 
of  her  wanderings,  the  reader  has  beeu  already 
acquainted. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

All  rum'd  and  ^d  is  their  roofless  abode, 

And  lonely  the  dark  raven's  sheltering  tree; 
And  travelled  by  few  is  the  grass-cover'd  road. 
Where  the  hunter  of  deer  and  the  warrior  trode 
To  Ills  hills  that  encircle  the  sea. 


On  descending  the  flight  of  steps  which  led  to  the 
Cavern,  from  whence  Rose  had  been  just  emanci- 
pated, Redmond  pursued  his  way  for  some  time  along 
a  narrow  vaulted  passage,  until  he  came  to  a  circular 
opening,  from  which  such  a  number  of  similar  vaulted 
passages  diverged^  that  he  was  totally  at  a  loss  which 
to  pursue.  He  was  embarrassed,  but  did  not  there- 
fore delay — right  or  wrong,  he  was  determined  to  go 
on  at  ail  hazards,  and  accordingly  struck  into  the  one 
nearest  to  him. 

He  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  the  ground  seemed 
decidedly  to  ascend — at  length  he  felt  the  fresh  air 
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blowing  on  his  face,  and  Uireatening  to  extinguish  his 
wavering  torch.  Rose  had  given  him  but  little  clue 
as  to  the  precise  position  of  her  fugitive  companions; 
but  still  he  thought  he  must  be  going  wrong,  and 
would  immediately  have  turned  to  retrace  his  steps, 
had  not  his  ear  been  caught  by  a  faint  groan,  seeming 
to  proceed  from  the  way  he  was  advancing — he  now 
ran  eagerly  forwards,  stumbled,  and  fell  over  a  dead 
body,  which  lay  across  his  pathway — the  light  was 
extinguished  by  hia  fall ;  but  ere  he  arose  he  felt  the 
body  which  iiad  thus  impeded  his  further  progress — 
it  was  cold  und  stiff— it  was  not  then  from  thence  the 
groan  that  he  had  heard  proceeded — ^the  face  and 
breast  were  covered  with  congealed  blood — ^the  un- 
happy wretch  must  have  perished  by  a  violent  death — 
these  conclusions  were  formed  by  Redmoiid,  almost 
instantaneously  as  he  arose  and  groped  hb  way  onward 
in  search  of  whatever  living  being  ■  had  uttered  the 
sound  of  distress  by  which  his  attention  had  been 
first  attracted. 

A  dim  light  now  guided  him  on^  and  he  emerged 
from  the  Cavern  into  the  air,  but  amongst  taagled 
bushes  and  under- wood.  The  evening  had  closed  in, 
and  the  thick  wood  which  extended  on  every  side 
rendered  objects  scarcely  visible;  but  the  doubtful 
twilightjust  allowed  him  to  dlsc^n  that  his  progress 
was  now  impeded,  not  by  one,  but  by  many  bodies 


liOMANCB  IN  IIt£LA37B.'  59 

of  recently  slain  men — Redmond  felt  tlieir  arms  «»d 
aeo<mtrement8--tfaey  were  kis  countrymen  and  fellow 
9oldieTs« 

To  strike  and  procure  a  light,  by  means  of  his 
bundle  of  pine  stieks^  was  his  next  moyement,  and 
then  accurately  to  examine  the  sad  spectacle  before 
him ;  as  be  threw  aside  their  long  hair,  clotted  with 
bloody  and  sorrowfully  inspected  each  individual 
countenance,  he  reoognized  many  of  those  from  whom 
he  had  parted  in  Maynooth  Garrbon  full  of  life  and 
vigour.  Such  sights  are  but  too  familiar  in  the  sol- 
dier's life;  but  Redmond  now  felt  it  with  peculiar 
pain,  since  the  fate  of  these  poor  men  seemed  to 
have  some  reference  with  that  of  nearer  and  dearer 
friends. 

He  called  aloud,  and  repeatedly,  still  no  answer 
was  returned — the  gcoan  which  he  had  heard,  had 
then  been  the  last  of  some  one  of  those  unhappy 
victims  before  bun.  He  plunged  once  more  into  the 
Cavern,  hastily  retracing  his  steps,  and  shouting, 
until  the  echo's  left  him  undecided,  whether  there 
were  not  other  human  voices  besides  his  own — his 
doubts  on  diat  subject  were  cleared  up  on  reaching 
the  circular  space  already  alluded  to,  for  he  there 
found  his  bro&er  O'GarroU,  hallooing  more  loudly 
than  hknself. 

The  Chieftain  had,  on  placing  poor  Rose  in  friendly 
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hands^  and  taking  time  to  receive  from  her  a  some^ 
what  more  detailed  account  than  Redmond's  impa-^- 
tience  had  allowed,  followed  his  brother's  steps, 
prudently  bringing  with  him  ten  of  his  most  vigorous 
followers,  weU  armed;   and  the  account  which  the 

■ 

young  man  now  gave  of  the  dismal  scene  he  had  jusl 
witnessed,  seemed  to  justify  the  precaution. 

He  was  at  first  inclined  to  visit  the  spot  where  this 
bloody  work  had  been  transacted;  but  Redmond 
urged  him  to  defer  it,  and  now  to  pursue  the  isearch 
for  the  living,  if  any  such  yet  remained  within  th^ 
recesses  of  the  Cave. 

One  o£  the  men  who  accompanied  O'Carroll,  and 
who  had  heard  some  traditionary  accounts  of  this 
singular  excavation,  stated  his  belief,  that  all  the 
passages  diverging  from  the  place  where  they  now 
stood,  centred  in  the  Chapel  or  burial  place,  iii 
which  Rose  said  she  had  left  her  Ladies;  and  ac-^ 
cordingly  the  Chieftain  led  the  whole  party  down 
the  nearest  passage^  he  and  Redmond  both  raising 
their  voices  from  time  to  time,  and  arousing  the 
echos,  in  order  to  inform  their  suffering  friends  of 
the  approach  of  help — this  noise  wad  of  service  in 
more  respects  than  one ;  it  awakened  hope  agaia  in 
the  hearts  of  the  despairing  women,  and  it  served  ad 
a  guide  to  others,  who  were  wandering. in  darkness> 
weary  and  exhausted. 
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When  the  Earl  of  Desmoad  and  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald  had  divided  their  little  band  into  several 
detachments^  and  dispatched  them  by  di£^ent  routes, 
they  themselves,  with  only  two  followers,  struck 
into  a  passage^  which,  after  many  intricate  windings, 
conducted  them^  not>  as  they  had  expected,  to  some 
outlet  in  the  woods,  but  once  more  under  the  founda^ 
tion  of  the  Castle,  from  whence  they  had  so  recently 
departed. 

■  This  disappointment  was  most  severely  felt  by  the 
Chieftains,  who  would  instantly  have  turned  to  re-^ 
trace  their  steps,  had  not  Fergus,  one  of  the  Kearne 
who  accompanied  them^  solicited  permission  to  exa^ 
mine  a  little  into  the  present  state  of  the  ForU'ess^ 
and  whether  the  English  had  actually  taken  pos- 
session. 

His  request  was  readily  granted;  the  more  so,  as 
the  Leaders  themselves  were  not  without  anxiety  to 
ascertain  the  precise  situation  of  this,  their  abandoned 
position >  although,  under  whatever  circumstances,  it 
was  equally  lost  to  them. 

FerguS)  hastily  availing  himself  of  this  permission, 
ascended  the  steps;  and  having  listened  for  some 
time,  and  not  hearing  any  stir,  concluded  that  the 
ya;ult  was  vacant  as  wheki  they  had  left  it ;  he  softly 
unclosed  the  trap  door. 
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*'  Holy  Saint  Patrick  !'*  he  exclaimed ;  *^  what  a 
sight  is  here !" 

His  companioiiy  looking  eagerly  over  his  shoulder, 
reiterated  his  exclama.tion ;  and  the  Earl  and  Lord 
Thomas  now  pressed  forwards  in  their  tum^  to  view 
what  seemed  to  have  overwhelmed  the  two  Keame 
with  such  rapturous  delight. 

The  first  glance  easily  accounted  for  the  poor  fel- 
lows' transports — the  dreary  Vault  through  which 
they  had  descended,  and  in  whidi  a  few  hours  before 
the  old  Priest  had  breathed  his  last,  had,  in  this 
short  interval,  become  a  store-house  for  provisions 
of  every  kind — sacks  of  com,  meal,  piles  of  ready 
made  loaves  and  cakes,  both  oaten  and  wheaten, 
with  the  carcasses  of  sheep,  goats,  and  kine,  siduted 
their  famished  eyes,  and  lay  a  ready  prey  for  their 
eager  hands;  nor  was  any  time  lost  in  appropriating 
to  themselves  this  treasure,  so  imexpectedly  disco* 
vered.  Fergus  and  Murehad,  the  two  Kearne,  with 
the  most  incredible  celerity^  loaded  their  shoulders 
with  the  welcome  burden,  and  carried  off  carcass 
after  carcass,  sack  after  sack — all — every  thing  that 
was  portable,  not  leaving  tiie  smallest  crumb  of  one 
of  the  loaves  bdiind. 

They  had  stowed  the  whole  in  safety  at  the  bottom 
of  the  steps,   and  were  closing  the  trap  door,    too 
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happy  la  such  plunder  to  desire  to  puisue  thdur  in- 
¥estigatk)n  any  ftirtber,  wiiea  the  peal  of  artillery 
from  the  ramparts  gave  intimation  that  Uie  present 
inmates  of  the  Castle  were  eith^  defending  them- 
selves fpom  some  outward  attack,  or,  as  the  Chieftains 
more  justly  sarnused,  were  oommenoing  hostilities 
against  Redmond's  little  foraging  party,  returning 
unconscious  of  the  changes  which  had  taken  place. 

**  If  we  had  soske  barrels  of  gunpowder/'  mut- 
t^ed  Fergus^  **  to  lave  in  the  place  of  what  weVe 
got,  its  myself  id  have  no  objection  in  life,  to  be 
afdier  blowing  them  all  up." 

*'  Unfortunatoly  we  have  no  such  thing  at  present," 
said  the  Earl ;  *^  and  we  had  best  seek  for  an  outlet 
with  what  speed  we  may — ^if  we  could  only  rejoin 
Redmond  and  his  party,  this  provision,  so  unex- 
pectedly obtained,  joined  with  what  he  brings,  might 
enable  us  to  make  a  stand  here  {or  some  time  longer; 
and  then  this  idea  of  Fergus,  of  making  a  mbe  under 
the  Castle,  by  means  of  this  subterraneous  way, 
would  be  worth  consideration." 

''  There  is  that  within  the  Castle  to  effect  such 
purpose,"  replied  Lord  Thomas,  *'  if  we  could  come 
within  reach  of  it,  only  one  half  as  readily  as  we 
did  of  those  provisions  which  Fergus  and  Murchad 
contemplate  with  so  much  satisfaction." 

''  And  of  which,"  rejoined  the  Earl,    *^  Ihey  are 
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stowing  such  a  liberal  share  within  their  stomachs, 
probably  to  save  their  shoulders  from  the  inconve'* 
nience  of  carrying  so  great  a  weight/' 

"  Away !  away,  boys,"  cried  Lord  Thomas — 
**  we  must  call  in  more  hands  to  carry  off  all  this — 
let  us  not  delay  now,,  only  bring  a  sufficient  specimen 
of  your  prize,  to  encourage  your  comrades  to  come 
and  help  in  bearing  away  the  remainder/' 

Notwithstanding  the  haste  and  anxiety,  felt  and 
expressed  by  the  Chieftains,  the  intricacies  of  the 
labyrinth  in  which  they  were  involved  delayed  their 
progress  hour  after  hour>  until  their  lights  were  to^ 
tally  burnt  out,  and  they  were  forced  to  grope  their 
way  in  darkness;  impatiently  murmuring  against  this 
seeming  mischance,  which  had  in  reality  saved  them 
from  the  fate  of  their  unfortunate  companions. 
'  The  continued  thunder  of  cannon  was  mingled  with 
hollow  sounds,  which  shook  the  Cavern,  and  which 
filled  the  women  with  such  dismay,  from  their  not 
knowing  the  cause  from  whence  they  proceeded, 
were  recognized  but  too  distinctly  by  the  incarcerated 
Chieftains  as  the  .gallopping  of  horses — their  own 
troops — the  last  remnant  of  their  Cavalry  retreating 
before  a  victorious  enemy.  It  was  almost  by  force 
that  the  Earl  prevented  the  exasperated  young  Ge- 
raldine  from  seeking  to  return  once  more  beneath  the 
foundation  of  the  Castle,  and  at  all  hazards  ascend- 
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ing  to  the  place  where  he  knew  the  ma^zine  of 
gunpowder  to  be  stored,  and  to  which  he  tried  to  per-* 
suade  the  Earl,  he  might  attain  undiscovered* 

^*  Frantic  boy!"  exclaimed  the  Earl,  angrily; 
**  desperate  as  our  cause  has  become,  we  are  not  yet 
so  lost  to  all  hope  as  to  spare  thee — this  is  madness, 
not  valour,  thus  to  sacrifice  thyself,  whilst  there  is  a 
possibility  of  serving  thy  country  by  any  other  means,'' 

"  And  yet,"  replied  Lord  Thomas,  '*  to  my  thinks 
ing,  it  is  an  expedient  l^at  we  must  of  necessity 
have  recourse  to  ere  long — if  we  fail  in  discovering 
an  outlet  to  the  woods,  and  we  have  no  means  of 
knowing  if  such  outlet  even  exists— I  am  ready  and 
willing  to  risk  my  life — and  it  is  but  a  risk,  not  an 
absolute  sacrifice;  for  I  may  find  means  to  execute 
my  purpose  undiscovered,  and  by  laying  a  train  of 
sufficient  length,  have  time  to  effect  my  escape,  ^re 
an  explosion  takes  place — if  not,  I  could  meet  no  end 
^o  glorious." 

-*'  True/'  replied  the  Earl ;  "  and  if  such  is  to  be 
thy  lot,  then  will  I  share  it  with  thee — but  not  until  all 
else  has  failed — I  yet  hope  and  believe  in  the  success 
of  our  protracted  struggle ;  and  not  until  that  very  last 
hope  is  extinguished »  will  I  consent  to  adopt  a  plan^ 
by  which  my  country  must  lose,  her  two  most  faithful 
friends,  and  zealous  defenders*" 

Lord  Thomas  was  silent ;  he  yielded,  although  not 
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oonTinc^— but  he  yielded  partly  from  neoaBsity, 
became  tbe  diiEciilty  of  finding  his  way  in  darfcncsB 
was  quite  as  great  m  leturning  as  in  going  forward; 
and  they  oontinued  to  wander  on  still,  for  many 
dreary  hours,  until  the  well  known  voice  of  Redmond 
wwakening  the  cavern  echo's  by  his  cdioutiBgy  aroused 
their  drooping  spirits;  and  wondering  at  their  own 
stupidity  in  not  having  before  thought  of  this  simple 
method  of  calling  all  the  wanderers  together,  they 
answered  his  cheering  cry,  with  a  degree  of  excitement 
and  animation,  which  a  few  minutes  before  they  would 
have  thought  themselves  incapable  of  feeling. 

But  of  those  who  had  entered  this  subterraneous 
dwelling,  six  and  thirty  hours  previously,  the  greater 
proportion  could  awaken  no  more  at  the  voice  of 
either  fnend  or  foe — of  one  hundred  human  beings 
then  assembled  there,  only  fifteen  remained  alive  to 
profit  by  the  rescue  afibsded  by  O'CarroU  and  his 
brother  Redmond.  Those  of  the  exploring  party, 
iHio  had  separated  from  the  Earl  and  Lord  Thomas, 
had  apparently  succeeded  in  their  object,  while  their 
Chiefs  had  failed.  They  had  discovered  the  outlet  in 
the  woods,  but  their  exultation  at  such  discovery  was 
of  brief  duration,  they  having  almost,  at  the  same 
moment,  fiillen  into  the  ambuscade  posted  by  Lord 
Grey,  to  intercept  the  returning  foragers. 

Of  the  disastrous  result  of  this  meeting,  Redmond 
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tod  already  aix^ideatally  beecMae  acquainted,  liat 
preienFed  silence  on  the  ^tubject,  until  he  had  with- 
drawn all  his  friends  firom  their  gloomy  sojourn ,  and 
estaMiahed  them  under  th0  roof  of  the  little  ruinous 
Chapel,  beneath  which  the  wanderings  ai  Rose  had 
been  so  happily  terminated,  by  her  hearing,  and  reoog- 
nisang  the  sound  of  his  friendly  Toice. 

A  party  of  O'CarrolPs  men  were  despatched  along 
with  Fergus  and  Murchad,  to  bring  up  the  captured 
provisions;  and  in  the  mean  time  the  floor  of  the 
Chapel  fonned  a  Council  hall,  for  the  feur  Leaders 
to  consult  as  to  the  best  and  most  fitting  measures  to 
pursue  in  their  present  helpless  and  most  forlorn 
condition — ^the  desperate  plan  of  blowing  up  the 
Castle,  which  had  been  started  by  Lord  Thomas,  met 
with  no  advocate;  none  would  agree  to  his  devoting 
himself  in  Ihat  manner  for  the  rest,  whilst  there  was 
the  shadow  of  a  resource  left — ^when  there  was  no 
longer  any  thing  to  hope,  it  were  better  for  all  to  Bhare 
his  fate,  rather  than  £aU  captive  into  the  hands  of  an 
enemy,  from  whom  they  certainly  could  expect  no 
mercy,  or  if  they  could — *^  who  amongst  us,"  ex- 
claimed JUdmond,  '^  would  be  base  enough  to  accept 
it?" 

**  Besides,"  said  O'CarroU,  '*  the  destruction  of 
this  one  Fortress,  and  all  whom  it  may  contain,  could 
be  but  of  temporary  service ;  even  if  we  should,  by 
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Such  meansy  rid  ourselves  of  Lord  Grey- — ^unfortunately 
£ngland  can  afford  to  supply  us  with  too  many  of  the 
same  description." 

Redmond  involuntarily  looked  towards  Elinor — his 
feelings  were  pained  for  her  sake,  by  the  words  which 
had  escaped  from  his  less  refined  brother,  and  he  mur- 
mured some  unconnected  sentences  in  exculpation — 
then  ceased,  for  he  thought  he  was  only  making 
matters  worse;  and  the  Earl  looked  displeased, 
although  not  with  O'CarroU,  who,  perfectly  uncon- 
scious of  having  said  aught  to  hurt  the  most  sensitive, 
continued  his  argument  with  perfect  composure. 

He  represented  that  the  Castle  of  Kilkenny  was 
still  their  own ;  held  by  their  firm  ally,  his  and  Lord 
Thomas's  brother-in-law,  O'Conner;  and  that  the 
neighbouring  Counties  of  Leix,  and  O'Fally,  were 
more  likely  to  furnish  sustenance  for  the  Army,  than 
the  more  southern  ones  of  Cork  and  Waterford,  which 
had  been  so  lately  over-run  by  the  English  Army. 

**  And  your  kind  hearted  sister.  Lord  Thomas,^'  he 
continued,  "  Lady  Mary  O'Conner,  will,  I  trust, 
be  of  some  consolation  to  these  Ladies ;  who  have,  in 
truth,  suffered  more  of  the  hardships  of  warfare  than 
they  are  calculated  to  endure,  or  than  their  friends 
would  willingly  see  them  exposed  to." 

**  Then  be  it  so,"  replied  Lord  Thomas;  ••  let  us 
march  this  night.    Alas !  our  preparations  require  not 
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much  of  time ;  and,  for  this  oace^  at  leasts  we  must 
Goverour  steps  with  darkness — although  not  ours  the 
evil  deeds,  which  such  mantle  should  conceal ;  we^  the 
wronged^  the  oppressed,— we,  whose  righteous  cause» 
and  whose  wrongfully  shed  blood  cry  out  to  Heayen- — 
we  must  hide  our  heads  beneath  the  shadow  of  night, 
and  walk  in  obscurity ;  not  daring  even  to  clank  our 
chains,  lest  the  sound,  should  arouse  our  tyrants* 
They  sleep,  and  their  pillows  are  of  the  spoil  of  the 
disinherited — they  sleep,  and  the  voice  which  cries 
aloud  for  justice,  (not  mercy,)  awakens  them  not. 
But  the  hour  will  arriYe,  even  when  the  name  of 
Thomas  Fitzgerald  shall  be  but  as  a  half  forgotten 
dream ;  that  hour  must  come,  when  thou,  my  .country, 
shall  stand  erect,  and  raise  thy  head  amongst  nations — 
lofty  even  as  the  proudest." 

The  tears  of  the  Countess  fell  fast,  but  not  with 
bitterness;  the  spirit  and  enthusiasm  of  Lord  Thomas 
had  passed  into  her  soul,  and  raised  her  beyond  the 
present  moment.  All  'around  felt,  according  to  their 
several  dispositions,  more  or  less  aroused — allbut  the 
unhappy  Elinor ;  she  drooped  her  head  in  silence. 
Oh^  fibw  could  she  look  up — ^whose  eye  in  the  circle 
could  she  dare  to  meet — she,,  who  had  forsaken  and 
disowned  parents,  kindred,  country — whose  faith 
was  pledged,  whose  hand  was  given  to  him,  so  justly 
execrated  by  Jliose,  who  yet  frowned  not  on  her;. 
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die  was  careasedy  belored,  as  if  slie  was  still 
own,  as  if  she  had  nerer  erred — or,  radier  thatfiitd 
error  ftppeared  to  hare  endeared  her  yet  move.  Heart* 
broken  and  repentant  as  she  was,  their  former  tender- 
ness was  now  mingled  with  compassion ;  and,  in  die 
hasty  arrangements  for  tfieir  midnight  march,  her  ac« 
commodation  and  comfort  was  attended  to  by  each 
individual,  as  if  it  had  been  the  paramount  feeling 
of  their  hearts;  in  fieuBt,  it  was  so  with  all  exceptijig 
Redmond;  and  he  was  gnilty  of  the  common,  although 
pardonable  artifice,  of  sediing  to  please  the  mother 
by  his  attentions  to  the  child. 

Ere  midnight,  all  was  prepared ;  a  few  horses  yet 
remained,  which,  for  the  present,  they  had  been  able 
to  preserve,  owing  to  the  fortunate  seizure  of  pro- 
visions made  by  Fergus  and  Murchad,  the  wiiole 
of  which  had  been  brought  away  fipm  the  Cavern; 
but  the  bearers  related,  tiiat  whilst  they  were  engaged 
in  lading  themselves  at  the  bottom  of  die  steps,  their 
vicinity  to  the  trap-door  enabled  them  to  hear  loud 
and  angry  voices  in  altercation  above. 

It  was  evident  the  larceny  had  been  discovered, 
and  that  all  were  in  dispute  as  to  whether  it  had  been 
effected  by  witchcraft,  or  by  means  morely  hitman. 

The  trap-door  was  well  concealed  in  the  floor, 
being  of  the  same  appearance  as  the  rest  of  the  flagging, 
excepting  only  a   square  piece  of  iron,  which,  on 
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being  pressed,  opened  by  means  of  a  spring,  and  re« 
vealed  the  lock. 

If  the  secret  was  iiiscoTered,  there  was  no  doubt 
of  their  being  pursued — an  additional  reason  to  ex* 
pedite  their  departure  from  their  present  retreat; 
more  especially,  since  the  execution  of  the  scheme 
of  blowing  up  the  Castle,  suggested  by  Lord  Thomas, 
and  which  had  been  so  discountenanced  by  all  the 
others,  was  now,  by  this  new  piece  of  information, 
rendered  impossible. 
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"CHAPTER  VI. 

And  still  thes^  lover's  fame  survives 

For  faith  so  constant  shown — 
There  were  two  who  lov'd  their  neighbours  wives, 

And  one  who  lov'd  his  own. 


"  Is'nt  it  mighty  cold,  my  Lady,"  said  Alice, 
pressing  her  horse  close  to  that  on  which  the  Countess 
rode;  **  there's  a  power  of  wind  blowin  over  this 
blake  heath  we're  crossin  now ;  its  myself  wishes  the 
day-light  would  come." 

**  I  do  not  know,  Alice,"  replied  the  Countess, 
*'  that  the  day-light  would  be  of  much  advantage  to  us 
just  at  present,  at  least  whilst  we  are  sufficiently  near 
the  enemy  to  be  in  danger  of  pursuit;  in  my  opinion 
the  darkness  rather  befriends  us." 

"  Why,  yes,  to  be  sure,"  returned  Alice,  **  in  the 
respect  of  the  Saxons  catching  uz ;  but  this  is  a  mighty 
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^imshoque  kind  of  a  place  .consarning  the  fairies ;  I 
hear  say,  there's  always  a  power  o'  thim  here  abouts." 

**  I  wish/'  said  the  Countess,  with  a  sigh,  **  that 
all  our  apprehensions  for  this  night  were  confined  to 
what  mischance  we  may  encounter  from  the  fairies." 

'*  Come,  Alice,"  said  Redmond,  who  was  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Countess,  **  let  us  have  your,  story, 
whatever  it  may  be ;  I  am  certain  you  woiuld  like  to 
hear  the  sound  of  your  own  voice  on  this  dismal  night, 
and  the  relation  of  your  tale  cannot  frighten  you  more 
than  the  thoughts  of  it  seem  to  have  done  already." 

**  Ye  have  little  right,  then,  Master  Redmond,  afther 
all  the  ground,  rough  and  smooth,  that  we've  gone 
over  together,  to  say  that  Alice  is  asy  to  frighten," 
returned  the  Nurse,  in  a  tone  of  high  displeasure. 

*'  Pardon,  pardon,"  cried  Redmond,  with  ready 
good  humour ;  "  I  meant  not  to  o£fend  my  kind  guide 
and  travelling  companion ;  and  whether  weal  or  woe 
betide,  I  trust  we  may  have  many  a  day.  to  pass  together 
yet — moreover,  I  never  suspected  thee  oi  fear,'  where 
there  was  any  danger — ^in  such  times  I  know  thee  to  be 
right  valiant — as  for  example,  when,  on  the  storming 
of  the  Castle  of  Kilkenny,  I  found  thee  busily  engaged 
in  leech»craft,  repairing  the  damage  which  had  been 
received  by  others,  and  heedless  of  the  fire  blazing 
around,  and  the  red  hot  shot  rattling  over  thy  head — 
come,  come,  I  cannot  give  up  my  claim  to  thy  story — 
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be  it  m^rry,  or  be  it  dtsiiialy  it  will  still   senre  to 
beguile  the  time." 

**  Proceed,  Alice/'  said  the  Countess ;  **  since  our 
young  friend  seems  to  wish  to  hear  thy  tale — should  it 
be  a  gay  one,  it  will  help  to  enliven  this  our  sad 
journey;  should  it  be  mournful,  then  will  it  teach 
us  to  forget  for  a  while  our  own  sorrows  in  attending 
to  those  of  others — s&id  the  latter  is  the  most  probable ; 
f^w  are  the  tales  of  mirth  which  can  be  extracted  from 
Irish  legends.'^ 

Thus  encouraged,  Alice,  urging  her  slow-going  and 
reluctant  horse  still  closer  to  that  of  the  Countess, 
began  to  relate  her  story. 

''  A  grate  many  tiionsand  years  gone  by,  or  may  be 
more,  a  King  called  Mac  Cormac  reigned  in  these  parts, 
an  he  was  a  hard  kind^of  a  man,  an  he  had  a  daughter 
called  Moriat,  as  beautiful  a  cratur  as  ever  ye'es  set 
ye'«r  two  eyes  upon,  an  signs  on  it,  why  all  the  neigb- 
bourin  kings  and  princes  would  be  for  marryin  her, 
but  the  little  cratur  id  listen  to  none  o'  thim,  only 
Felim  O'Moore — an  he  was  a  raal  darlint  of  a  boy, 
just  like  herself,  an   the  two  craturs  did  be  afther 
meetin  here  o'  nights  unknowi(ltt-~^lose  by  that  hillock 
there  beyant,  where,"    she  continued,  lowering   her 
voice,  '*  they  say  the  fairies  bide — a  grate  power  of 
thim — an  what  id  ye'es  have  of  it,  why  one  of  the  fairy 
men,  he  fell  in  love  wid  Moriat — an  the  queen  o'  the 
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fieaiies,  who  but  ^e,  why  the  minit  she  set  eyes  on  Felim, 
but  light  or  wrong,  she'd  go  through  thick  an  thin,  till 
she'd  part  the  two,  an  have  him  all  to  herself — an  so 
she  an  the  fairy  man,  the  two  laid  their  heads  together, 
an  they  knew  by  their  fairy  craft,  that  it  would^nt  be 
asy  to  cajole  the  two  craturs  from  one  another,  an 
why  as  they  always  came  together,  they  could'nt  lay 
band  on  thim  at  all — an  that  was  the  time  as  I  heard  say, 
of  a  grate  invasion  of  the  Danes,  or  Ostmen  as  they 
are  called ;  an  what  does  the  two  fairies,  but  comes 
to  the  Coort  of  King  Mac  Cormac,  in  a  make  believe, 
like ''people  from  foreign  parts,  an  passes  thimselves 
off  for  a  Danish  King  an  his  Sister,  just  landed — an 
there  they  had  the  finest  train  of  people,  an  horses,  an 
dogs,  an  all  covered  widgold  tbrappings,  why,  'twould 
dazzle  your  eyes  to  look  upon  thim^ — " 

**  But,  Alice," interrupted  Redmond,  "possibly  those 
worthies  were  Danes ;  does  it  necessarily  follow  that 
the  fairies  had  any  thing  to  say  to  this  fine 
procession  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes,*'  resumed  Alice;  "  fiiiries  they  were, 
an  nothin  else,  as  the  upshot  will  shew — an  so  the 
Queen  of  the  fairies  was  as  beautiful  as  the  sun,  all 
dressed  in  green,  an  in  gold,  an  ridin  on  a  white  horse 
wid  silver  bells  to  every  hair  in  his  mane,  an  silver  bit, 
an'  shoes  on  every  fut  o' ,  him — the  likes  was  nevir 
seen ;  and  this  was  all  to  take  Felim's  eye,  an  'tice 

E  2 


16  ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND. 

him  to  be  lookin  off  o'  Moriat,  but  the  sorra  bit  he 
evir  heeded  her,  an  she  was  quite  mad,  an  what  id 
ye'es  have  o'  it,  why  it  was  nobody  but  ould  King- 
Mac  Connac  that  fell  in  love  wid  her,  takin  her  all 
the  while  for  a  Danish  Princess— an  thin  I  dunna  if 
it  was  the  fairy  love  that  bewitched  him,  or  what  not, 
but  he  was  just  like  one  beside  himself,  mad  entirely 
for  love,  as  it  would  be  fit  for  the  likes  o'  you  Master 
Redmond,  let  alone  an  ould  grey  beard,  such  as 
Mac  Cormac." 

This  remark  sent  the  conscious  blood  in  a  flood  of 
crimson  to  Redmond's  cheeks  and  brow ;  he  bent  his 
head  over  his  horse,  forgetting  that  the  obscurity  of 
the  night  was  a  sufficient  veil.  Alice  proceeded  with 
her  story. 

"  An  the  fairy  man  gave  out,  that  he  was  Helgo,  a 
grate  King  among  the  D&nes,  an  that  he  was  cum  all 
the  ways  over  the  salt  seas  to  ax  for  the  beautiful 
Moriat,  an  when  Mac  Cormac  sed  she  was  promised 
to  Felim,  why  the  sham  Helgo  seein  the  eye  the  ould 
King  cast  upon  his  make  believe  of  a  sister,  tould  him 
in  a  whisper  quite  asy,  that  if  he'd  give  him  his 
daughter,  why  he'd  make  a  fair  exchange,  an  that  he 
(that  is  Mac  Cormac)  shud  have  his  sister  Lorca  in 
return — an  so  the  ould  King  parjured  himself,  an  was 
willin  to  sell  his  poor  child,  just  fur  the  shine  of  the 
fairy  queen's  eyes,  an  so  he  broke  his  promise  to  Felim, 
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an  tould  the  sham  King  Helgo  that  he  shud  have 
Moriat — an  so  whin  the  two  craturs,  Felim  an  Moriat, 
hard  say  that  they  were  to  be  parted  entirely,  why 
they  settled  wid  one  another,  an  wint  off  in  the  middle 
of  the  nighty  as  fast  as  the  two  best  horses  in  the 
kingdom  could  carry  thim; — an  safe  an  well  they 
reached  Leix  Country,  where  Felim  O 'Moore  was  the 
Ohief,  an  thought  thimselves  quite  asy  an  comfortable ; 
but  set  in  case  they'd  be  chased,  Felim  put  his  guards 
round  about  on  every  side,  to  keep  watch  for  Mac 
Oormac,  an  the  Danes,  (as  he  thought  they  were)  an 
his  people  were  willin  an  able  to  watch,  ay  an  to  bate 
^e  others  too  whin  it  come  to  the  fightin,  bekays  why 
they  had  the  right  on  their  side,  but  the  fairies  cast  the 
glamour  over  thim,  an  cum  thunneriug  down  in  the  dead 
o'  the  night ;  an  the  people  in  the  darkcould'nt  tell  frieud 
from  foe,  till  och-houe  they  put  a  fire  brand  under  the 
thatch  of  Felim's  Palace — an  thin  there  was  lig^t 
enuff — for  ye'es  know  in  thim  by-gone  ould  times,  it 
was'nt  in  grate  Castles  all  built  of  stone,  that  the 
Kings  an  Chieftains  lived,  like  as  we  do  now  in  these 
days — but  then  the  finest  Castle  or  Palace  evir  a 
King  dwelt  in,  was  made  o'  nothin  but  logs  o'  wood  ; 
an  thatched  over  wid  rushes — an  so  whin  the  fire-brand 
was  put  to  the  thatch,  why  it  blazed  up  like  mad,  an 
Felim  had  only  time  to  snatch  up  his  sword,  an  put 
Moriat  out  o'  a  back  windy,  an  bid  her  run  for  her 
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life  tof  the  hills — an  in  thim  hills  there  was  a  Cave, 

• 

where  there  Itred  an  ovld  witch,  that  Felim  had  done 
some  sarvice  to  once'ty  an  he  toald  Moriat,  if  she  coald 
onjr  just  try  te  reach  the  Cvve,  the  ould  woman 
would  hare  an  eye  to  her  for  the  We  of  him,  till  he 
could  cum  to  fetch  her  back  again^ — an  it  was  a  terrible 
cold  nighty  an  the  purty  cratur,  she  ran  bare-fut 
through  the  snow,  an  her  soft  skin  was  all  torn  wid 
the  briars  an  brambles,  an  nothin  to  light  her  way,  but 
the  blaze  o'  her  Felim's  dwellin — an  myself  does^nt 
know  how  she  found  her  way  at  all,  at  all,  ony  may  be 
ihe  ould  witch  had  pity  on  her,  an  brought  her  to  the 
Cave — ^for  she  found  herself  there,  she  did'nt  know 
how — an  it  was  a  strange  wild  place." 

**  And  this  is  a  strange  wild  tale  thou  art  relating, 
Alice,"  said  the  Earl,  who  had  been  attending  for 
some  tune;  *^  if  it  is  for  the  purpose  of  cheering 
thyself  and  thy  companions,  I  cannot  think  it  very 
likely  to  succeeds" 

**  Oh  pray,  my  Lord,"  cried  Redmond,  "  let  us 
hear  the  tale  to  an  end*" 

**  Indeed^  this  legend  appears  to  me,"  added  the 
Countess,  **  as  likely  to  answer  the  purpose  of 
whiling  away  the  time  as  another — I  yery  mnch 
doubt  whether  any  of  the  party  would  be  inclined 
to  laugh,  even  if  a  merry  jest  were  related." 

**  Proceed  then,  good  Nurse,"  returned  the  Earl; 
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« 


I  am  perfectly  satisfied  to  listen  to  any  horrors, 
which  it  may  please  thy  invention  to  inflict  on  thy 
hearers." 

**  Not  a  bit  of  it  my  inyention^"  cried  Alice;  **  its 
all  as  tc|ie.9  as  that  you,  my.  Lord  are  ridinfj^  on  a 
grey  horse  this  blessed  minit — an  so  the  poor  Prin* 
cess  had  hardly  since  enufF  lift  to  see  all  thim  strange 
witchlike  things  that  was  in  an  about  the  Cave — ony 
she  saw  there  was  a  grate  fire  burnin  in  the  middle, 
an  the  oald  woman  wid  hardly  a  screed  on  her,  ony 
a  few  ragSy  an  her  long  grey  hair  hangin  all  about 
her  bare  shoulders  an  skinny  arms — an  Moriat  fell 
down  at  her  feet,  tired  an  frightened  an  all  out  of 
breath,  aa  the  ould  witch  howled  an  cried,  an  wint 
round  about  in  a  strange  kind  of  a  danoe — an  thin  she 
tuk  a  great  knife,  m  cut  a  wide  gash  in  her  own  arm,  an 
caught  the  blood  in  a  cup,  an  whin  she  had  what  she 
thought  enuff,  she  smeared  it  all  over  a  grate  big 
plate  of  steely  bigger  nor  a  shield,  an  quite  bright, 
that  was  in  the  bottom  of  the  Cave,  an  thin  she 
sed  many  strange  words  that  Moriat  could'nt  have 
understoody  even  if  the  fright  would  have  let  her, 
and  thin  the  puld  witch  wiped  off  the  blood,  an  bid 
Moriat  look, — an  there,  oh  Holy  Mary!  she  saw  in 
the  steel  plate,  for  all  the  world  as  if  she  had  been 
iookin  out  of  a  windy  just  upon  the  ground  in  front 
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of  Felim's  house,  Mrhicb  she  had  left  miles  behind 
her — an  there  she  saw — '' 

"  What  is  that?"  exclaimed  the  Countess;  '*  I  am 
certain  that  I  saw  something  like  a  man  on  horseback 
cross  the  opening  in  the  woods  just  before  us — the 
dawning  day  gives  sufficient  light — I  cannot  tMnk 
that  I  am  deceived." 

**  It  is  nothing,"  replied  the  Earl ;  **  possibly  some 
of  our  own  people,  who  have  strayed  from  the  direct 
path — you  did  not  want  Margaret  to  be  so  easily 
alarmed — speed  on  with  thy  tale,  good  Alice,  since 
it  must  be  told,  for  with  the  morning  light  wih 
thou  lose  thy  most  attentive  auditor — Redmond 
must,  ere  sun-rise,  haste  forward  to  Kilkenny^  with 
more  expedition  than  the  remainder  of  our  lagging 
party  can  well  expect  to  accomplish." 

•«  Well,  then,"  continued  Alice,  taking  up  her 
story  as  desired;  *'  what  did  Moriat  see,  but  all 
Felim's  people,  ^n  all  Mac  Cormac's  people,  an» 
all  the  make  believe  Danes,  hard  at  it  fightin  through- 
one  another,  an  the  sham  Danish  Princess  Lorca, 
she  rides  up  to  Felim,  where  he  was  fightin  in  the- 
thick  o'  thim,  an  she  just  becons  him  on  one  side— 
an  whin  he  saw  it  was  a  woman,  why  the  natur 
of  him  was  always  so  gentle  and  soft  to  thim,  that 
he  wint  wid  her  to  hear   what  she  had  to  say— an 
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she  sedy  says  she,  a  dale  more  nor    myself  knows 
how  to  tell — of  how  she  loved  him,  an  how  she'd 
make  him  richer  nor  ever  was  mortal  man,  if  he'd 
ony  give  her  love  for  love,  an  how    instead  of  a 
house  of  bogs  to  be  burnt  about  his  ears,  she'd  give 
him  Castles  o'  gold  an  diamonds,  an  I  dunna  what 
so  iine — an  whin  he  found  what  she  was  afther,  he 
turned  away  quite  scornful    like,   for    he  loved  his 
Moriat's  little  finger  better  nor  her  whole  body,  an 
all  that  she  could  offer  him — an  whin  she  found  how 
he  could'nt  be  'ticed  away,  why  all  her  love  turned 
into  hate,  an  she  drew   her  bright  fairy  swoord,  an 
flashed  it  in  his  eyes,  an  bid  him  stan  to  keep  his 
life — ^but  he  said  he'd  nevir  be  the  one  to  strike  a 
woman,  be  she  what  she  might,  so  he  ony  held  his 
shield  to  parray  her    blows,  an  nevir    struck  at    all 
himself — but  at  last  the  fairy  sword   lightin   on   his 
shield  went  clane    through   an   through  it,  an  down 
through  his  shoulder,  into  his  very  heart,  an  he  fell 
for  dead  on  the    ground — an   all  this  Moriat  saw  in 
the  bright  steel  plate — -an  is'nt  it  a  wonder  how  she 
kept  her  senses  to  see  it  out,  but  when  he   fell  she 
gave  a  terrible  big  screech,   and  ran  like  mad  out 
o'  the  Cave,   an  over  the  hills  an  rocks  and  stocks 
an  stones,   back  to     the  place,    where  he  lay  sure 
enuff,  and  the  sham  Lorca  stannin  over    him — sorry 
like  now  for  what  she  had  done — ^but  Moriat  never 
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saw  her,  or  any  thing  at  all  ony  Felim — and  there 
was  just  life  lift  in  him  to  know  that  it  was  Moriat 
— an  the  last  breath  left  the  two  at  the  very  same 
moment — aa  then— oh!  why  the  likes  was  never 
seen — " 

"  Hush !''  cried  the  Earl,  ''  some  person  stirs  in 
the  bushes  on  our  left/' 

Redmond,  spurring  his  horse  towards  the  place 
in  which  the  movement  had  been  observed,  presently 
caught  the  lurker,  who,  on  being  dragged  forth,  was 
saluted  by  a  laugh  from  all  present,  little  as  they  were 
at  that  moment  disposed  to  mirth.  It  was  a  woman — 
and,  from  her  dress  and  mantle,  one  of  their  own 
country ;  a  fact  which  her  language  and  manner 
in  remonstrating  with  Redmond  presently  confirmed. 

'^  I  feaks  thin,  an  it  is'nt  mighty  civil  ye'es  are  to 
be  after  hauling  a  body  about  this  a- way,  thats  ony 
cumin  to  be  of  4sarvice  to  ye'es." 

'^  And  what  devil,  then,"  cried  Redmond,  angrily, 
**  brings  you  prowling  here,  thus  in  the  guise  of  a  Spy?" 

' *  Why,  if  ye'd  let  a  body  spake,"  replied  the  woman , 
'*  an  let  me  bring  my  horse  an  panniers,  thats  ony  just 
here  hard  by,  myself  id  be  telling  ye'es  what  I  cum 
for." 

'^Release  her,  Redmond,"  said  the  Earl;  **  we 
will  take  the  charge  of  enquiry  into  her  business — 
for  thee — the  sun  is  just  rising — put   spurs  to    thy 
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good  steed^  and  forward  to  Kilkenny;  thou  hast  thy 
instructions,  boy;  the  sooner  thou  canst  reach  thy 
destination  9  the  sooner  thou  wilt  be  ready  to  retrace 
thy  steps,  and  meet  us.  I  trust  that  O'Conner  will 
be  able  to  furnish  thee  with  a  fresh,  and  somewhat 
better  fed  horse,  to  speed  thy  return. '^  ^ 

Redmond,  as  desired,  released  his  prisoner,  although 
not  without  an  uneasy  and  suspicious  feeling  towards 
her,  as  he  fancied  the  tones  of  her  voice  were  not 
quite  unknown  to  him;  and  if  so,  there  was  certainly 
nothing  favourable  to  her  honesty  in  the  recollection ; 
however,  he  could  not  delay  at  that  moment  for  any 
investigation;  but,  taking  a  hasty  farewell  of  his 
friends,  and  having  exchanged  a  few  words  in  private 
with  his  brother,  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  was 
soon  lost  to  the  sight  of  his  companions. 

The  Earl  and  O'CarroU  now  advanced  to  the 
spot  where  the  stranger  woman  stood,  wrangling 
with  some  of  the  Gallowglasses,  who  had  surrounded 
her  on  Redmond's  departure.  She  appeared  of  a 
middle  age,  but  coarse  and  ordinary  in  her  person  to 
no  common  degree;  her  manner,  and  the  expression 
of  her  countenance,  were  yet  more  revolting;  but  she 
talked  with  great  fluency,  and  in  plausible  guise— ^ 
telling  a  story  which  was  just  passible,  although  far 
from  being  probable,  of  her  having  got  possession  of 
some  provisions  on  die    way  from   Dublin    to    the 

E  6 
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English  Garrison  at  Blaynooth,  and  of  which  the 
small  escort  had  been  cut  off  by  a  party  of  iTisb, 
passing  to  answer  the  summons  of  O'CarroU  for  all 
hands  to  join. 

The  provisions,  she  said,  had  been  stowed  lit  a  safe 
place  (which  she  named),  and  that  she,  having  a  horse, 
had  been  able  to  overtake  their  party  with  more 
expedition  than  the  Keame  who  were  on  foot;  and 
that  her  hesitation  to  advance,  was  only  owing  to 
her  doubts,  in  the  uncertain  twilight  of  dawn,  of 
their  being  actually  the  persons  whom  she  sought, 
or  a  party  of  the  enemy. 

Her  horse  was  tied  to  a  tree  hard  by,  and  she  had 
a  portion  of  the  captured  provisions  in  her  panniers,  to 
corroborate  the  truth  of  her  story» 

This  agreeable  intelligence  was  hearkened  to  with 
avidity  by  all,  except  the  Chieftains;  and  O'Carroll, 
especially,  from  what  Redmond  had  Said,  eyed  her 
with  more  of  suspicion  than  did  the  Earl,  although 
^e  was  so  undoubtedly  Irish. 

Lord  Thomas  appeared  almost  unconscious  of  what 
was  passing;  he  had  ridden  beside  Elinor  for  several 
hours  in  silence,  nor  did  either  of  them  seem  to  attend 
to  one  word  of  Alice's  long  story;  and  now,  although 
Elinor  cast  a  doubtful  and  timid  glance  towards  the 
stranger,  the  young  Geraldine  heeded  not  either  the 
check  to  their  progress,  or  the  slight  confusion  which 
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took  place  ia  the  order  of  march  amongst  the  party; 
all  in  the  rear  pressing  forwards,  to  see  what  had 
occasioned  the  delay. 

He  turned  mournfully  away  to  gaze  on  the  sun, 
which,  rising  in  unclouded  majesty,  touched  the  frost 
covered  trees  sparkling  in  his  ray,  as  if  showers  of 
precious  and  many  coloured  gems  had  been  cast  over 
their  hoary  heads.  He  gazed  until  his  eyes  felt 
dazzled;  he  passed  his  hand  across;  something  had 
dimmed  his  sight  for  a  moment,  perhaps  it  was  his 
steady  gaze  on  the  luminary* — or,  what  he  was  un- 
willing to  acknowledge  to  himself,  the  too  softening 
thoughts  in  which  he  had  unconsciously  indulged  for 
so  many  previous  hours. 

He  looked  again,  and  now  saw  clearly,  too  clearly, 
the  sun's  rays  were  reflected  back^  not  by  icicles 
alone,  but  helm,  and  spear,  and  banner,  glanced  in  the 
beam,  as  if  in  splendid  mockery. 

**  To  arms!  to  arms!"  he  shouted,  until  the  woods 
rang. 

<'  To  arms!  to  arms!"  was  echoed  by  every  voice, 
as  the  English  cavalry,  now  in  full  view,  came  sweep- 
ing over  the  hill  side  on  their  right. 

A  hasty  attempt  was    made  to  place  the   women 

*  Is  it  the  breeze  affects  mine  eye, 
Or  dost  thou  come  ill  omen'd  tear,  &c.  &c«  &c. 
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within  the  shelter  of  a  thick  clump  of  trees,  the  same 
ia  which  the  stranger  woman  had  been  concealed,  who, 
now  flinging  herself  on  her  knees,  clamoured  loudly 
for  protection. 

Alas!  they  had  none  to  afford  her;  but  she  was 
allowed  to  seek  the  same  coYcrt  with  the  others; 
for  there  were  none  now  at  leisure,  either  to  guard 
her,  or  to  continue  their  enquiry  into  her  niotiYe  for 
way-laying  their  steps. 

The  English  Army  was  drawn  up  at  some  distance 
between  them ;  and  the  rising  sun,  which  cast  its  daz- 
zling level  rays  full  on  the  eyes  of  the  unfortunate 
Irbh,  adding  one  more  to  the  many  disadvantages 
under  which  they  already  lay;  but  at  least  they 
wanted  not  valour  and  good-will,  and  advanced  to 
meet  the  foe,  with  as  cheering  shouts,  and  as  forward 
steps,  as  if  certain  victory  was  already  in  their  view. 

The  stranger  woman  had,  in  the  mean  time,  accom- 
panied the  female  party,  within  the  only  shelter  at 
hand,  and  presently  began  to  take  on  herself  a  kind 
of  authority  in  their  arrangements,  which,  however, 
no  person  seemed  inclined  to  dispute  with  her.  The 
Countess,  who  looked  on  the  crisis  of  their  destiny  as 
arrived,  was  heedless  of  all  minor  considerations,  and 
only  kept  her  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  the  field  of  battle, 
awaiting  the  moment  when  the  lofty  crest  of  Desmond 
should  be  laid  low. 
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In  vain  the  officious  stranger  unloaded  her  horse, 
opened  her  panniers,  and  spread  before  her  companions 
the  rare  and  delicate  contents,   which  so  far  proved 

her  words  true,  since  such  could  only  have  come  from 
the  English  quarters;  but  she  found  none  inclined  to 
profit  by  her  hospitable  offers;  although  food,  of  such 
a  nature,  had  been  long  untasted  by  any  of  the  party; 
ally  at  this  moment,  were  too  deeply  absorbed  in  the 
passing  scene,  to  pay  any  attention  either  to  her,  or 
to  the  £east  which  she  attempted  to  spread  before 
Aem. 

All  that  she  could  succeed  in,  was  in  persuading  every 
one  to  dismount;  and  then,  herself  undertaking  the 
office  of  groom,  she  carefully  fastened  all  the  horses 
to  different  trees — excepting  only  her  own, — ^which 
was  an  animal  of  uncommon  strength  and  vigour,  and 
of  an  appearance  totally  unsuited  to  that  of  his  rider — 
bim  she  had  carefully  kept  out  of  view  at  first,  whilst 
there  were  any  present  who  might  have  remarked  so 
singular  a  circumstance ;  and  she  only  now  produced 
him  before  those,  who  were  either  unlikely,  or  too 
much  pre-occupied,  to  observe  the  incongruous  figures 
of  the  pair. 

Her  attention  was  particularly  directed  towards 
Elinor,  whose  looks  were,  in  truth,  calculated  to  excite 
an    interest    in    any  one    whose    feelings  were  not 
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altogether  bluated;  nevertheless,  the  language  and 
manner  in  which  this  person  expressed  such  interest 
were  both  strange  and  revolting  to  the  object 
addressed;  and,  from  the  bold  and  free  tone,  grating 
to  the  ear,  and  painful  to  the  feeling. 

*'  'I  feaks  then,"  she  said,  **  my  precious  Lady 
bright,  thim  eyes  was  nevir  made  to  be  lookin  out  on 
sich  a  bloody  sight ;  out  on  a  bare  heath  this  frosty 
mornin,  whin  ye  ought  to  be  sittin  on  a  velvet  throne 
wid  pearls  an  diamonds  on  ye'er  head,  an  Lords  an 
Ladies  at  ye'er  feet,  my  jewel;  an  its  on  a  down 
pillow  that  pretty  white  forehead  shud  be  restin,  an 
not  'gainst  the  rough  bark  of  an  oak-tree;  an  look, 
my  darlint,  what  a  nice  soft  cushion  I've  got  on  my 
saddle,  a  sate  for  a  queen  like  ye'erself,  sweetheart; 
an  if  ye'd  be  after  lettin  me  put  ye  sittin  on  my  baste, 
ye'd-  be  more  comfortabler,  an  warmer ;  an  jist  if  ye'd 
take  a  little  taste  o'  somethin  to  cheer  the  poor  heart 

• 

Elinor  coldly  declined  both  offers,  and  moved  her 
position  a  little,  so  as  to  avoid  the  bold  staring  eyes  of 
the  officious  speaker ;  who,  at .  length,  on  finding  all 
her  intended  flatteries  disregarded,  took  the  part  of 
placing  herself  on  the  soft  seat  which  she  had  so 
zealously  recommended ;  and  then,  steadily  holding 
the  well  trained  steed,  at  a  short  distance  behind  the 
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object  of  her  solicitude,  patiently  awaited  the  course 
of  events.^ 

Nor  was  her  patience  put  to  the  proof  for  any  length 
of  time.  A  wild  scream  from  the  Countess  announced 
to  all  the  fatal  event,  which  she,  with  a  kind  of  super- 
stitious dread,  had  anticipated ;  the  Earl  had  fallen — 
and  the  unhappy  wife,  forgetful  of  all  else,  on  behold- 
ing this  overwhelming  calamity,  rushed  from  her  covert 
into  the  thickest  of  the  battle,  to  rescue  him,  or  die  by 
his  side;  whilst,  at  the  same  moment,  the  stranger 
woman,  stooping  over  her  horse,  seized  Elinor  from 
behind,  throwing  her  light  figure  across  the  front  of 
the  saddle  with  as  much  ease  as  if  it  had  been  that  of  an 
infant ;  and  striking  her  heels  against  the  flanks  of  the 
spirited  animal  on  which  she  was  mounted,  he  sprung 
forwards  with  his  doable  burden,  skirting  the  field  of 
battle  with  the  speed  of  lightning;  and,  ascending 
the  hill,  over  which  the  English  Army  had  that 
•morning  passed,  in  a  few  minutes  bore  the  now  sensf^ 
less  captive  beyond  the  reach  or  possibility  >  of 
pursuit. 

"  An  'tis'nt  out  of  much  love  that  IVe  sarved  ye 
so  well  this  time,  my  Lord  Grey,"  exclaimed  the 
masquerading  rider,  the  inventor  and  executor  of  tl^s 
ingenious  plan  of  abduction,  as  he  paused  on  the  brow 
of  the  hill  to  breathe  hb  horse,  and  to  listen  to  the 
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storm  of  battle  beneath ;  <<  but  jist  to  larn  ye'es,  an 
my  Lord  of  Desmond  too,  that  what  O'Kelly,  of 
Moriarty»  says,  he'll  do,  why  its  as  good  as  done ;  as 
myself,  'ill  shew  to  ye'es  both  in  more  ways  than  one." 


% 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Now  the  foe-man's  cheek  turos  white^ 
While  his  heart  that  field  remembers, 
Where  we  dimmed  his  glory's  light  I 


Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high 
In  slumber,  cold  at  night  shall  lie. 

Whilst  O'Kelly,  with  his  prize,  pursued  his  way 
unmolested,  the  unequal  contest,  on  the  heath  below, 
continued  with  unab&ted  fury ;  although  the  opposition 
of  fresh  and  well  armed  men,  mounted  on  vigorous 
horses,  to  the  worn-out  remnant  of  their  gallant  people, 
now  led  by  Desmond,  and  Fitzgerald,  could  not  have 
endured  even  for  that  brief  space,  had  not  some  boggy 
ground,  which  extended  on  one  side  between  the  heath 
and  the  wood,  and  with  which,  both  in  respect  to  its 
nature  and  its  localities,  the  Irish  were  better  ac- 
quainted than  were  their  opponents,  given  them  a 
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temporary  advantage  by  embarrassing  the  English 
cavalry. 

Led  on  by  Lord  Grey,  the  first  charge  of  the  British 
force  had  appeared  decisive*  until  they  had  reached  the 
edge  of  this  morass ;  when  the  foremost  horses  losing 
their  footing,  and  plunging  in  the  soft  ground,  the  riders 
were  either  thrown,  or  cut  down  by  the  Irish,  who  were 
ready  to  take  advantage  of  this  partial  discomfiture  of 
the  enemy.  But  Lord  Grey,  seeing  the  dilemma,  in- 
stantly gave  the  order  to  halt,  and  then  wheeling  his 

t 

men  to-  the  right,  made  a  furious  attempt  to  pass 
between  the  bog  and  that  part  of  the  wood  which 
afforded  shelter  to  the  Countess  and  her  companions. 

The  Earl  of  Desmond,  and  Lord  Thomas,  at  the 
head  of  the  few  horsemen  under  their  command,  de- 
fended this  pass,  and  the  contest  instantly  became  close 
and  bloody,  despair  lending  an  artificial  vigour  to  the 
unfortunate  Irish,  which,  notwithstanding  the  disparity 
of  force,  and  of  numbers,  gave  them  the  temporary 
power  of  driving  their  opponents  back  over  the  heath, 
towards  another  part  of  that  morass  in  which  they  had 
been  already  entangled. 

In  this  deceitful  ground,  of  which  the  danger  is  not 
perceptible  to  inexperienced  eyes,  the  cavalry  were 
once  more  embarrassed;  and  the  victorious  war-cries 
of  the  Irish  were  mingled  with  shouts  of  ''  Glenda- 
lough!  Glendalough !'' 
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Lord  Thomas,  and  O'CarroU,  continued  to  press  the 
division  with  which  they  were  engaged,  deeper  into  the 
morass,  overthrowing  men  and  horses,  all  of  whom 
being  heavily  armed,  the  moment  the  horse  lost  his 
footing,  or  the  rider  his  seat,  both  lay  helpless  at  the 
mercy  of  the  light  armed  natives.  The  active  little 
hacks,  on  which  they  were  mounted,  being  able 
(although  half-starved),  between  leaping  and  gallop- 
ping,  to  clear  ground  in  which  their  opponents,  once 
entered,  were  past  all  human  power  to  extricate. 

Lord  Grey,  with  equal  rage  and  dismay,  beheld  his 
brilliant  cavalry,  his  superior  numbers,  discipline,  and 
condition,  all  once  more  on  the  point  of  being  worsted 
by  the  wild  natives,  aided  by  circumstances  and  situa- 
tion, over  which  he  had  no  controul,  when  Sir  William 
Brereton,  coming  up  with  the  British  infantry,  and  a 
few  light  field  pieces,  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day, 
the  infantry  being  able  to  act  on  ground  where  the 
cavalry  were  disabled ;  and  a  cannon  ball  striking  the 
Earl  of  Desmond,  and  carrying  off  his  right  arm,  his 
fall  threw  his  followers  into  instantaneous  confusion ; 
as,  according  to  the  custom  of  Clanship,  they  aban- 
doned every  thing,  even  certain  victory,  had  it  been 
within  their  grasp,  to  bear  off  their  wounded  Chieftain^ 
and  to  save  him  from  falling,  either  living  or  dead,  into 
the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

But  even  this  misfortune  failed  to  produce  more  than 
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a  partial  retreat  of  one  divisioiiy  wUdi  was  soon  en- 
trenched beyond  the  reach  of  pursuity  crossing  the  bog 
by  a  path,  known  and  passable  only  to  th^nseWes. 

The  appalling  cry  of  <^  Glendalough !  Glendalough !" 
resounded  on  every  side,  and  the  English  cavalry,  over- 
borne and  confused,  were  unconscious  of  the  arrival  of 
the  infantry,  or  that  their  artillery  was  sweeping  the 
plain  with  fatal  effect,  when  the  Deputy,  nobly  and 
splendidly  mounted  on  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald's 
gallant  steed,  Brien  Boru  (a  valuable  prize,  which  had 
been  inevitably  abandoned  in  the  Castle  of  Maynooth), 
finding  it  a  vain  attempt  to  restore  discipline  or 
order  amongst  his  dismayed  cavalry,  now  gallopped 
into  the  centre  of  the  plain,  and  throwing  down  his 
glove,  with  a  loud  voice,  .challenged  Lord  Thcunas 
Fitgerald  to  decide  the  fortune  of  the  day,  and  of  ^bm 
war,  by  single  combat. 

This  defiance  was  answered  as  promptly,  and  as 
boldly  as  it  was  given ;  and  although  O'CarroU  mfade 
a  hasty,  but  unavailing  attempt  to  deter  the  young 
Geraldine  from  staking  the  fate  of  all  on  so  unequal 
a  combat.  Lord  Thomas  extricated  himself  from  his 
hold,  and  waving  his  hand  to  forbid  all  interference, 
gallopped  forwards  to^  confront  Lord  Grey,  who  stood 
prepared  to  oppose  him. 

Armed  from  head  to  foot,  and  mounted  on  one  of 
the  most  powerful  horses  which  Ireland  had  ever  pro- 
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dttced,  the  Deputy  appeared  to  both  Armies,  now  be- 
come spectators,  a  most  formidable  adversary  for  the 
young  Geraldine,  who  nevertheless  presented  himself 
with  a  proud  and  undaunted  bearing. 

He  rode  a  small  light  horse,  shaggy  and  meagre ; 
but  of  a  spirit,  which,  like  that  of  his  rider,  hardship 
and  starvation  had  not  been  able  to  subdue.  The  eyes 
of  the  little  animal  glanced  brightly  around,  as  shrilly 
neighing,  he  returned  the  louder  and  more  sonorous 
greeting,  with  which  the  fierce  Brien  welcomed  him  as 
an  antagonist  to  the  field. 

A  pause  ensued^-^both  warriors  gazed  haughtily  on 
each  other,  as  if  to  measure  their  respective  forces ; 
then  wheeled  for  the  charge.  Lord  Grey,  with  a  smile 
of  derision,  on  beholding  the  apparent  weakness  and 
inadequacy  of  both  man  and  horse,  thus  daringly  pre- 
pared to  answer  his  defiance. 

They  turned  from  each  other,  and  the  English  troops 
tranquilly  rested  on  their  arms,  whilst  the  lips  of  every 
man  were  unclosed,  ready  for  the  shout  of  triumj^,  as 
their  powerful  leader  wheeled  in  his  career,  seeming 
able  to  bear  down  his  unfortunate  opponent  by  weight 
alone;  and  every  Irish  heart,  for  a  moment,  almost 
ceased  to  beat,  in  dread  expectatijfn  of  the  result.  But 
as  the  chargers  neared,  a  change  came  over  the  feelings 
of  the  two  nations — ^it  was  evident  that  Lord  Grey  was 
too  well,  or,  at  least,   too  powerfully  mounted;  he 
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could  not  hold,  or  restrain  his  Tiolent  and  unmanageable 
horse,  whilst  Lord  Thomas,  so  lightly,  and  gracefully, 
reined  his  active  little  steed,  that  the  fable  of  the  Cen- 
taur seemed  to  be  realized,  and  thai  man  and  horse 
were  but  one  animal. 

Just  at  the  moment  when  the  Champions  should 
have  closed,  the  ungovernable  Brien,  starting  from  his 
true  direction,  the  spear  of  Lord  Grey  missed  its  aim 
altogether,  whilst  that  of  Lord  Thomas  merely  touching 
his  adversary's  crest,  bore  from  thence,  as  if  in  triumph, 
the  white  plume,  which  had  waved  there  a  moment 
before — the  ensign  of  command. 

Immediately  checking  his  horse,  he  stood  (the  white 
plume  still  waving  on  the  point  of  his  erected  spear), 
with  a  most  pardonable  feeling  of  exultation,  gazing  on 
the  wild  and  frantic  gambols  of  his  own,  and  now  more 
than  ever  prized  Brien ;  who,  whilst  the  Irish  rent 
the  air  with  acclamations,  bore  his  enraged,  but  on  his 
back,  powerless  rider,  round  and  round  the  field  ;  fling- 
ing up  his  heels,  from  time  to  time,  as  if  in  mockery  of 
the  vain  efforts  made  to  subdue  him,  who  acknow- 
ledged no  controul,  was  ruled  by  no  force,  and  only 
submitted  voluntarily  to  the  voice  he  loved. 

Lord  Thomas  having  enjoyed  this  scene  for  some 

« 

time,  at  length  gave  chase,  and  circling  round  and 
round  the  ill  matched  pair,  dexterously  avoiding  the 
contact  of  Brien's  heels,  called  aloud  to  Lord  Grey  to 
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invite  him  to  change  horses,  if  he  wished  to  coiitinue 
the  combat — his  little  steed  being,  he  assured  him  (and 
proved,  by  various  manoeuvres),  perfectly  amenable 
both  to  bit  and  spur. 

Galled,  beyond  measure,  by  this  sarcasm,  however 
well  founded.  Lord  Grey,  who  had  meditated  getting 
rid  of  the  refractory  Brien,  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
procuring  a  more  suitable  charger  from  amongst  his 
own  dragoons,  now  determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  re- 
commence the  battle,  even  mounted  as  he  was — a  reso- 
lution which  would  have  been  much  easier  to  make 
than  to  put  in  practice ;  if  the  horse  had  not,  of  his 
own  accord,  either  from  hearing  the  sound  of  his 
Master's  voice,  or  from  a  wish  to  take  a  little  repose, 
suddenly  become  comparatively  tranquil ;  and  Lord 
Grey,  who  was,  in  general,  a  sufficiently  good  horse- 
man, although,  in  that  respect,  much  inferior  to  his 
young  adversary,  was  enabled  to  take  his  ground,  and 
prepare  for  the  charge. 

The.  English  looked  vnth  considerable  alarm  on  the 
recommencement  of  the  combat,  being  now  firmly  con- 
vinced that  some  witchcraft,  or  devil,  had  entered  into 
the  body  of  this  Irish  horse,  which  they  concluded  had 
been  left  in  Maynooth  Castle  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
ensnaring  the  Deputy  to  his  destruction,  and  that  of  all 
belonging  to  him — whilst  the  Irish  were  just  as  firmly 
convinced  that  their  favourite  Brien  was  now  animated 
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by  the  spirit  of  their  Patron  Saint,  and  that,  through  his 
means,  the  country  was  to  be  saved,  and  the  invaders 
of  their  righis  and  liberties  (worse  in  their  eyes  than 
the  most  noxious  reptiles),  finally  expelled. 

The  course  was  run — and  the  resulC  was  as  different 
from  the  last,  as  it  was  from  the  expectations  of  all 
present— excepting,  only,  that  Brien  always  remained 
utterly  ungovernable  by  the  hand  of  Lord  Grey — ^but 
he  swerved  not  from  his  line  of  course  this  time; 
coming  at  the  utmost  of  his  speed,  and  wit^  all  the 
?orce  of  his  broad  and  powerful  breast  against  the  little 
palfry,  rode  by  Lord  Thomas,  it  was  killed  on  the 
spot,  and,  falling  on  the  rider,  stunned,  and  left  him 
senseless  on  the  field ;  whilst  the  wild  JBrien,  uncon- 
scious of  the  mischief  which  he  had  done,  pursued  his 
frantic  race  into  the  very  centre  of  the  morass. 

The  loud  lamentation,  or  ullallu,  raised  by  the  Irish 
over  their  fallen  Chieftain,  reached  the  ears  of  the 
Countess  and  her  Clansmen,  engaged  in  their  sorrowful 
task  of  bearing  the  unfortunate  Earl  of  Desmond  out 
of  the  reach  of  his  foes. 

The  cry  was  well — ^too  well  understood — it  an- 
nounced to  them  that  all  was  over,  and  tbat  Ireland 
had  nothing  more  to  hope — then,  they  also  raised  their 
voices  in  a  long  wail,  which  reached  their  brothers  in 
afiliction  like  a  distant  echo. 

And  now  there  ensued  a  fierce  and  bloody  contest 
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orer  the  spot  where  Lord  Thomas  had  fallen.  The 
Irish,  by  the  result  of  this  single  combat,  were,  accord- 
ing to  the  laws  of  war,  declare4  yanquished ;  but  they 
demanded  the  body  of  their  Chieftain,  which  the 
English  as  obstinately  refused ;  and  it  was  not  until 
scarcely  an  Irishman  was  left  alive  to  tell  the  tale,  of 
how  he  had  fought,  and  how  he  had  fallen,  that  the 
enemy  sncceeded  in  securing  the  young  Geraldine  as 
their  prisoner — for  he  yet  lived — ^lived  to  mourn  that 
Brien  had  not  done  his  work  more  effectually — he  had 
only  slain  his  fellow  brute,  and  left  his  Master  to 
another  fate. 

The  victory  was  won — over  the  lust  remnant  of  that 
Irish  Army,  which  had  been,  but  a  few  months  before,. 
80  formidable — and  the  victors  themselves  were 
scarcely  conscious  of  how  completely  they  Jhad  con- 
quered— at  least,  for  the  time  being ;  for  although  the 
vital  principle  and  spirit  of  resistance  yet  lived,  as  if  in- 
liereot  ia  the  soil,  the  bodily  power  of  putting  that  spirit 
of  resistance  into  action,  was  then  crushed,  and  only  to 
rise  again  in  other  forms — ^the  Indian  belief  of  the 
transmigration  of  souls  being,  in  Ireland,  apparently 
verified ;  for  the  soul  of  the  father  seems  to  revive  in 
,the  son,  and  countless  generations  are  still  the  same 
in  essence. 

The  conquest  was  complete  ;   but  where  was  the 
leader  of  that  victorious  Army — ^not  for  him,  cer- 
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tainly,  did  any  of  the  laurels  bloom,  which  his  fol- 
lowers flattered  themselves  they  had  gathered  on  that 
eventful  day— and  yet,  by  his  means,  by  his  want  of 
skill,  rather  than  by  his  prowess,  was  the  young,  the 
gallant  Geraldine,  the  delight  of  every  Irish  eye,  the 
pride  of  every  Irish  heart,  fallen  from  his  high  estate, 
and  at  the  mercy  of  those,  from  whom  no  mercy  was 
to  be  for  him  expected. 

Sir  William  Brereton,  alone,  cast  a  glance  of  com- 
passion on  the  senseless,  although  still  breathing  form, 
which,  inanimate  as  it  then  was,  yet  seemed  cast  in 
nature's  fairest  mould  ;  but  Sir  William  Brereton  was 
not  Commander  there,  any  further  than  to  call  on  all 
to  seek  out  and  rescue  the  Lord  Deputy,  who  had 
been  thus  placed,  by  his  unruly  horse,  in  such  strange 
jeopardy,  that  he  had  no  power  to  help  himself,  and 
from  whence  it  seemed  no  easy  task  even  for  his 
whole  Army  to  release  him. 

Bribes — ^the  very  highest  bribes — life,  wealth,  and 
liberty,  were  offered  to  the  few  prisoners  which  had 
been  taken,  if  they  would  teach  their  foe-men  how  to 
tread  the  faithless  swamp,  which  none  but  a  native 
could  venture  on  in  safety  ;  but  their  offers  were 
laughed  to  scorn — Parese  was  d^ad,  O'Kelly  absent, 
and,  perhaps,  not  another  Irishman  could  have  been 
found,  sufficiently  a  traitor  to  his  country,  to  step 
forward  to  the  assistance  of  Lord  Grey. 
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The  weight  of  his  armour  had  contributed  con* 
siderably  to  increase  the  danger  of  tiie  Deputy's  situa- 
tion; with  great  difficulty  he  had  extricated  himself 
from  the  plunging  horse,  and  gained  a  little  eminence 
of  comparatively  firmer  ground,  where  he  awaited, 
although  not  patiently,  until  his  people  had  felled  a 
numbei'  of  trees/  by  means  of  which  they,  after  much 
delay,  were  able  to  construct  a  kind  of  causeway,  or 
bridge  of  sufficient  length  to  reach  to  his  resting 
place. 

Night  had  closed  in  before  their  work  was  com- 
pleted ;  and  it  was  by  the  light  of  a  new  moon,  half 
obscured  by  watery  clouds,  that  the  Deputy  was 
withdrawn  from  the  cold  and  perilous  abiding  place, 
in  which  he  had  been  compelled  to  sojourn  for  so 
miany  hours. 

The  horse,  the  real  cause  of  the  victory,  but  also 
the  agent  of  this  awkward  mischance,  was  left  to  his 
fate;  but  after  midnight,  on  that  same  night,  a  party 
of  fugitives,  who  had  concealed  themselves  in  the 
neighbouring  woods,  ventured  forth  when  all  was  still, 
a«d  the  enemy  departed,  and,  for  the  sake  of  their  lost 
Chieftain,  rescued  th^  animal;  whom  he  had  loved, 
from  the  cold  and  miry  bed  in  which  he  had  lodged 
himself. 

•    **  A  weary  on  ye,  Brien  dear,"  said  one  of  the  poor 
fellows,  as  they  extricated  the  shivering  brute;  "  its 
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little  ye'U  ever  know  the  mischief  yeVe  done  this  day 
—an  now,  of  all  our  nohle  Chieftains,  there's  none 
left  in  life  to  mount  ye,  ony  Master  Redmond;  if 
them  Saxons,  my  curse  on  ihem,  has'nt  way  laid  an 
murthered  him  too — ^why,  then,  may  be,  the  day  id 
cum,  whin  its  on  the  back  o'  ye  he'd  he  afther  cuttin 
down  that  bloody  Lord,  that  first  broke  the  heart  of 
our  darlint  Chief,  takin  his  Lady  from  him,  an  now 
has  him  kilt,  an  prisoner,  all  entirely."   . 

It  was  too  true  that  Redmond  was,  indeed,  the  sole 
survivor  of  all  their  proud  and  gallant  leaders— liis 
brother,  the  Chieftain  O'Carroll,  lay  on  the  fatal 
plain,  cold,  and  stiff;  his  brow  still  frowning  defiance, 
although  the  lips  that  would  have  breathed  it  were 
for  ever  mute,  and  the  hand  which  might  have  exe- 
cuted, lay  powerless  beside  that  sword  it  was  to  wield 
no  more. 

With  low  and  mournful  wailing  over  the  departed, 
the  sorrowful'  Kearne  bore  in  their  arms  the  body  of  the 
Chieftain  towards  that  district  which  he  had  called  his 
own ;  to  lay  his  remains  with  due  honours  bemde  the 
bones  of  his  forefathers,  and  to  give  his  tm  and 
youthful  widow  the  melancholy  satisfaction  of  seeing 
that  he  had  died  the  death  of  a  hero,  covered  with 
wounds,  the  least  of  which  must  have  been  mortal* 

At  the  head  of  this  sad  procession,  was  led  the 
exhausted,   and  now  perfectly  subdued    horse,  who 
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appeared  gently  to  acknowledge  his  return  into  the 
hands  of  those  with  whose  accent  and  manner  he  had 
always  been  familiar,  in  such  guise,  that  it  might  seem 
as  if  his  previous  refractory  conduct  had  been  owing 
to  the,  to  him,  unpleasing  change  of  owners,  and 
consequent  novel  treatment 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

How  are  the  mighty  fallen! 

The  only  object  which  the  unhappy  Countess  now 
had  in  view,  was  to  endeairoar  to  reach  Kilkenny, 
where  she  expected  some  kind  of  assistance,  or,  at 
least,  refuge  in  their  present  melancholy  condition ;  but 
the  state  to  which  the  Earl  was  reduced,  r^idered 
such  a  journey  impracticable.  His  mind  was  as  much 
affected  as  his  body,  bis  naturally  cheerful  and  sanguine 
disposition  had  totally  given  way,  and  he  was  plunged 
at  once  into  the  deepest  despair ;  he  saw  himself,  if 
he  should  survive,  for  ever  disabled  by  the  loss  of  his 
sword  arm ;  and  of  Lord  Thomas's  death  he  was  con- 
vinced, from  hearing  the  funeral  cry  raised  by  his 
Clansmen,  on  the  unexpected  fall  of  the  young 
ChieYtain. 

**  Lay  me  down !  lay  me  down !   any  where,"  he 
exclaimed ;  ''  I  seek  not  to  reach  Kilkenny,  or  any 
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otber  refuge ;  a  tree  will  be  sufficient  coyer,  the  earth 
a  cool  resting  place ;  for  what  should  the  miserable 
Desmond  wish  to  lire  ?  Away !  Alice,  away ! 
Torment  me  not  with  thy  leech-craft;  my  blood  is  on 
fire ;  thou  canst  not  restore  my  good  right  hand — of 
what  avail  is  thy  so  Taunted  art  7 — Rest  thou  beside 
nse,  my  own  Margaret — a  bed  of  withered  leaves  for 
thy  throne,  my  Queen;  cold  icicles  to  form  thy 
diadem  ;  will  the  invaders  drive  thee  from  that  resting 
place  ?  Will  they  rend  such  jewels  from  thy  brow  ?  let 
me  rest,  let  me  rest,  here  where  I  lie ;  the  wind  blows 
freshly,  and  I  hear  the  murmur  of  water ;  bring  it  to  me, 
Margaret,  with  thine  own  hand;  yes,  it  will  taste 
more  cool  and  sweet  to  my  parched  lips,  from  thee, 
my  loved  one." 

The  sorrow  of  the  Countess  was  too  de^p,  too  con-* 
centrated,  to  find  vent  in  words.  She  had  lost  all; 
her  child  too  was  gone— -but  her  she  regretted  not; 
no,  if  her  present  anguish  admitted  of  any  alleviation, 
it  was,  that  Elinor  was  spared  the  sight,  the  sharing  of 
this  last,  worst  misery. 

A  rude  hut  was  erected  to  form  something  of  shelter 
on  the  spot  where  the  Earl  had  commanded  a  halt. 
In  the  midst  of  a  wood,  on  the  side  of  a  mountain, 
was  this  lowly  resting  place  formed ;  fresh  heath  for 
his  bed»  the  bosom  of  his  wife  for  his  pillow>  and  her 
tears  to  bathe  his  burning  brow ;  these  were  the  luxu^ 
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ries  of  the  proud  warrior,  the  haughty  Chieftain^  who, 
a  few  mottths  before,  had  led  forth  his  numerous  legions 
in  the  full  confidence  of  yietory. 

For  a  few  days  the  Countess  retained  the  idea — ^it 
could  scarcely  be  called  a  hope-^--of  being  able,  on  fab 
amendnent,  to  proceed  to  Kilkenny;  but  soon  some 
wandering  fugitives  brought  the  account,  that  such 
resting  place  was  not  for  them ;  both  town  and  castle 
were  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy ;  O'Conner  a  prisoner, 
and  Lady  Mary  O'Conner^  the  sister  of  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald,  had  fled  to  France,  carrying  with  her  the 
little  Gerald,  her  infant  brother,  for  whose  appre- 
hension, a  large  reward  had  been  offered  by  the 
English  Government. 

Of  Redmond  nothing  was  known ;  of  the  death  of 
the  Chieftain,  O'Carroll,  the  sad  tidings  had  already 
reached  tlie  Countess ;  but  she  had  no  longer  any  tears 
for  him,  or  for  any  external  object ;  and  she  sometimes 
felt  as  if  both  her  memory  and  her  senses  were  failing, 
and  becoming  blunted  on  every  subject,  except  the 
one  all  engrossing  sorrow. 

Days,  weeks  elapsed — ^whilst  the  Earl  was  struggling 
between  life  and  death,  the  strength  of  his  constitution 
seemed  at  last  as  if  it  would  triumph,  but  his  mind 
regained  not  its  tone,  nor  its  elasticity;  a  deep  and 
hopeless  despondency  had  cast  a  cloud  over  his  intel- 
lect ;   he  was  incapable  of  thought  or  exertion,  or  of 
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fonning  any  plan  for  the  future ;  he  wished  for  deaths 
but  not  to  die,  and  leave  his  Margaret  behind. 

**  Wilt  thou  not  accompany  me/beloyed ?*'  he  said; 
'  '^  we  have  lived  together  long^  in  mutual  faith  and 
truth ;  thou  wilt  not  let  me  depart  alone,  dearest;  I 
could  not  bear  to  think  that  thou  sbouldest  pine  in 
sorrow  for  my  loss — still  less  would  I  have  thee  live 
and  be  consoled ;  we  will  die  together,  Margaret.  Thy 
cheek  is  pale,  my  love,  very  pale  and  hollow;  too 
much  of  grief  would  consume  thy  beauty ;  and  none 
shall  tell  that  the  Countess  of  Desmond  lived  to  be 
less  fair ;  thou  wilt  die  with  me,  Margaret,  wilt  thou 
not  promise  ? — " 

The  Countess  answered  him  only  with  tears, 
caresses,  and  intreaties  that  he  would  not  speak  thus 
despondingly;  she  endeavoured  to  soothe  and  picture 
to  him  the  prospect  of  brighter  days — ^visions,  which^ 
,  alas  I  she  saw  not  herself.  In  those  vague  representa- 
tions she  raved  yet  more  wildly  than  he  did;  and 
oftentimes  he  would  bid  her  sing  to  him,  that  he 
might  dream  of  Heaven;  and  then,  when  the  wild 
melody  of  her  thrilling  voice  arose  on  the  air,  the 
once  hardy  warrior  wept — weak  as  an  infant. 

'*  He'll  recover;  my  Lord  *11  recover,"  said  Alice, 
addressing  Rose,  as  they  sat  one  night  closely  wrapt 
in  their  mantles,  and  cowering  over  the  embers  of  a 
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wood  fire;  **  an  whin  he  does,  why  the  heart  o'  him 
'U  be  wake  intirely  for  the  want — seein  we've  nothin 
to  ate  but  the  water  cresses  that  grows  in  the  brook, 
now  the  spring's  comin  on,  an  what  little  birds  the 
Kearne  can  snare,  or  shoot  wid  their  arrows,  an  thats 
not  much,  why,  as  the  poor  fellows  ates  the  most  of 
what  thims  after  catching  thimselves;  an  no  shame, 
for  thim;  seein  they  're  kilt  an  wake  wid  the  hunger; 
an.  Rosy  jewel,  ye  looks  but  pale  an  thin;  yet 
why  should  'nt  the  likes  of  uz  be  able  to  live  widout 
aten  like  my  Lady;  why,  its  little  ever  passes  her 
lips,  an  signs  on  it,  oh  she's  a  perfect  'natoihy;  if 
she'd  hould  up  her  hand,  ye'd  see  the  light  shine, 
through  it." 

"  An  oh.  Mother  dear,"  responded  Rose,  '*  was'nt 
it  well  for  the  Lad/  Elinor  that  she  left  uz;  the 
men  says,  it  was  hy  her  husband's  order  she  was 
tuck  away  by  that  strange  woman;  but,  any  how, 
she  can't  be  worser  off  nor  ourselves;  an  Master 
Redmond-^God  be  wid  him,  whereever  he  is,  if  he's: 
in  life; — but,  may  be,  he's  dead  wid  the  hunger  long 
afore  now." 

.  Alice  sighed,  and  forgot  to  reprove  Rose,  as  usual, 
for  thinking  of  Master  Redmond. 

A  low  knock  at  the  door  now  aroused  their  atten- 
tion ;  and  Rose  went  softly,  to  try  by  whom  admission 
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was  demanded  at. this  unseasonable  hour.  The  Earl 
slept,  and  the  Countess  made  a  sign  that  he  should 
not  be  disturbed. 

When  the  door  was  unclosed ,  a  misereable  looking 
Mendicant  presented  himself;  and,  in  a  faultering 
voice,  intreated  shelter  for  the  night.  Charity,  he 
said,  he  did  not  expect;  they  had  not  any  thing  to 
give,  since  the  Saxons  had  spoiled  the  country  ; 
but  the  rain  poured  in  torrents,  and  he  craved  the 
covering  of  their  roof  only  for  a  few  hours. 

The  appearance  of  this  man  was  wretched  in  the 
extreme;  his  garments  hung  in  shreds  and  tatters 
around  him;  he  was  lame,  and  miserably  old,  and 
so  feeble,  that  he  seemed  scarcely  able  to  drag  himself 
along.  Rose  kindly  led  him  in,  and  placed  him 
beside  the  fire,  which  Alice  replenished  with  fresh 
wood ;  it  was  all  they  had  to  offer. 

He  told  them,  in  broken  accents,  that  he  was  Clans- 
man of  the  Desmond;  that  he  had  three  sons  serving 
under  the  Earl.  Where  were  they  now!  He  was 
seeking  them  in  vain;  he  himself  had  been  expelled 
from  his  dwelling,  which  had  been  burned  to  the 
ground  by  the  English  troops,  whilst  they  ravaged 
and  laid  waste  the  whole  of  that  part  of  the  country.. 
His  brave  boys,  he  said,  if  they  had  died  for  their 
country,  it  was  well;  he  must  not  repine;  old,  and. 
forlorn  as  he  was,  he  had  nothing  to  regret,  if  they 
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had  died  so  glorioaaly.  And  now,  that  he  had  seen 
his  beioyed  Lord  and  Master,  he  could  himself  die 
in  peace. 

**  An,  may  he,  sweetheart/'  he  added,  addressing 
Rose,  **  ye'd  lend  a  hand  to  help  poor  old  lame 
Murtogfa  acrass,  to  take  a  nearer  look  at  the  precious 
Chief;  but  we'll  wait  'till  the  Lady  is  asleep  too-^ 
may  hap,  herself  would'nt  be  plazed,  that  I'd  be  after 
takin  sich  a  freedom." 

*'  Better  let  it  alone,"  said  Alice,  sullenly;  '<  my 
Lord  must'nt  be  disturbed  any  how,  an  nobody  must 
crass  the  flnre  to  him ;  an  as  we've  nothin  to  offer  ye, 
good  man,  why,  whin  the  day  light  cums,  an  that  'ill 
be  soon,  ye  may  as  well  be  a  goin." 

Rose  looked  at  her  Mother  in  some  surprise ;  it  was 
not  her  custom  to  be  thus  hard — and  to  one  so  poor, 
so  old,  and  so  unfortunate  also — although,  not  much 
worse  off  than  themselves,  excepting  in  the  wretched- 
ness of  his  appearance;  still,  surely,  he  was  an  object 
deserving  of  compassion. 

The  old  man,  meekly  bowing  his  head  to  the  harsh 
reproof  of  Alice,  turned  to  Rose,  whom  he  found  a 
gentler  and  more  willing  auditor ;  and,  in  a  low  tone, 
continued  to  her  the  relation  of  all  the  sufferings  and 
indignities  which  he  had  met  with  from  the  English ; 
his  little  grandaughter,  he  said,  his  pretty  innocent 
Mara,  just  such  another  as  Rose  herself,  had  been 
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taken  forcib»ly  from  him  by  those  authorized  ruffians, 
and  he  had  neyer  seeni  her  more;  his  wife,  his  poor 
wife — old,  decrepit,  helpless— Hstill  more  helpless  than 
himself;  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and 
wept. 

**  An  if  ye  had  seen  the  eratur,"  he  continued, 
V  Oh !  they  tuk  her,  an  digged  a  hole  in  the  sand 
conyanient  to  the  waters  edge,  an  buried  her  up  to  the 
neck ;  for  they  sed  she  was  a  witch,  an  looked  like 
one ;  an  they  went  their  ways,  and  tould  me  to  claw 
her  out  wid  the  nails  o'  me,  if  I  could ;  and  whin  the 
night  cum,  an  the  tide  rose,  and  the  M^aters "flowed — 
och  hone  darlint,  myself  was  hard  set  wid  my  lame 
leg,  bruck  by  the  blow  of  a  battle  axe,  to  crawl 
away  'afore  I  be  drowned  too — along  wid  my  poor 
darlint  of  ah  ould  woman." 

**  An  fitter  it  was  fur  ye  to  have  stayed  wid  her," 
said  Alice ;  **  'twould  have  been  better  fur  ye'^-self, 
an  may  be  fur  others  too,  than  for  to  be  ramblin  about 
the  world  this  a-way." 

''  Mother  dear,"  cried  Rose,  imploringly,  **  spake 
kindlier  to  the  poor  ould  man;  we're  misfortunate 
ourselves,  an  shud  consider  him  the  more." 

**  Whisht,  whisht,"  returned  Alice,  "  ye  know 
nothin  about  it,  an  don't  be  after  encouraging  his 
clack,  just  for  to  disturb  my  Lord,  and  make  my 
Lady  mad  angry." 
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The  aged  Mendicant ,  again  rebuked,  remained 
silent ;  and  Rose,  surprised  and  distressed,  attempted 
no  more  to  expostulate.  Their  silence  had  endured 
for  some  time,  which  was  for  them  rather  a  fortunate 
circumstance,  since  thereby  they  were  not  exposed  to 
the  reproaches  of  Alice;  when  the  Earl,  moaning 
restlessly,  and  tossing  himself  on  his  humble  couch, 
appeared  to  be   disturbed  by  some   painful   dream. 

Alice  approached,  and  tiie  Countess  bent  anxiously 
oyer  him ;  as  suddenly  starting  from  his  uneasy 
slumber,   he  exclaimed-— 

''  Traiter  avaunt !  not  by  such  ruffian-hand  should 
the  Chief  of  the  Desmonds  fall.  Away  !  away  !  Yet 
am  I  willing  to  resign  the  life  thou  gavest  me,  oh 
God  !  But  not  thus— not  thus — ^by  the  dagger  of  a 
base   hireling  slave." 

"  What  aileth  thee,  Gerald  ?"  cried  the  Countess, 
tenderly  ;  '*  what  wild  vision  hath  thus  disturbed  thy 
repose  ?  Rest,  rest,  beloved,  on  the  bosom  of  thy 
tender  friend  ;  here  is  no  traitor,  na^.dagger — ^it  is  the 
hand  of  thy  own  Margaret  in  which  thine  is  clasped  ; 
it  is  by  her  lips  thy  burning  brow  is  pressed." 

The  Earl,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  endeavoured  to  arouse 
himself  from  the  painful  stupor  in  whi(;h  he  had  been 
plunged. 

"  To  sleep  thus,"  he  said,  "  is  worse,  far  worse, 
than  waking    torments.     When^  dearest,    when    will 
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the  hour  of  true  repose,  come?  Not  here  is  my  resting 
place,  but  in  the  grave. — Sing  to  me,  Margaret;  let 
me  hear  that  voice — that  voice  which  hath  ever  the 
power  to  calm  my  throbbing  brain — sing,  love,  sing/' 
,  For  an  instant,  as  in  compliance  to  his  wish,  the 
Countess  raised  her  voice;  it  seemed  to  faulter  through 
grief  and  weakness;  but  soon  triumphing  over  the 
momentary  impediment,  those  matchless  tones  were 
once  more  heard  in  all  the  fullest  powers  of  their 

dulcet  melody. 

* 

SONG. 

If  on  earth  for  us  there  be  no  rest. 

And  our  lot  is  but  care  and  pain ; 
Tho'  humbled  by  sorrow,  by  grief  opprest, 
Tho'  hope  be  withered  within  each  breast, 

Still  let  us  not  complain. 

If  the  storms  of  fate  have  chill'd  us  here, 

There  are  softer  gales  above ; 
Tho'  our  path  h^  been  dew'd  with  many  a  tear, 
And  our  Autumn  of  life  be  wild  and  sere, 

Yet  a  calm  for  us  is  near^  love. 

If  of  this  world's  joys  our  share  be  past, 

A  kinder  boon  is  given ; 
For  such  tears  as  we  shed,  must  be  th«  last, 
And  the  earth-born  mists,  which  our  lives  o'ercast, 

Will  dissolve  in  the  breath  of  Heaven. 
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She  ceased — and  the  Earl,  as  his  head  rested 
against  her  shoulder,  prored  the  soothing  influence 
of  that  divine  voice ;  his  soul  was  tranquillized,  and 
he  felt  in   anticipation  the  Heaven  which  she  pro- 

■ 

mised.  The  tears  of  Alice  and  Rose  fell  like  rain; 
and  resting  their  heads  on  their  knees  as  they  sat, 
the  witching  sounds  still  vibrating  on  their  organs 
of  hearing,  they  were  for  a  moment  unconscious  that 
the  Mendicant,  starting  from  his  seat,  had  moved 
towards  the  door  with  infinitely  more  of  activity 
than  he  had  before  exhibited.  He  had  opened,  and 
was  again  closing  it  after  him,  ere  Alice  was  aware 
of  hb  departure;  and  although  she  instantly  pur- 
sued, and  gave  the  alarm  to  the  few.  Kearne  yet 
remaining  in  attendance  on  the  Chieftain,  and  who 
were  lodged  in  a  second  hut  or  pent-house  attached 
to  the  first, — ^yet,  as  if  by  the  help  of  magic,  the  lan^ 
and  decrepit  beggar  had  vanished. 

There  was  by  that  time  sufficient  of  day-light  to 
discover  any  object  within  the  reach  of  sight;  but 
that  of  Alice's  well-founded  suspicions  had  totally 
disappeared — his  activity  had  far  exceeded  their  cal- 
culation, he  was  over  the  hill  ere  the  first  Kearne 
whom  Alice  attempted  to  arouse- had  half  awakened; 
and  when  the  baflled  pursuers  returned  weary  from 
their  fruitless  chase,  he  was  mounted  on  a  good  horse, 
and  far  on  his  way  towards    Dublin,    muttering  to 
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himself  as  he  went : — **  I  'feaks  then  its  little  myself 
thought  that  the  voice  of  woman,  angel,  or  devil, 
would  have  turned  O'Kelly  from  his  purpose — 'spe- 
cially whin  the  blood  of  Desmond  was  the  prize — 
but  its  no  matter,  I'll  have  him  yet — ^that's  if  he 
does'nt  die  quietly  on  his  bed  afore  I  get  back." 
He  paused  in  his  career,  and  seemed  almost  inclined 

to  return  then  ;  **  bat  no,"  he  continued,  **  that  hell- 
fire  witch,  Alice^  has  awakened  the  blood-hounds,  an 
they're  in  chase— I  must  rin  for  the  life  o'  me — ^but 
Desmond,  ye  crassed  me  once't,  whin  ye'er  brother 
would  have  made  a  Lady  of  my  fair  an  proud  daughter 
— ^ye  stud  in  her  li^t-^foul  'fo  me  whin  I  forget  it  to 
ye — the  earth  covers  her  beauty,  an  her  lover  has  left 
his  bones  in  a  foreign  land — ^but  O'Kelly,  the  father  of 
Basilicia,  lives ;  an  the  Chieftain  shall  rue  the  day  he 
was  too  proud  to  let  the  blood  o'  the  Desmonds  mix 
with  mine." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

When  fortune  changed,  and  love  fled  far, 
And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fast, 

Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 
Which  rose,  and  set  not  till  the  last. 

When  Lord  Thomas  recovered  from  the  state  of 
insensibility  to  which  his  rude  fall,  and  the  consequent 
injuries  which  he  had  received  had  reduced  him,  he 
found  himself  lying  on  a  coarse  pallet,  in  a  chamber,  in 
other  respects,  nearly  destitute  of  furniture ;  the  bare 
stone  walls,  and  the  broken  windows,  through  which 
the  night  wind  whistled,  proving  that  his  jailors  had 
no  great  wish  to  accommodate  him  in  a  manner  suited 
to  his  rank  in  life,  and  to  the  present  state  of  his 
health. 

He  felt  chilled  with  cold,  and  raised  himself  on  his 
couch,  saw  the  remains  of  a  wood  fire,  which  had  been 
kindled  in  the  wide  chimney,  but  which  had  evidently 
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not  been  replenished  for  some  hours,  little  now  re- 
maining except  ashes;  yet  even  this  surprised  him, 
since  it  shewed  some  attempt  to  provide  for  his  com- 
forty  beyond  what  the  general  air  of  the  apartment 
indicated. 

His  surprise  Was  increased,  when,  on  recovering  his 
senses. more  perfectly,  he  could  distinguish,  by  the  dim 
light  of  a  lamp,  placed  in  a  distant  corner  of  his 
spacious  prison,  that  a  richly  embroidered  counterpane 
had  been  thrown  over  him  as  he  lay,  and  that  on  a 
rude  oaken  table,  within  reach  of  his  bed,  some  wine 
and  provisions  had  been  placed,  of  a  nature  far  more 
delicate,  and  more  luxurious,  than  it  was  likely  Lord 
Grey  had  provided  for  his  unhappy  prisoner. 

The  young  Chieftain,  exhausted  by  previous  suffer- 
ing, and  the  long  privation  of  such  nutritious  food  as 
was  necessary  to  renovate  his  strength,  gladly  partook 
of  this  which  had  been  so  carefully  provided  by  some 
benevolent  hand --yet  who  within  the  precincts  of 
Lord  Grey's  influence,  could  have  dared  to  interfere 
in  behalf  of  a  condemned  wretch  like  him — Elinor,  if 
she  were  there,  would  she  have  the  power  ?  Alas  !  he 
feared  not — or  would  she  have  the  wish  ? — that  was  a 
question  involving  much,  on  which  he  scarcely  dared 
to  reflect. 

His  head  felt  confused  ;  nor  did  the  wine  which  he 
had  drank,  however  small  the  quantity,  contribute  to 
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dear  it;  but  it  had  the  more  beneficent  effect  of 
caufling  him  to  sleep  profoundly — a  deep  and  refresh* 
ing  sleep,  such  as  he  had  not  tot  a  long  time  ex- 
perienced. 

His  visions  were  sweet — of  liberty,  of  love,  of 
Elinor — Elinor,  blooming,  gay,  and  affectionate,  as 
he  had  first  known  her,  in  their  childish  days,  whea 
they  were  unconscious  of  sorrow,  and  *'  all  the  world 
seemed  kind  and  true" — days  gone  by  for  ever,  of 
which  no  magia  could  restore  the  reality — yet  was  he 
once  more  blest  with  the  semblance,  even,  alihou^, 
but  in  the  empty  Tision  of  a  dream.  He  beheld  his 
Father  too— not  as  a  pale  and  bloody  spectre,  crying 
for , vengeance,  in  such  guise  with  which  he  had  been 
haunted  for  months  past;  but  calm  and  dignified,  as 
in  life,  and  with  a  tender  smile,  gently  reproaching  bis 
son  for  the  rash  conduct  which  had  plunged  him  into 
distresses  and  difficulties,  from  whence  he  could  never 
be  extricated,  save  only  in  the  vain  imaginations  of  a 
dream. 

Awaking,  he  stretched  forth  his  arms,  crying,  '*  Oh, 
my  Father !  pardon  and  bless  your  imprudent  son ;" 
and  beheld,  fondly  and  sadly,  bending  over  him,  a 
countenance,  still  more  venerable,  and  almost  equally 
beloved  with  the  object  of  his  dream — ^it  was  the 
Primate  Cromar ;  and  his  presence  left  no  longer  any 
doubts  as  to  whose  hand  had  sought  to  alleviate  the 
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severe  treatment  to  which  the  young  Chieftain  had 
been  condemned. 

**  Alas,  my  child/'  said  his  aged  friend,  in  reply  to 
Lord  Thomas's  awakening  exclamation ;  ''  not  in  vain 
would  thy  cry  for  pardon  be  addressed  to  me;  but  I 
have  little,  very  little  power  here — and  where  thou, 
my  son,  art  concerned,  unfortunately  my  influence  is 
as  nothing — between  thee  and  the  Lord  Deputy  a 
gulph  of  enmity  hath  been  opened,  whic^  my  hand, 
even  in  my  character  of  a  Christian  Prdate,  is  insuffi- 
cient to  close ;  but  thy  demand  for  pardon  may  be 
pleaded  before  another  tribunal,  where  I  can,  in  some 
degree^  be  thy  advocate  — the  King,  if  thy  repentance 
for  thy  late  intemperate  conduct  be  sincere,  may  be 
induced  to  hearken  to  the  appeal  of  thy  friends  in  thy 
behalf — ^the  Earl  of  Kildare,  also,  although  yet  a 
prisoner " 

**  My  Father  I"  exclaimed  Lord  Thomas,  springing 
up ;  **  My  Father !  can  he  then,  from  his  bloody 
grave,  arise  to  be  the  advocate  of  his  unhappy 
son?'' 

**  My  young  friend,"  returned  the  Primate,  **  thou 
hast  been  strangely,  and  I  fear  me  purposely  deceived 
and  misinformed,  by  a  cruel  and  mischievous  report — 
the  Earl  of  Kildare  still  lives,  although  in  captivity-^ 
a  captivity  which  it  pains  me  to  say  has  been 
prolonged  by  thy  late  violent  conduct — pardon  me. 
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my  childy — I  would  not  willingly  afflict  thee  by  such 
remark,  were  it  not  that,  perhaps,  if  thou  wert  now, 
however  late,  to  withdraw  thyself  from  all  further 
connexion  with  thy  unfortunate  associates,  and  swear 
and  promise  future  allegiance  and  peaceable  conduct, 
perhaps  the  King — " 

**  My  Father  lives!"  interrupted  Lord  Thomas, 
not  attending  to  the  latter  part  of  the  Chancellor's 
speech ;  **  my  Father  lives  !  I  have,  indeed,  then,  been 
deceived  and  misinformed — barbarous  Alan !  what 
had  I  done  to  be  made  the  victim  of  so  fatal  a 
conspiracy^ — and  thou,  Parese — companion  of  my 
childhood,  bound  to  me  by  every  tie,v  wert  thou  to  be 
the  agent — would  no  other  hand  suffice  to  drag  me  into 
the  abyss^ — and  my  Father— have  I  then  injured  him, 
whom  I  sought  but  to  avenge — ^it  is  too  late,  too  late 
to  retract — oh  pardon,  pardon  thy  unhappy  son." 

**  No,  Thomas,  it  is  not  too  late,"  returned  the 
Primate;  *'  authorize  me,  thy  true  firiend,  to  pledge 
thy  future  allegiance  to  the  King,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  of  obtaining  thy  pardon,  and  the  release  of 
the  captive  Earl." 

Lord  Thomas  covered  his  face  with  his  hands — 
he  wept ;  and  Cromar  was  silent,  wishing  to  leave  his 
young  friend  to  the  workings  of  his  own  mind 
for  some  little  time.  He  moved  across  the  room, 
and  occupied    himself    in   endeavouring  to    put    up 
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^tome  kind  of  fence  before  the  dilapidated  windows, 
which  admitted  the  howling  blast  at  every  corner. 
The  kind-hearted  Primate  soon  found  his  attempts 
in  vain ;  and  murmuring  gently  against  the  unneces- 
sary harshness  of  Lord  Grey,  he  turned  once  more 
to  address  the  Prisoner. 

Lord  Thomas  had  arisen  from  his  couch,  and  was 
sitting  on  the  side,  sadly  resting  his  |irm  on  the  table. 
It  was  now  bright  day-light ;  and  the  Primate,  seeing 
him  distinctly  for  the  first  time  for  several  months, 
was  painfully  struck  by  the  great  and  fearful  alteration 
in  his  appearance.  He  felt  almost  convinced,  that 
pardon,  or  condemnation,  were  of  little  avail,  to  one 
who  could  scarcely  live  to  profit  by  the  one,  or  to 
suflfer  by  the  other. 

Cromar  felt,  also,  that  in  such  a  situation  it  was 
cruel  to  torment  him  with  solicitations  to  break 
engagements  and  alliances,  formed  with  those  who 
considered  him,  and  themselves,  as  acting  not  only  a 
justifiable,  but  a  meritorious  part,  in  endeavouring  to 
free  Hieir  native  land  from  the  yoke  of  the  stranger ; 
and  although  the  good  Primate  totally  difiered  both 
from  them  and  his  young  friend  in  such  opinion,  yet 
was  he  by  much  too  charitable  to  condemn  thepi, 
therefore,   i^  Traitors,  deserving   of  death. 

Most  willingly  would  he  have  reformed  their 
opinions  to  that  which  he,  to  the  best  of  his  judgment, 
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belieyed  to  be  the  standiurd  of  right ;  and  he  jnMj 
maintained  that  gentle  means  and  concessions  were  the 
most  fitting  and  likely  method  to  attain  iiuoh  object. 

He  argued,  that  if  the  Irish  were  treated  in  the 
kindest  possible  manner* by  the  English  Goyernment* 
that  would  be  the  best  security  for  their  loyalty  and 
firm  allegiance,  since  they  would  then  bare  no  interest 
in,  and  no  benefit  to  receive  firoiQ  a  change. 

*'  It  is  not/^  he  thought,  and  often  endeavoured 
to  persuade  Lord  Grey  and  others,  '*  by  stripes  and 
coercion  that  this  high-spirited  people  can  be  rendered 
submissive  and  tame ;  on^tlie  contrjEiry,  although  they 
rise  to  resist  the  oppression  which  they,  and  every 
liberal-minded  person  must  consider  as^  injustice,  tb^ 
same  disposition,  prompt  to  avenge  injury  or  insult^ 
would  render  them  grateful,  not  merely  for  benefits 
conferred,  but  for  the  simple  allowance  of  those  eqnal 
rights,  which  one  hunian  being  always  does,  and 
always  ought  to  expect  from  another." 

'*  But,"  said  their  opponents^  ''  they  have  always 
been  turbulent  and  disturbed  ;  it  is  their  nature  ;  they 
would  nev^r  be  satisfied,  do  whatever  you  would  for 
their  advantage." 

Crpmar  quietly  answered,  **  Was  it  ever  tried  7  Had 
they  ever  fair  measure  dealt  to  them? — they  are  a 
vivacious,  and,  therefgre,  a  turbulent  people-^but  have 
they  not  ever  had  a  goo^l  excuse  for  such  turbulence  ] 


BOMANCK  IN  IRELAND.  123 

even  if  it  does  afford  them  pleasure — ^have  they  not 
ever  been  a  proaoribed  race,  by  those  very  Conquerors 
who,  in  taking  forcible  possession  of  the  soil,  ought 
certainly,  in  good  policy,  for  their  own  sakes,  if  not 
for  the  love  of  justice,  have  endeavoured,  by  means 
of  equal  laws  and  privileges  extended  to  all,  to  have 
incorporated  the  Victors  and  Vanquished  together  as 
one  people — ^if  the  sway  was  equally  kind  and  paternal, 
if  there  was  no  cause  for  complaint,  is  it  not  probable 
that  the  wild  Irish  Kearne  would  care  little  whether 
the  King,  or  Chief  Governor  who  ruled  him,  was 
native  of  this  side  of  the  Channel  or  of  that — but  when 
he  finds  himself  a  proscribed  and  marked  man, 
considered  by  those  who  have  obtruded  their^  sway, 
unasked  an4  unpermitted,  as  of  another  and  more 
degraded  caste ;  not  merely  brow-beaten  by  his 
conquerors,  but  his  individual  property,  the  maintain- 
ance  and  patrimony  of  his  children,  forcibly  wrung 
from  him,  for  the  advantage  of  those,  from  whom  he 
receives  not.  benefits,  but  injuries  in  return  ? 

Who  can  reasonably  expect  loyalty  and  submission 
to  the  Government  from  men  so  treated  ? — they  might 
not  be  better  off,  you  say,  under  Chiefs  of  their  own 
appointing — possibly  they  might  not — but  that,  they 
naturally  think,  remains  to  be  tried — they  could 
scarcely  be  worse  off  under  any  rulers ;    and  the  best 
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way  of  reconciling  them  to  the  English  yoke,  would 
be  to  leaye  them  nothing  of  which  to  complais* 

Thus  argned  the  mild  and  beneyolent-  Cromar; 
but  his  arguments  were  as  vain,  as  have  been  those 
of  many  an  equally  well-intentioned  man  in  later 
times.  The  same  system  was  pursued  then,  and  has 
been  pursued  since — ^with  the  result  hitherto,  the 
world  is  sufficiently  well  acquainted — ^but  as  the 
conciliating  plan  of  the  good  Primate  has  never  yet 
been  tried,  the  knowledge  of  what  success  it  might 
possibly  have,  remains  in  the  womb  of  Fate. 

Having  failed  so  totally  with  those  in  power,  his 
next  object  was  to  try  to  obtain  unconditional  con- 
cessions from  the  Leaders  of  the  opposite  party,  by 
representing  to  them  the  fact  of  their  cause  being 
utterly  hopeless,  and  that  they  only  drew  down 
individual  destruction  on  themselves,  without  the 
chance  of  benefit  to  those  whom  they  sought  to 
serve. 

To  withdraw  Lord  Thomas  from  such  ruinous  con- 
nexions, was,  in  fact^  the  secret  spring,  which,  almost 
unknown  to  himself,  rendered  the  Primate  so  zealous ; 
but  still  he  wished  not  to  induce  his  young  friend 
to  take  any  step  which  might  compromise  his  honour, 
or  the  faith  pledged  to  others. 

The  task  was  delicate,  and  he    hesitated  how  to 
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recommence  his  argument;  the  more  so,  when  he 
gazed  on  the  worn  and  emaciated  form  before  him. 
Lord  Thomas  spoke — 

**  To  whatever  my  Father,  to  whatever  the  Earl 
of  Kildare  commands,  I  am  personally  willing  to 
subscribe — ^bnt  only  inasmuch  as  concerns  myself 
alone — as  his  son,  I  am  bound  not  to  embrace  any 
cause,  or  act  with  any  party  of  whose  measures  he 
may  disapprove — if  it  be  his  will  aQd  pleasure  to 
submit  patiently  to  the  yoke,  I  am  satisfied,  during 
his  life-time,  personally  to  bear  the  same, — nor  does 
it  matter,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh,  **  what  my  re- 
solves  for  the  future  may  be — since  my  Father  is 
now  living,  it  is  more  than  probable,  indeed  it  is 
almost  a  certainty  that  he  will  survive  me — I  may, 
then,  give  him  the  satisfaction  of  submitting  my 
wishes  to  his,  without  wrong  to  any  person — an 
Army  I  have  no  longer,  or  I  should  not,  even  for 
him,  desert  and  betray  those  who  had  followed  me 
so  long  and  so  faithfully — of  my  friends  and  allies, 
I  know  not  if  I  have  any  still  in  existence— the 
principal^— those  nearest  and  dearest  fell  beside  me 
on  the  last  fatal  fields-Desmond  and  O'Carroll  are 
no  more — Desmond  I  saw  fall — and  O'Carroll — my 
brother,  the  huisband  of  my  best  loved  sister,  died, 
I  am  told,   as   he  should  have  died — covered  with 

wounds^I  saw  it  not— and  of  O'Conner *' 
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"  Of  O'Conner  I  can  give  some  information/' 
said  the  Primate ;  ''  be  is  How,  equally  with  thyself, 
a  prisoner  in  Dublin  Castle;  and  thy  submission) 
my  son,  will  probably  have  considerable  influence 
on  his  fate/' 

"  Be  it    so,"   returned    Lord    Thomas ;    **  if  my 
nominal    submission    benefit    him,    and    my   Father, 
I  ask  no  more — ^for  me,''    he  continued,    filling  his 
brilliant  eyes  steadily  on  his  friend,  **  do  not  flatter 
yourself  by  supposing  that  it  can  avail  me  aught — 
my  race  is  run— yet  would  I  not  die  by  the  stroke  of 
a  vile  heads  man — I  have  already   earned    that   on 
the  battle  field  which  will  speedily  carry  me  to  my 
grate  without  any  assistance — a  little  delay,  and  my 
Father's  blessing   is  all  I  demand — a    formal    sub- 
mission to  the  Government,  on  my  part  would  be  a 
mere  mockery — ^what    avaib    it    for    a    dying   knan, 
without  Allies,  without  friends,  without  an- Army  to 
submit— or  a  promise  of  future  allegiance  from  one 
who  has   but  a  few  days  to  live?-^To  my  Father, 
I  Would  have  my  messs^e  conveyed,   that  I  resign 
myself  wholly  to  his    will,   and   that   he    may   say 
whatever  he  pleases  on  that  foundation  to  the  King. 
To  the  Lord  Deputy,  to  Lord  Grey,  I  send  nothing 
but  defiance — ^yes,  even  as  I  am  now,  give  me  but 
my  good  horse  Brien  Borru  (whom  I  trow  he  covets 
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fiot  to  motint  again),  and   I  once  more  dare  him  to 
tbe  combat." 

"  My  son,"  replied  the  Primate,  gravely,  **  if  it 
be  thy  conviction  that  death  is  so  very  near,  thine 
is  dot  a  fitting  frame  of  mind  to  meet  such  awfiil 
change." 

*'  Pardon  me,"  said  Lord  Thomas,  '^  for  speaking 
as  a  Soldier,  and  feeling  as  a  Man — but  it  is  not  for 
my  own  sake,  nor  for  my  own  wrongs,"  he  added, 
with  a  sigh,  ''  that  I  bear  him  such  deadly  enmity." 

**  I  well  believe  thee,  my  child,"  returned  the 
Primate ;  '^  nevertheless,  I  cannot  suffer  thee  to 
continue  in  so  unchristian  a  frame  of  mind-*but 
enough  for  the  present — thy  strength,  I  see,  is  not 
now  equal  to  further  discussion— we  must  resume 
this  subject  another  time — fare  thee  Well — I  go  to 
forward  my  despatches  fot  England — ^be  not  alarmed — 
I  will  not  say  aught  to  compromise  the  strictest 
honour,  or  to  hurt  the  most  sensitive  feeling — ^yet  do 
I  trust  to  obtain  thy  pardon— yes,  yes,  it  must  be 
so — I  could  not  bear  to  live  and  think  it  otherwise." 

He  departed;  and  Lord  Thomas  again  threw  him- 
self oil  his  couch,  not  now  to  sleep,  althou^  his 
Waking  thoughts  took  the  same  course,  which,  with  a 
brighter  tmge,  they  had  passed  over  in  his  nightly 
visions--^his  Father   yet  lived^-'he  himself  had  been 
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basely^  craelly  deceived ;  and  the  part  which  he  had 
in  consequence  acted,  had,  in  place  of  avenging,  con- 
tribvted  to  injure,  in  the  highest  degree,  that  beloved 
Parent — his  Country,  his  oppressed  and  enslaved 
Country,  alas  I  his  efforts  to  emancipate  her»  had 
been  worse  than  futile ;  and  the  laurels  which  he  had 

'  vainly  hoped  to  gather,  had  faded  before  the  witberkig 
blight  of  Despotism — and  Elinor — from  her  he  had 
now  parted,  never,  under  any  circumstances,  to  meet 
again — yet  she  knew  not — ^to  her  he  had  never  ex- 
pressed, all  that  he  had  felt  and  suffered  for  her  sake — 
but  now  the  hour  was  co^e,  when  even  her  high  sense 
of  propriety  and  duty  could  not  be  offended  by  his 
giving  utterance  to  his  feelings  in  writing — at  least  if 
the  letter  was  not  delivered  into  her  hands  until  after 
his  death. 

Of  the  success  of  the  Primate's  application  for 
pardon,  he  had  very  little  expectation,  nor  was  he  by 

^  any  means  anxious  on  the  subject — being  fully 
convinced  that  he  should  never  live  to  endure  the 
disgrace  of  a  public  execution. 

He  started  up  to  fulfil  his  intention  of  writing  that 
instant,  forgetful  that  he  was  wholly  unprovided  with 
the  means;  when  a  person  despatched  by  his  kind 
friend  Cromar  entered  with  wood  to  replenish  the 
exhausted  fire,  and  several  other  things  likely  to  cdn- 
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tribute  to  his  personal  comfort ;  and  then  proceeded^ 
by  means  of  boards,  to  repair,  in  an  effectual,  although 
coarse  manner,  the  forlorn  condition  of  the  windows. 

Lord  Thomas  felt  his  eyes  fill  with  tears,  whilst  he 
contemplated  all  those  attentions,  dictated  by  the  true 
affection  of  his  earliest  friend;  aboye  all,  when  he 
beheld  his  own  harp,  which  the  Primate  had  found 
neglected  and  thrown  aside  in  a  lumber  room  in  the 
Castle,  and  for  his  sake  had  taken  it  into  his  own 
keeping,  had  it  kept  in  order,  and  now,  with  thoughtful 
kindness,  sent  it,  in  the  hope  that  it  might  prove  some 
consolation  at  least,  if  not  amusement  to  the  forlorn 
Prisoner. 

But  the  sight  of  this  once  loved  harp  afforded  him 
now  more  of  pain  than  pleasure ;  his  ipind  was  not 
in  a  state  to  acknowledge  the  power  of  music  ;  and  as 
he  ran  his  hand  over  the  strings,  the  well  remembered 
tone  sent  a  thrill  of  agony  to  his  heart. 

Almost  ashamed  to  ask  for  any  thing  more,  it  was 
only  when  the  attendant  was  about  to  depart,  that  he 
summoned  courage  to  request  that,  if  not  forbidden, 
he  might  have  the  indulgence  of  writing  materials. 
The  man  promised  to  supply  him  before  evening;  and 
he  was  left  once  more  alone  to  his  own  melancholy 
reflections — the  reflections  of  a  dying  man,  disap- 
pointed in  his  best  affections,  and  in  every  prospect 
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in  life,  ere  he  had  attained  his  twenty-second  year — 
whose  only  hope  on  this  side  of  the  grave  was,  that 
the  hour  of  his  release  from  earth  might  speedily 
arrive,  in  time  to  save  him  from  suffering  that  igno- 
minious death  to  which  he  Was  etmdemned. 


^ 
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CHAPTER  X. 

This  loye^ 
This  wild  and  passionate  idolatry, 
What  doth  it  in  the  shadow  of  the  grave  ? 
Gather  it  back  within  thy  lonely  heart, 
So  must  it  ever  end :  too  much  we  giv6 
Unto  the  things  that  perish. 

Lord  Thomas  passed  the  night  in  writing,  although 
he  knew  not  how  his  letter  was  to  be  conveyed; 
there  were  none  to  whom  he  dared  to  apply :  the 
Primate  would  probably  consider  such  an  address 
to  Elinor,  not  only  useless,  but  highly  blameable, 
and  of  course  refuse  to  be  the  bearer.  And  yet, 
after  his  death  at  least— he  thought  it  could  not  be 
so  Tery  wrong — she  was,  he  too  well  knew,  already 
unhappy;  but  that  unhappiness,  he  had  no  reason  to 
expect  to  be  increased  by  any  feeling  of  sympathy 
for  him.  She  knew,  she  had  long  known,  of  his 
passionate,    his  hopeless  love,    and  had  too  fatally 
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proved  to  him^  that  it  was  by  her  unretumed ;  perhaps, 
DOW  she  might  understand  his  feelings  better,  when  she 
had,  in  her  tnm,  been  so  cruelly  slighted.  Slighted ; 
was  it  then  possible — she,  the  beautiful,  the  fascinating 
£linor — she,  who  would  have  formed  the  charm  of 
his  existence — and  had  another — the  man  whom  she 
had  chosen,  on  whom  she  had  bestowed,  without 
reserve,  her  invaluable  heart — ^had  that  man  dared  to 
slight  her ;  he  dashed  his  writing  materials  from  him 
— and,  springing  up,  laid  his  hand  involuntarily  on 
the  place  where  his  sword  should  have  been.  He 
shivered,  to  recollect,  that  he  was  disarmed,  and  a 
prisoner ;  this,  too,  by  the  husband  of  Elinor — by  the 
hand  of  him,  whom  she  had  sworn  to  love — whom  she 
had,-* perhaps,  did  still  love.  It  was  long  before  he 
was  sufficiently  calm  to  return  to  his  writing;  and  thep 
his  composition  was  only  the  reflection  of  his  wild  and 
passionate  feelings. 

*'  JBlinor, — thou,  whom  I  once  dared  to  hope  that  I 
might  call  mine — mine  own  desur  Elinor,  will  these 
last  lines,  from  the  hand  of  a  dying  man,  wound  thy 
high  sense  of  duty — ihy  honour,  which  should  be 
dearer  to  md  than  life,  even  when  that  life  was  of  value  in 
my  eyes — iirhen  I  had  vainly  flattered  myself  it  had 
some  in  thine — ^how  I  was  awakened  from  my  idle 
dream,  thou  knowest  too  well—but  I  reproach  thee 
not,  my  heart's  sole  idol — the  moment  draws  near, 
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very  near,  when  that  heart  must  cease  to  beat,  whose 
last  pulsation  will  be  for  thee,  only  thee— will  thy 
pride,  thy  virtue^  make  it  a  crime  to  grant  me  thy 
pity — alas,  the  request  ought  not  to  cost  much  to  thy 
once  tender  nature— *the  time  has  been,  Elinor,  when 
thou  couldest  bestow,  liberally  bestow  thy  compassion 
on  objects  far  less  deserving  of  it  than  is  now  thine 
unhappy  lover~-wilt  thou  shed  one  tear  for  me,  my 
own  love — I  would  fain  be  away,  since  thy  heart  is 
now  estranged  from  me  for  ever — I  sought  to  avoid  thy 
presence— but  it  might  not  be — alas,  my  destiny  hath 
been  much  changed — ^but  it  matters  not,  a  love  like 
mine  should  know  how  to  make  a  sacrifice — yet  have 
I  not  been  able  to  resist  this  last  sad  farewell — to 
devote  to  Uiee  my  latest  breath, — I  know  thou  belong- 
est  to  another,  to  a  husband — that  name  ought  to 
teach  me  the  sacred  duties  by  which  thou  art  bound — 
duties  to  controul  even  thy  thoughts — I  must  not  ask, 
I  must  not  eVen  wish  to  see  a  farewell  traced  by  thy 
hand,  one  line  to  say  that  the  days  of  our  early 
friendship,  of  our  childish  affections,  are  not  all  for- 
gotten by  thee — oh  pardon  !  my  Elinor,  I  rave — I  feel, 
I  know  this  is  nothing  less  than  madness—" 

He  flung  away  his  pen;  **  Wretch  that  I  am, 
what  is  it  that  I  seek  ?  To  make  Elinor  yet  more 
unhappy  by  exciting  a  vain  compassion  in  her  breast, 
which  can  now  be  of  no  use — and  which  ought  not 


184  ROMANCB  IN    IRBLAMD. 

to  be  of  any  consolation  -we  must  meet  no  more-— 
this  then  is  the  recompense  of  a  love,  which  ends 
only  with  my  life-^Oh^  Cromar,  my  friend,  my  second 
Father,  return  to  me,  save  me  from  myseIf*-from 
my  own  thoughts— let  me  not  murmur  too  impatiently 
in  thus  beholding  my  earthly  career  finished,  so 
yainly,  so  uselessly --was  I  not  fitted  for  something 
better — to  fulfil  a  higher  destiny,  than  to  be  thus  the 
victim  of  a  hopeless  love,  the  dupe  of  a  designing 
villain,  and  the  Martyr  of  an  unsuccessful  effort  to 
free  an  enslaved  people — must  the  name  of  Thomas 
Fitzgerald  descend  to  posterity,  not  as  an  example, 
but  as  a  warning?" 

In  these  restless  complaints  and  reflections^  and  in 
still  more  aimless  and  incoherent  writing,  the  unhappy 
Prisoner  continued  to  pass  his  time,  unless  when  it 
was  diversified  by  the  consoling  visits  of  the  Primate,, 
whom  Lord  Grey  had  not  the  power,  although  he 
had  the  wish  to  prevent  from  such  kind  and  friendly 
attention. 

But  the  character  of  Cromar  was  of  that  descrip- 
tion, which  even,  by  the  means  of  its  very  mildness 
and  forbearance,  gave  him  a  kind  of  influence  over 
the  minds  of  others,  to  be  felt  rather  than  to  be  ex- 
plained ;  and  even  Lord  Grey  was  ashamed  openly 
to  oppose  in  those  apparent  trifles,  which,  neverthe- 
less, were  particularly  offensive  to  him,   and  which 
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he  would  scarcely  have  endured,  had  not  O'Kelly 
rendnded  him,  that,  as  he  wished  to  preserve  Lord 
Thomas's  life  for  a  jpublic  execution,  it  was  quite  as 
Well>  in  the  present  state  of  his  health,  to  connive  at 
some  little  indulgence,  lest  he  might  evade  the  pu- 
nishment altogether,  by  dying  ere  the  royal  order  for 
his  coiidemnation  had  arrived;  for  in  those  times  it 
required  not  only  days  but  weeks,  before  an  express 
could  be  conveyed  from  London  to  Dublin* 

Pfiirtly,  'then,  from  policy,  and  partly  from  not 
knowing  how  to  prevent  the  Primate's  daily  visits, 
t^e  good  old  man  was  permitted  to  pour  balm  into 
iHie  heart  of  his  afflicted  friend,  to  soothe  his  irrita- 
tion, and  to  endeavour  to  bring  him  into  a  more  placid 
and  resigned  state  of  mind :  an  effect  which  his  pre- 
sence alone  was  almost  sure  to  produce. 

His  private  despatches,  and  application  to  the  King 
for  pardon,  had  been  transmitted  at  the  same  time 
with  the  public  despatches  of  the  Lord  Deputy,  which 
were  couched  in  a  very  different  strain;  and  it  re- 
mained yet  in  doubt  as  to  which  statement  would 
obtain  most  credit  at  the  foot  of  the  Throne,  or  whose 
petition  was  most  likely  to  be  granted. 

The  Primate  had  also  another,  and  far  more  diffi- 
cult task  to  perform,  in  endeavouring  to  console  the 
unfortunate  Elinor,  and  in  vain  attempts  to  persuade 
her  husband  of  her  irreproachable  conduct  towards 


136  ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND. 

him ;  for  Lord  Grey,  although  he  had  employed 
O'Kelly  to  carry  her  off  from  her  Father,  still  per- 
sbted  in  refusing  to  see  her,  or  to  believe  that  she 
had  not  in  some  degree  been  acquainted  widi,  or 
conniyed  at  the  disguise  of  Lord  Thomas,  and  his 
midnight  visit  to  the  English  encampment. 

Elinor's  impatience  under  this  flagrant  injustice, 
was  further  aggravated  by  her  grief  for  the  defeat  and 
supposed  death  of  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  although 
Cromar  endeavoured  to  convince  her  that  she  ought 
to  consider  this  last  circumstance  as  a  far  less  mis- 
fortune, than  if  he  had  been  made  captive,  since  of 
his  pardon  there  would  not  have  been  the  slightest 
possibility;  his  insurrection  having  been  long  medi- 
tated, regularly  organized,  and  foreign  assistance 
actually  called  in— whereas  that  of  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald  had  been  owing  to  the  sudden  ebulition  of 
passionate  private  feeling,  purposely  irritated,  de- 
ceived and  maddened  by  an  artful  and  designing 
enemy. 

Sir  Edmund  Butler  was  now  in  Dublin,  in  high 
favour  with  the  Lord  Deputy,  on  account  of  his 
successful  re-capture  of  the  Castle  of  Kilkenny; 
and  the  Primate  was  apprehensive,  that,  owing  to 
the  animosity  of  rival  Clanship,  he  might  prove  a 
powerful  opponent  to  all  conciliatory  measures  with 
respect  to  the   young  Geraldine.     This    was,    how- 
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eyer,  a  mistaken  idea;  Sir  Edmund^  not  a  little 
vain  of  the  laurels  which  he  had  himself  gathered, 
by  taking  back  his  own^  felt  no  kind  of  private 
resentment  against  Lord  Thomas;  who^  in  originally 
storming  and  taking  summsury  possession  of  the 
Castle,  had,  in  fact,  given  him  this  opportunity  of 
distinguishing  himself  in  its  subsequent  re-conquest 
from  the  hands  of  O'Conner,  a  Chieftain  of  known 
prowess  and  skill  in  arms,  both  offensive  and  defensive : 
so  that  the  success  of  Sir  Edmund  Butler  was, 
perhaps,  more  owing  to  some  of  the  chances  of 
war,  than  to  any  very  superior  address  on  his  part; 
be  that  as  it  may,  he  now  looked  on  himself  with 
peculiar  complacency,  and  would  never,  at  any  time, 
have  been  more  disposed  to  treat  a  fallen  foe  with 
indulgence  and  generosity. 

The  good  Primate,  most  happy  in  thus  discovering 
a  kind  ally,  where  he  had  expected  only  animosity, 
and  a  thirst  for  vengeance  against  his  unfortunate  friend, 
eagerly  sought  to  induce  Sir  Edmund  to  add  the 
powerful  interference  of  the  House  of  Ormond  to  his 
own  efforts,  towards  obtaining  the  pardon  which  he 
solicited;  and  the  Leader  of  the  Butlers,  well  pleased 
to  be  actively  employed,  and  to  display  all  the 
influence  with  Royalty,  which  he,  and  the  whole  of 
his  family,  actually  possessed,  zealously  entered  into 
the  Primate's  views;  and,  in  his  application  to  the 
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Throne,  threw  the  weight  of  his  own  recent  Berrices 
inio  the  scale;  thereby  making  the  pardon  of  Lord 
Thomas  almost  a  claim  of  his  own* 

This  generous  conduct  was  deeply  felt,  both  by 
Cromar,  and  the  young  Geraldine,  whom  he  frequently 
▼inted  in  the  ccnnpany  of  the  former;  and  it  caused 
the  gratuitous,  and  long  winded  adyice,  with  which 
he  often  favoured  them,  to  be  listened  to  with  the  most 
exemplary  patience,  even  by  Lord  Thomas — generally, 
the  most  impatient  and  irritable  of  human  beings. 

''I  would  not,  even  if  I  could,  lose  my  temper 
with  ray  liberal-minded  foe-man,"  he  said,  one  even- 
ing to  his  friend,  after  Sir  Edmund  (having  favoured 
them  with  an  unusual  number  of  truisms), had  departed. 
*'  Any  one,  so  true  hearted,  and  well  intentioned,  has 
a  kind  of  right  to  be  tiresome;  and  I,  of  all  others, 
ought  not  to  complain  of  any  conversation,  be  it  what 
it  may,  that  could  have  the  effect  of  banishing  my  own 
thoughts;  although  that  of  Sir  Edmund  Butler  is 
not  precisely  of  th6  description  which  I  should  select, 
in  order  to  answer  that  purpose  effectually;  riiice,  I 
oftentimes,  involuntarily,  feel  my  attention  wander, 
and  my  own  miserable  reflections  obtrude  themselves, 
in  defiance  of  his  most  meritorious  efforts  to  stultify  my 
senses." 

'*  If  thy  reflections,  my  son,"  replied  the  Primate, 
*'  always  followed  the  course  in  which  I  would  fain 
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direct  them^  it  would  be  well,  perhaps,  to  leave  thee 
sometimes  to  tiiy  meditations;  but  I  fear  much,  my 
poor  child,  that  they  often,  too  often  wander  flx>m  the 
light  way,  into  a  path,  forbidden  by  honour,  rectitude, 
and  even  by  compassion,  towards  the  object  of  an 
infatuation,  now  equally  injurious  to  both." 

"  Yes,  my  Father,  you  are  in  the  right,**  returned 
Lord  Thomas;  '*  but  all  my  efforts  are  in  vain;  her 
image  rises  to  my  view,  at  all  times,  and  under  every 
circumstance;  I  am  unfit  to  bear  thus  communing  with 
my  own  heart;  any  change  is  comparative  relief;  yes, 
even  bodily  pain;  any  thing,  to  turn  my  attention 
from  within;  any  thing,  rather  than  stillness  and  so- 
Htude.  Oh,  my  Father,  my  companion,  almost  my 
only  remaining  friend,  give  me  some  task,  laborious 
and  difficult  to  accomplish— something  to  force  my 
attention  from  myself." 

**  Bave  I  not  imposed  a  task  on  thee,  my  son,"  stud 
the  Primate,  **  the  most  difficult  of  all  others  to  be 
performed ;  and  has  it  been  performed,  or  even  at- 
tempted?— ^To  conquer  thyself— to  subdue  Uiy  most 
impatient  and  irritable  spirit — ^to  bear  those  bonds, 
which  have  been  drawn  on  thee  by  thine  own  rash  and 
ungovernable  temper,  with  the  humility  befitting  one 
mrho  has  erred  greatly ;  but,  above  all,  to  cpnquer  a 
senseksB  passion,  now  condemned  by  every  law, 
human  and  divine." 
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**  You  wrong  me,  cruelly  wrong  me"  returned  Lord 
ThomaSy  ^^  in  supposing  that  I  haye  not  made  every 
effort  of  which  human  nature,  or,  at  least,  my  nature 
k  capable — but  my  passions  are  stronger  than  my 
leason — ^perhaps/'  he  added,  after  a  long  pause,  **  had 
Elinor  been  happy,  or  had  she  continued  to  love  the 
man  whom  she  so  unfortunately  selected,  my  pride 
would,  in  time,  have  enabled  me  to  conquer  my 
feelings,  but — " 

**  Dost  thou  then  think,"  said  the  Primate,  eyeing 
him  steadily,  and  somewhat  sternly,  ''  that  if  Lord 
Grey's  conduct  should  have  alienated  the  affections^  of 
his  wife,  she  will,  as  a  matter  of  course,  bestow  her 
unoccupied  heart  on  thee — or  pardon  me — ^perhaps 
thou  hast  already  some  reason  to  suppose — " 

Lord  Thomas's  pallid  cheeks  and  brow  were  flushed 
with  crimson.     **  No,  my  Father,  no,"  he  eagerly  ex- 
claimed, **  you  do  her  cruel  wrong  by  such  suspicion. 
I  now  declare,  on  the  solemn  oath  of  a  dying  man, 
that  never,  either  by  look,  word,  or  sign,  during  her 
late  sojourn  amongst  her  friends,  hath  she  given  me 
the   slightest  reason   to  believe,   or    hope,   that  she 
regarded  me  with  more  of  kindness,  or  even  of  pity, 
than  when    she    broke  through    every    pledge,    and 
plighted  vow,  to  bestow  herself  on  him,  who — but  { 
will  not,  my  revered  friend,  offend  your  ears  by  giving 
utterance  to  all  which  rises  to  my  lips  on  that  subject, 
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when  I  think  on  that  man,  I  am  far,  indeed,  from  the 
disposition  of  mind  to  which  you  would  wish  to 
bring  me." 

The  Primate,  with  a  deep  sigh,  shook  his  head 
mournfully.  He  was  not  much  surprised  that  mere 
words  had  not  been  able  to  produce  a  conquest  over 
the  intemperance  of  youthful  passions;  but  he  had 
believed  to  draw  that  benefit,  at  least,  from  the 
*'  painful  uses  of  adversity ;"  and  when  every  hope 
on  this  side  the  grave  had  been  disappointed,  when 
every  vision  of  even  tranquillity  on  earth  had  been 
frustrated,  when  Lord  Thomas  was  not  only  resigned 
to  the  prospect  of  death,  but  even  wished  the  time 
expedited,  and  looked  anxiously  forwards  to  a  speedy 
release  from  his  sufferings,  both  of  body  and  mind ;  the 
good  Primate  had  hoped  that  those  circumstances 
alone  would  contribute  to  wean  him  from  earth-born 
passions,  and  turn  his  thoughts  to  a  more  placid  con<- 
templation  of  another  world.  He  grieved  to  jBnd  that 
affliction,  which  generally  produces  such  powerful 
effects  on  the  human  character,  had,  as  yet,  left  that 
of  his  young  friend  unchanged— love,  resentment, 
and  the  wish  for  vengeance,  still  agitated  his  mind 
with  the  same  force,  as  when  in  the  flush  of  youth, 
health,  and  hope,  he  had  believed  all  within  his 
gra«p. 
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Cromar'fii  powers  of  perauasioo,  although  freely 
ackDowledgedy  and  his  attempts  gratefully  received 
by  Lord  Thomas,  yet,  apparently,  they  produced  not 
the  least  effect. 

*^  I  would  not  speak  harshly,  or  reproach  thee,  my 
poor  ehild/'  he  said ;  **  thy  trials  have  been  manifold 
and  grievous ;  and  painful,  moat  painful  must  be  the 
retrospection.  I  ask  thee  but  for  her  sake,  as  well  as 
for  thine  own,  to  still  those  stormy  passions  of  love  and 
hatred;  to  remember,  that  whatever  be  thy  fate, 
whether  thy  life  is  to  be  prolonged  or  terminated, 
whether  thou  art  to  be  condemned  or  pardoned ;  (and 
whilst  there  is  a  possibility,  I  must  hope  to  be  the 
bearer  of  a  free  and  merciful  pardon ;)  but  in  whatever 
event,  still  Elinor  should  be  to  thee  as  nothing." 

'^  Alas  i"  replied  Lord  Thomas ;  **  I  am  sufficiently 
sensible  of  my  own  madness  and  folly,  and  it  avaib 
not  to  repeat  to  me  that  which  I  know  but  too  well 
already — you  mistake  much,  my  Father,  in  imagining 
that  I  do  not  struggle  to  banish  every  kind  of  retro- 
spection ;  even  here,"  he  added,  laying  his  hand  on 
the  harp  which  stood  beside  him ;  **  here  is  a  melan- 
choly luxury,  which  your  kindness  sought  to  procure 
for  me,  and  in  which  I  have  not  once  ventured  to 
indulge." 

**  And  why,    my  son  ?"   answered    the    Primate, 
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Weep  on— periiapsy  in  after  days, 

They^ll  learn  to  love  your  name, 
And  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise. 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 

On  qaitting  the  Prisoner,  the  Primate  proceeded  to 
Blinor's  apartments,  whom  he  found  in  a  passion  of 
tears — she  had  just  received  Lord  Thomas's  letter, 
which  he  had  contrived  to  send  to  her  without 
Cromar's  knowledge,  by  means  of  the  attendant  who 
daily  visited  him,  by  that  Prelate's  orders. 

The  perusal  of  this  letter  aroused  feelings  in  £linor's 
mind,  which  she  dared  not  examine  too  closely ;  the 
last  six  months  of  her  life  had  given  her  years  of 
experience,  and  an  appalling  insight  into  human 
character;  when  she  ventured  to  reflect  on  the  con- 
trast now  exhibited  between  that  of  Lord  Thomas,  and 
that  of  her  husband.     Of  the  faults  of  the  former  she 
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was  still  aware»  but  they  had  appeared  to  her  in  quite 
a  different  point  of  view  before  her  marriage  ;  whereas, 
those  of  Lord  Grey  were  then  to  her  invisible  ;  and  any 
one  who  had  ventured  to  tell  her  of  them,  would  have 
obtained  little  credit,  and  still  less  thanks  for  their 
information. 

Perhaps,  if  Lord  Grey  had  continued  to  treat  her 
with  the  same  passionate  adoration,  by  which  he  had 
originally  led  her  senses  captive,  she  might  for  a 
time  at  least  have  remained  in  her  bKndness ;  but  in 
letting  her  see  that  her  influence  over  his  mind  was 
gone,  he  completely  lost  his  own  power  over  hers,  and 
then,  according  to  a  sufficiently  common  kind  of 
injustice,  became  furiously  jealous  when  he  no  longer 
loved--^a  jealousy,  which  oertain^ly  in  the  begkming 
was  without  foundaiticm,  in  as  far  as  Lord  Thomas  was 
concerned--Tnow,  perhaps,  could  Lord  Grey  havB  read 
in  her  heart,  and  seen  the  bitter  «Bd  repentant  tears 
with  wtiich  she  bathed  his  riva:rs  letter,  he  m^t  have 
found  some  reasonable  cause  for  his  resentment. 

Elinor  had  )iot  sufficicRt  discre^n  to^eonpeal  her 
affliction,  and  ^  imraedfate  cause  from  the  iPHmate, 
who,  in  consequence,  felt  ^hisnnger  fiyr  ^e  first  tiiiie 
l^orougUy  aroused  against  Lord  T%omas,  «nd  his 
suspicions  a,imoBt  as  strongly  excited  as  were  4lioBe  of 
Lord  Grey.  Has  was,  however,  but  momentitty,  and 
(sded  «way  when  he  ^considered  the'  hopeless  <iirciim- 
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irtamces  ««der<irlueh  tke  imfortmiate  young  man  :w%a 
mew  flaced ;  and  when  iie  penned  libe  iffSA  and 
flOBiless  writing,    ke  was  moved    bodi  to  giief  and 

His  reproof,  ^n,  to  Elinor^  was  couched  in  gead^ 
terms  ^an  his  first  emotion  would  hare  dictated ;  bat 
she  was  not  dispesed  to  lisifcen  either  to  repooof  or  con- 
solation. 

**  Argue  not  witii  aue!"  die  eisclaimedj  **  I  will 
abide  no  longer  under  the  sane  roof  with  Lord  Grrey — 
I  will  seek  out  my  unhappy  ^mother,  wheresoever  die 
may  be ;  and  widow,  and  orphan,  as  we  are,  we  will 
roam  tke  world  togeliier,  indebted  to  the  cold  hand  of 
eharrty  for  OCR' support,  rather  than  remain  nnder  the 
dominion  of  one,  who  knows  so  little  how  to  Tahie  the 
fond  heait,  which  be  might  have  preserved  all  his 
own." 

**  Not  with  my  consent,  £linor,"  answered  the 
Primate,  **  shalt  tbou  ever  quit  the  protection  of  thy 
husband;  at  least,  not  whilst  thexe  e&ists  apossibiifty 
of  a^reconciliation  being  effected." 

**  Where  hearts  are  completdy  eatraaged,"  replied 
Slinor,  **'  no  leoonciliation  ean  e;v«r  take  place." 

l^is  was  nnanswerable ;  and  Csomar  fedii^  it  such, 
remained  silent — >£linor  oootinued. 

**  Urge  me  no  more  on  a  subject,  on  which  I  have 
no  power  to  act,  even  if  I  wove  so  inclined — but  I  am 
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not ;  my  feelings  are  embittered  past  all  recall — ^when 
the  ruffian  O 'Kelly  carried  me  away,  on  that  fatal 
day  which  terminated  the  life  of  my  unfortunate 
Father,  he  told  me  (for  his  own  amusement,  I  pre- 
sume), a  tale,  at  the  thoughts  of  which  my  blood  still 
freezes.  He  told  me,  that  Lord  Grey  had  received 
orders  to  arrest  the  five  brothers  of  my  Mother  and  of 
the  Earl  of  Kildare,  on  suspicion  of  treasonable  prac- 
tices in  concert  with  their  nephew.  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald ;  but  that  from  their  living  retired,  and 
unconnected  with  all  parties.  Lord  Grey  might  have 
found  some  difficulty  in  proceeding  against  them  in 
hostile  guise ;  therefore,  it  had  been  by  him  determined, 
to  invite  them  all  to  a  friendly  banquet,*  under  pretence 
of  the  better  arrangement  of  some  private  business 
relating  to  their  family,  of  which,  by  my  fatal  mar- 
riage he  has  now  become  a  member — and  frank,  and 
unsuspicious  as  you  know  my  poor  Uncles  to  be, 
little  used  to  statesmenlike  wiles,  he  could  easily 
betray,  and  have  them  all  carried  prisoners  to  Eng- 
land, there  to  be  accused,  and  brought  to  trial,  for 
deeds  never  by  them  committed,  or  even  thought  of; 
for  you  well  know  that  the  three  elder  at  least  always 
disapproved  of  my  unfortunate  Cousin  Thomas's 
proceedings,  and  that  the  two  younger  were  perfectly 
passive.'^ 

*  Leland. 
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**  And  why,  Elinor,"  said  the  Primate,  "  was  I 
not  sooner  informed  of  this  ?  But  I  trust  it  is  not  too 
late.  I  will  instantly  go  to  Lord  Grey ;  and  although  I 
am  here  destitute  of  power,  at  least  I  will  endeavour, 
if  he  is  insensible  to  higher  motives,  to  persuade  him 
that  such  a  step  would  be  most  disgraceful,  and  also 
most  detrimental  to  his  Government." 

"  Alas  I"  cried  Elinor,  **  I  fear  it  is  too  late— this 
is  the  night  appointed  for  the  banquet ;  and  my  unhappy 
Uncles  are  already  in  the  toils — if  you  can  pardon  me, 
I  never  can  forgive  myself  for  my  neglect  in  not  in- 
forming you  instantly — but,  in  truth,  I  gave  no  credit 
to  O' Kelly's  tale — practised  and  mischievous  liar  as 
he  is,  I  imagined  tliat  his  object  was  merely  to 
torment ;  and  I  flung  from  me  with  horror  the  idea 
that  my  husband  could  be  guilty  of  such  black 
ta*eachery — this  was  the  cause  of  my  silence — ^but  now 
I  learn  from  one  of  my  English  handmaidens,  that  this 
is  the  night  appointed  for  the  banquet ;  and  her  in- 
formation is,  I  fear,  too  true ;  at  least  she  believes  it 
herself,  and  told  me  of  the  plan  to  catch  the  Irish 
Rebels,  with  a  joy  and  triumph  which  she  appeared 
to  expect  that  I  ought  to  share." 

The  Primate  felt  more  of  grief  and  dismay  at  this 
relation,  than  he  expressed  to  Elinor ;  he  knew  him- 
self powerless  with  the  imperious  and  8el£-willed  Lord 
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Deputy,  wba,  he  alao  feaffcd,  had  but  too  sufficient 
authoiky  giren  to  him  for  hk  proeeeduigs;  and  it  waa 
also  quite  evideHt,  that,  howefver  the^  King  mi^t  foi^ 
merlj  have  been  disposed  to  tieat  the  Earl  of  SLildaEe 
with  leniAyy  the  late  transactions  in  Ireland  had  exasr 
perated  him  in  the  very  highest  degieet  against  iha 
whole  family  of  the  GeraUines^  and  alt  those  who  had 
adhered  to  them. 

Beside  the  horror  fidt  by  Cromae  at  tihis  most  eiuel 
treachery,  about  to  be  practbed  against  the  inofiensinre 
Wethers  of  the  Earl  of*  Kildare,  it  redoubksd  all  his 
appMbensions  for  the  failure  of  his  own  petition  to  the 
Throne,  for  m»ey  to  be  exlBttded  towards  ther  rash 
and  unlbrtunate  young  man,  who  had,  iar  so  great  a 
degveev  contributed  to  excite  that  fatal  .enmity,  now 
extended  tlnrough  him  to  the  whole  of  his  {iEmiily« 

The  object  of  Alan,  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  tO'Ciush 
the  power  of  the  Geraldines,,  if  not  to  exterminate 
the  race,  seemed  now  but  too  likely  to  be  completely 
accomplished,  although  it  had  n^  been  his  &te  lx>  itre 
to  behold  the  fulfilment  of  his  wishes. 

'^  And  what  avails,"  murmured  the  Primate,  aa>wiA 

hasty  steps  he    proceeded    towarda   Saint  Pateiek's 

Hall,  in  the  Gastle  of  Dublin,  whemthe  fatat  baaKfuet 

was   to  be  held ;  what  avails  my  interference  ?     Lord 

Grey  is  a  hard  man^  and  even  &r  .his  bitter  feelings 
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towards  these  twa  poor  impriidiBii^  GhUd^Hi  will  he 
wroak  more  cni«l  yeiig.eance  oa  theic  unoffending 
relatives/' 

The  good  Primate  was  in  the  right.  Lord  Grey 
was  not  a.  man  to  be  mo^ad,,  either  by  feelings  of 
compassioi^  car  by  any  human  eloquence;  however 
eAs^  it  wasi  to  aggravate  hi»  naturally  severe  and 
unrelenting  disposition^  by  private  resentment,:  and  tiie 
fiury  of  jealousy^ 

Acting  under  the.  immediate  impression  of  those 
feelings,  he  sent  a»  sudden,  summons^  for  Elinor  to 
attend,  the  banquet. 

Terrified,  beyond  measure,  she  yet  daied  not  to 
refuse,  lest,  in  his  irritation  at  her  oppoiution  to  his, 
will«  he  might,,  in  some  manner,  although,  she  knew 
not  hoWf.  maka  her  devoted  kinsmen  bear  the  punish^ 
ment  of  her  resistance. 

She;  stood  then  trembling,  and  unable  to.  speak, 
whilst  hec  handmaidens  decorated  her  brow,  her  throat, 
and  arms,  with  circlets  of  diamonds;,  andonee*  when 
by  an  involuntaxy  movement  she  attempted  to  put 
aside  the  ornaments^,  her  attendanta  reminded  her,,  that 
she  was  now  ta  appear  for  the.  first  time,  to  the 
assembled  nobUity,.in  her  character  of  Yice-^Quei^* 

**  Tribe,"  she  murmured  softly^  *'  9.  scion  of  the. 
Houses  of  Desmond  and  Kildaxe ;,  and,,  above  all,,  a 
danghter  of  the  Countess  of  Desmond,,  must  not  dis« 
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grace  the  lofty  race  from  whence  she  springs.  Elinor* 
will  be  herself  once  more — even,  idthough  but  for 
an  hour-— my  Uncles  shall  see  that  I  am  still  a 
Geraldine/' 

With  unwonted  animation  she  moved  to  faer  mirror ; 
and  gazing  on  the  fair  face  reflected  therein ,  with  a- 
slight  reviving  feeling  of  womanly  vanity,  lent  her  owir 
willing  aid  to  its  adornment — and  as  she  placed  a 
gorgeous  coronet  on  her  bright  hair,  tressed  and  braided 
with  jeweby  she  sighed  deeply  at  the  conscious  feeling, 
that  of  the  crowd  assembled  in  the  Banquet  Hall, 
there  was  not  one  individual  who  would  not  behold 
their  beautiful  Vice-Queen  with  more  of  admiration, 
than  him,  her  legal  Lord  and  Master. 

The  strong  emotions  by  which  she  was  now  imitated 
had  lent «  lustre  to  her  eye,  and  a  deep  flush  to  her 
cheek,  to  which  they  had  been  long  strangers;  and 
Elinor  looked  once  again  as  beautiful^  and  as  brilliant, 
as  when  she  had  first  captivated  the  heart  of  the  fickle 
and  capricious  Deputy. 

Her  attendant  maidens  gazed  in  surprise  and  admi- 
ration on  her,  generally  ''so  faint  and  spiritless,'^ 
now,  suddenly  arousing,  and  that  without,  to  them, 
any  apparent  motive;  and  she  herself  breathed  a 
secret  prayer,  that  her  resolution  might  hold  during 
the  scene  which  awaited  her.  On  her  own  account, 
too,    she    regretted    the    departure    of  the    friendly 


ROMANCE  IN  IRELAND.  163 

Primate,  ere  the  dreaded  summons  had  arriyed ;  for 
she  felt  that  his  presence  might  have,  in  some  degree, 
contributed  to  support  her;  and  of  his  being  able  to 
take  any  step  in  favour  of  the  pre-doomed  Gerald ines 
she  totally  despaired. 

Nor  had  the  Primate  himself  any  better  hopes. 
Knowing  that  it  was  in  vain  to  remonstrate  with 
Lord  Grey,  he  had  gone  from  Elinor's  apartments 
to  those  of  Sir  Edmund  Butler,  hoping,  that,  as  a 
strong  partizan  of  the  Crown,  and  a  known  enemy  of 
the  Geraldines,  the  interference  of  this  high  spirited 
Knight  might  have  more  weight  than  the  expos- 
tulations of  a  feeble  old  man,  their  private  friend. 

As  he  expected,  he  found  the  honest  Sir  Edmund 
highly  indignant  at  this  purpo|(ed  treachery;  of  the 
truth  of  which,  in  fact,  the  Primate  found  some  little 
difficulty  in  persuading  him. 

'*  Impossible  !'^  he  exclaimed ;  ''  some  wicked 
scoffer  must  have  purposely  misled  your  Grace.  Lord 
Grey  is  a  soldier,  and  a  Knight,  trained  to  arms  from 
his  youth ;  he  cannot  have  lent  himself  to  such  an 
atrocious  plot." 

"  You  forget,  Sir  Edmund,"  returned  Cromar, 
<'  that  Lord  Grey  is  also  a  Statesman;  and  that, 
according  to  the  creed  of  politicians,  nothing  is  con- 
sidered as  atrocious,  which  may,  possibly,  be  of 
advantage  to  the  Government;  therefore,  it  behoves 
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118  not  to  talk  to  kim  of  tke  noralitj  of  the  aefthm, 
bvt  to  endearovr  to  shew  to  hin  the  simple  &ct»  that 
those  Aye  brotheis  of  the  Earl  of  Ktldare  nei^r  hsfse^ 
nor  ever  would  be  likely  to  intetfoe  in  any  sBck 
matters;  and  certainly,  now  Ie8»  than  e!cer^  os 
beholding  the  ill  success  of  thmr  nnfortanate  nephew, 
and  whiUt  their  brotiier  is  actually  im  a  prisoB,  sliB 
in  peril  of  his-  life." 

**  That  which  respects  their  own  condnct  wiii  uwsak 
them  b«t  little/'  said  Sir  Edmund,  musing;:  ^^  I  have 
had  some  conyersation  with  the  late  Archbishop  of 
Dublin,  which  proved  to  me  but  too  well,  that  the 
guilt  or  innocence  of  a  Geraldine  is  of  no  account. 
He  had  determkied  to  lay  their  proud  headv  k>w ;  and 
now,  even  after  his  deadi,  the  woi^.  proceeds.  I 
have  been. myself  an  open  and  avowed  enemy;  and, 
in  the  spirit  of  rival  Clanship,  many  a  sword  hath 
been  drawn  on  either  side,  and  much  blood  shed ;  but 
not  thus — I  would  not  have  it  thus, — ^nadiless^  I  feaf 
me,  we  must  fain  allow  LcH^d  Grey  to  have  his  way 
here ;  our  influence  may  tell  more  on  the  odier  side  of 
the  channel — although,  even  that  is  bat  uncertain; 
however,  my  brother  Onnood  resides  in  London  ;  and 
if  a  Court  hath  not  corrupted  him,  he  was  once  a  man 
who  would  take  a  generous  part  even  towards  an 
enemy.  His  Majesty,"  he  added,  **  should  beware  of 
undue,  and  undeserved  severity — such  treatment  may 
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shake  even  the   finaest  allegiance,   not  only  in  the 

victims  o£  such  severity,  but  in  those  who  are  spec- 

tators  at  the  time  bejJig;   sinc«k  they  know  not  how 

soon  their  own  turn  may  come.*    For  myself,   and 

family,  who  have  always, ,  hitherto,  adhered  with  the 

most  scrupulous  fidelity  to  the  Crown  of  England,  I 

confess,  we  have  never  met  with  any  thing  but  favour 

from  being  considered  as  staunch  partizans ;   but  how 

is.it  possible  to  behold  the  unfortunate  natives  of  the 

Coantry  in  which   I  reside,    and  am,    as  it   were, 

naturalized  from  being  bom  therein ;  how  is  it  possible, 

I  say,  to  see  the  wretched  natives  trampled  under 

foot ;  and  those,  who  dare  to  stand  forward  in  their 

favour,   made  the  victims  of  their  patriotism.    Is  it 

not.  enough  ta  drive  a  loyal    man  into    downright 

rebellion  ?'* 
"  No,"  replied  the  Primate;  *'  it  would  be  a  more 

fitting  and  likely  mode  to  succeed,  if  die  Nobles  of 
the  land,^  forgetting  private  feuds,  were  to  unite,  heart 
and  hajad,  in  endeavouring  to  obtain  rights  for  the  op- 
pressed people,  and  a  repeal  of  those  cruel  and  debasing 
laws,  under  the  dominion  of  which  they  can  scarcely 
ever  become  any  other  than  wild  and  untamed  savages. 
What  need  of  flying  to  arms  upon  every  occasion,  as 

*  Sir  IkbBond  Buder  was,  some  time  after  that  period,  him- 
ae(f  th^  leader  of  an  iasorrectionavy  Army. 
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if  there  were  no  other  mode  of  entering  into  a  treaty? 
If    Ireland    were    fairly    and   justly    governed    by 
England,  such  Goyemment  would  be  infinitely  more 
likely  to  afford  her  peace  and  prosperity,  than  if  she 
were  once    again  under   the  dominion    of  her  own 
Chieftains,  and  split  into  twenty  different  Kingdoms, 
and,  consequently,  as    many  factions:  but  under  the 
laws  by  which  it  is  the  English  policy  to  rule,  it  is 
not  surprising  that  the   evil    of  faction  is  even  still 
more  diffused ;  and  to  expect  loyalty  and  submission, 
during  such  a  state  of  things,  is  in  vain — unless  they 
mean    to    exterminate    the    natives    altogether;  but 
whilst  any  live,  they  vnll  still   resist,  and    still  find 
martial  spirits  to  lead  them.     I  would  it  were  not  so; 
more  might  be  done  by  steady  and  peaceful  expostula- 
tions, than  by  blows  and  \>lood." 

"  My  Lord,"  replied  Sir  Edmund,  "  it  is  you 
who  would  make  it  necessary  to  exterminate  all  of 
Irish  race,  by  desiring  them  to  abstain  from  blows 
and  blood;  they  have  no  other  language;  you  may 
as  well  desire  the  wolf  not  to  slay  the  lamb,  as 
warriors  not  to  follow^  their  vocation.  Your  Grace 
must  pardon  me,  but  such  advice  could  only  come 
from  a  Churchman." 

The  Primate,  smiling  gently,  replied,  ^'  Yes;  and 
from  a  very  old  one  too;  but  even  allowing  that  my 
age  and  profession  render  me  somewhat  less  warlike 
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than  many  of  my  friends,  yet  if  my  advice  were  coolly 
taken  into  consideration ,  they  might  find  following 
it  rather  good  policy;  although,  I  do  not  flatter 
myself  with  any  expectation  of  the  kind.  For  a  little 
while,  indeed,'^  he  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  they  must 
yield  to  my  Council  per  force,  from  haying  no  longer 
the  means  of  resistance.  In  this  last  struggle,  many 
a  proud  head  hath  been  laid  low,  and  the  heart  of 
many  a  gallant  warrior  has  ceased  to  beat." 

"  Yet  your  Grace  may  rest  assured,"  returned 
Sir  Edmund,  **  that,  ere  long,  there  will  be  a  fresh 
supply  of  hands  and  hearts ;  aye,  and  leading  heads 
too^-or,  I  am  very  much  mistaken." 

*'  I  doubt  it  not,"  answered  the  Primate;  "  but 
thie  hour  of  the  Banquet  approaches;  our  presence  is 
there  required,  although,  I  grieve  to  think,  how 
useless  it  will  be  to  prevent  the  intended  violence." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Fill  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board ! 

Summoii  the  gay,  the  noble,  and  the  fair  I 
Throngh  the  load  hall,  in  joyous  concert  pour'd, 

Let  Mirth  and  Mnstc  soond  the  dirge  of  Care ! 
Bat  ask  not  thoa  if  Rappineas  be  there ; 

If  the  load  laagh  disgobe  Conndnoo's  tiano^^ 
Or  if  the  brow  the  hearts  tme  U?ec]f  wear ; 

lift  not  the  festal  Mask ! — enough  to  know, 
No  scene  of  mortal  life,  bat  teems  with  mortal  woe. 

The  magnificent  Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Dublin,  long 
since  designated  as  the  Hall  of  Saint  Patrick,  was 
lighted  up  with  the  most  dazzling  splendor.  A  long 
table  extended  from  the  upper,  almost  to  the  lower 
end,  on  which  a  sumptuous  Banquet,  served  in  massive 
gold  plate,  was  displayed,  and  comprising  every  most 
rare  and  costly  delicacy,  produced  by  any  known 
portion  of  the  globe,  seemed  like  a  mockery  of  the 
relentless  famine  which  at  that  moment  desolated  the 
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whole  lafaniid^  %a^  to  wkich  aloii^  the  proud  Y  icesoy 
owed  his  success  oyer  the  stcieken  people. 

A^  the  head  of  the  table  wa»  placed  the  Vice  regal 
Throne,  under  a.  Canopy  of  erimsoB^  and  gold ;  but 
the  Primate,  slowly  and  sadly  moving  towards  the 
place  aUotted  to  him  on  the  right  hand,  saw  not  by 
whom  it  was  occupied,  until  he  had  reached  the  spot-^ 
when  raising  his  eyes,  he  r^nained  in  mute  surprise 
Q»  beholding  Etinor— not  a»  he  had  left  her  a  few 
hours  before,  pale  and  weeping,  but  in  a  blaze  of 
beauty,  to  dim  even  the  jewels  with  which  she  was 
so  profusely  adcMrned.  A  murmur  of  admiration 
scarcely  suppressed,  rao  through  the  crowd,  w1m» 
distinguished  not  the  beetle  md  excited  flush  on  her 
cheek  from  the  glow  of  health;  nor  the  false  wild 
lustre  beaming  in  her  eye,  from  its  native  bril- 
liancy. 

Beside  her  sat  the  Lord  Deputy,,  graceful  and 
gracious,  and  vainly  endeavouring;,,  by  display  and 
profession,  to  impose  on  those  who  had  known  him 
long  enough  to  set  the  true  value  on  his  lip  deep 
pcdlteness.  To  Elinor  he  turned  not,,  save  to  cast  a 
furtive  glance,  sufficient  to  inform  him,  that  her  looks 
sur|ia99ed  his  utmost  expectations ;  and,  for  her  heart 
— ^he  hoped  to  gratify  his  vengeance,  by  wounding 
that  still  deeper  before  they  parted.  But  his  principal 
attention,  and  most  gracious  smiles,  were  bestowed  on 
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the  five  devoted  Geraldines,  who  were  seated  at  the 
table  on  the  opposite  side  from  the  Primate ;  whose 
whole  attention  was  likewise  directed  to  them,  so  soon 
as  he  had  recovered  from  his  first  surprise  on  beholding 
the  unfortunate  Elinor,  placed  there  to  act  so  strange 
a  party  in  mockery,  as  it  were,  of  her  manifold 
afflictions. 

The  five  Brothers  of  the  Earl  of  Kildare  were  men 
in  the  full  vigour  of  life,  of  stately  presence,  and  simple 
manners ;  their  countenances  displayed  that  hereditary 
beauty,  and  dignified  expression,  which  has  ever 
belonged  to  their  race ;  and  their  lofty  carriage  and 
commanding  height  distinguished  them  at  once  from 
the  crowd ;  and  to  any,  who  had  ever  beheld  the 
Countess  of  Desmond,  and  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald, 
pointed  out  their  affinity  by  blood,  beyond  the  possi- 
bility of  doubt  or  mistake. 

Having  lived  always  in  retirement,  away  from  the 
hurry  of  public  business,  or  the  insincerity  and  intrigues 
of  a  Court,  their  minds  were  as  unsophisticated  as  their 
manners  were  unpresuming;  marked  only  by  that 
urbanity  and  benevolence,  so  peculiar  to  the  Irish, 
of  almost  every  class,  and  which  rises  so  far  superior 
to  the  artificial  politeness  acquired  by  an  intercourse 
with  that  world — ^which,  in  polishing  the  outward 
form,  mostly  ends  in  debasing  and  corrupting  the 
heart. 
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As  the  Primate  gazed  on  these  gallant  brethren,  sa 
unconscious  of  wrong  in  themselves,  or  of  evil  design 
in  others,  with  mingled  compassion,  and  admiration, 
he  observed^  with  concern,  since  it  might  afford  a 
ground  of  complaint  against  them,  that,  contrary  to  a 
late  ordinance,  their  costume  was  Iri$h-^-&  clear  method 
of  pointing  out,  that,  although  they  had,  in  word,  and 
in  d^ed,  always  abstained  from  joining  with  any  party, 
yet  that  their  feelings  were  decidedly  national. 

'^  Mark  you  their  dress,''  whispered  Sir  Edmund, 
to  the  Primate ;  '^  any  attempts  of  ours,  in  their 
favour,  I  doubt  must  be  vain,  when  they  have  com- 
mitted themselves  in  such  a  manner,  by  attending  a 
Vice-regal  Banquet,  thus  clad  in  absolute  defiance  of 
an  Act  of  Parliament." 

Cromar  made  no  immediate  reply ;  but  he  feared 
there  was  but  too  much  of  justice  in  the  remark. 

''  The  earliest  annals  of  Ireland,"  said  Lord  Grey, 
continuing  a  conversation  with  the  elder  of  the 
brothers,  ^'  afford  not,  I  believe,  an  instance  of  the 
whole  of  the  Island  being  at  peace  even  for  a  single 
year ;  if  then,  we  can  maintain,  for  twelve  months, 
the  tranquillity  which  His  Majesty's  Armies  have  so 
happily  succeeded  in  accomplishing,  we  may  boast  of 
having  established  an  order  of  things,  which  the 
country  never  enjoyed  under  her  own  native  rulers." 

''  Perhaps,"    returned  Lord  Stephen  Fitzthomas, 
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in  reply,  '*  if  your  ExeeUeney  would  take  the  trouble 
of  esamiiftkig^tha  ArchWeft  of  Ireland,  yon  ttif^  find 
an  aooonnt  of  times  when  she  Ims  been  peaceably  and 
quietly  governed — even  withonl  goingp^  foe  Mifik  het 
aa  tax  badk  as  tke  days  of  OUam  Fodlak.^ 

^*  I  do  not  preland/'  answered  Lord  Grey,  with  a 
graeioua  sntte,  **  to  aiich  kttrnad  reaearcbea;  I  spoke 
merely  <rf  times  of  whidi  we  may  be  aoqipoeed  to  ham 
had  some  aceurate  infiormatiea  ;  I  mean^  sinoe  the 
conquest  of  this  Island  by  King  Henry  the  SeBond." 

**  Then,  I  freely  adfluk  yout  assertion,'^  said  Loid 
Stephen,  **  and  agree,  that  the  country  has  certainlgF 
Beyer  seen  any  peaceful  days  sinee  the  period  to  whidt 
y«ur  Excellemey  aUodesJ' 

*'  But,  my  Lord  Stephen/'  replied  the  Deputy, 
*<  there  is  that,  at  this  moment,  in  youir  Lordship's  tone 
and  maoner,  which  would  seem  to  indicate  regret 
at  sueh  conquest  having  been  aceomplished;  yet,  if 
I  mistake  not,  it  was  then  your  progenitors  firsts  set 
loot  on  this  land,  wheie  they  have  taken  root  so 
firmly,  and  extended  branchea  almost  to  Qver^sbadofw 
the  whole." 

'<  Our  Ancestors,"  said  Lord  Maurice  Eitatbunas, 
now  taking  part  in  the  conversation,  ^<  came  not 
as  invaders,  but  were  invited  over  aa  aUiea^  to  tbs 
ftBUfitanc^  of  one  of  the  reigning/  MonardM  of  the 
time:;  Ihe  lands,  and  terrlloiies^  then  assigned  to  them, 


weregmn  iiv  reoompMice  for  good  service  doae;  and 

if,  since  fhst  period,  w^haTS.  spread  ever  the  land,,  audi 

hold  large  possessions,  it  i»  by  tlie  ciglit  of  naturedif^ 

zation ;  we  are  now  Irish  by  birtki,  as  well  a»^  by 

habits  and  maooers;  we  look  ob  it  as  onr  native  soil, 

and  a»  sueh  will'  ever  abide  by  it/' 

**  Noble  Geraldtne,  I  i^ee  widi  you  most   peT«« 

feetly,^  ssad  S^ir   Edmund   Butler;   **  for>  altbougfa 

oftentimes  engaged  with  your  Clan  in  the  deadly  fewfo 

of  rivalship,  yet  the  Butlers  have  tenure  of  their  hud 

by  the  same  right  of  naturalization;  thus,.  notmithM 

standing  that  I  consider  myself  as  a  good  and  loyal 

subject  of  the  King  of  England,  yet  do  I  also  glery 

iff  tJiie  name  of  Irishniani;  such  I  was  born,  and  mak 

will  I  remain,  by  the  blessing  of  God;  nor  do  I  hold 

sueh  name*  ineompatible  with    every   reverence  and 

obedience  to  the  English  laws  and  statutes.'^ 

*^  The  noble  Lords,  here  in  presence,'^  said  Locd 

6<fey,.  something   like  a  sneer  curling  on  his  hand* 

some  lip  ;    *'  I  fancy,  consider  respect  to  an  English 

Act  of  Parliament  incompatible    with    their   fealty 

to.  this  their  adopted  land^  since  they  do  not  appear 

to  thmJk    the  semblance    of   compliance    necessary,, 

even  when  confronting  the  Deputy  of    their  Sove- 
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Posuyy,"  rejoined  the  Primate,  dreadiagi,  from 
expression    which    passed  across    the   brow  of 
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Lord  Maurice,  that  an  impatient  answer  was  rising 
to  his  lip;  ''  possibly,  the  noble  Geraldines  may 
have  considered,  that  such  Act,  forbidding  the  use 
of  the  Irish  habiliment,  was  only  passed  as  a  means 
for  securing  the  more  peaceable  demeanour  of  the 
people,  and  preventing  quarrels,  which  oftentimes 
arise  from  the  display  of  party  badges  and  colours ; 
but  it  was  not  an  unnatural  conclusion  to  suppose, 
that  such  prohibition  referred  not  to  the  Chiefs  and 
Nobles  of  the  land,  whose  conduct  could  scarcely 
be  influenced  by  the  colour  or  length  of  a  mantle,  the 
form  of  a  broach,  or  the  arrangement  of  the  hair/' 

Lord  Grey  cast  no  very  friendly  glance  on  the 
reverend  Prelate  for  this  interference,  which  seemed 
to  make  light  of,  and  to  throw  into  the  back  ground 
a  cause  for  quarrel,  which  he  had  looked  on  as  ready 
arranged  for  his  use;  but  poor  Elinor  silently  looked 
her  gratitude;  and  a  blessing  on  the  good  Cromar, 
although  inaudible,  swelled  her  heart,  and  filled  her 
eyes  with  tears. 

Sir  Edmund,  wishing  to  turn  the  course  of  the 
conversation,  now  addressed  himself  to  Elinor;  and, 
in.  the  over-strained  language  of  gallantry,  which  the 
manners  of  the  times  sanctioned,  poured  into  her 
almost  unconscious  ear  a  portion  of  flattery,  quite 
sufficient  to  supply  an  infinitely  vainer  person  for  a 
year  at  least. 
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At  any  other  time  she  could  have  smiled  at  his 
extravagance,  and  also  have  given  him  credit  for 
the  motive  by  which  it  was  dictated ;  but  the  gathering 
storm  on  the  br6w  of  Lord  Grey,  with  the  indications 
of  which  she  was  but  too  well  acquainted,  would, 
at  that  moment,  have  rendered  her  deaf  to  the  voice 
of  an  Angel. 

Lord  Stephen,  who  appeared,  even  more  than  his 
brothers,  to  wish  to  avoid  any  angry  disputation, 
also  addressed  himself  to  her;  and  by  those  affection* 
ate  compliments,  which  their  near  affinity  might 
render  pleasing,  and  of  which  his  manner  and  counte- 
nance evinced  the  sincerity;  and  by  an  interchange 
of  civilities  with  the  Ladies  in  waiting,  lent  his  aid 
to  Sir  Edmund's  efforts  to  dispel  the  portentous  gloom. 

**  My  fair  niece,"  said  Lord  Maurice,  once  more 
coming  forward  to  join  in  the  conversation,  and  offering 
her  a  crystal  goblet  filled  with  wine,  **  will  not  refuse 
to  pledge  us,  in  drinking  peace  and  prosperity  to  our 
country,  in  the  form  of  patience  and  submission  from 
the  conquered,  and  forbearance  from  the  con^ 
querors.'' 

As  Elinor  received  the  cup  from  his  hand,  and 
bowed  her  head  over  it.  Lord  Grey  said — "  the  Lady 
Grey  may  pledge  you,  my  Lord,  in  the  former  part, 
^  patience  and  submission  from  those  who  have  no 
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means  of  resbtenee ;'  iMt,  for  f orbflAnmcey  it  btkmm 
not  vs  to  waste  snch  on  traitora.^ 

The  untasted  goblet  fell  Irom  Ebior's  hand^  and 
the  brothers  simultaneously  started  ftom  their  nwntii. 
After  the  pause  of  a  few  moments.  Lord  Stl^hra 
said: 

**  My  Lord  Deputy,  my  brothers,  asd  myself 
by  coming  here,  in  compliance  wiHi  your  JSxcelleacy'B 
especial  inritatioo,  have  demonstrated  a  wkh  :to  eon* 
form  peaceably  to  the  forms  piescribed  by  4iie  Rnglish 
Oo^emmevt.  No  man  was  ever  more  daodeced  than 
the  Earl  of  Klldare,  in  liaving  his  loyalfy  and  alia* 
giance  impeached ;  and,  for  either  the  faults  or  bu»- 
fortunes  of  our  poOr  misgnidad  N«phew,  Lord  Thomas 
Fitzgerald,  we,  his  fetnsmen,  are  not  nsaponslble* 
Se  was  deceived  and  misled,  and  .0ew  to  airms,  when 
other  means,  perhiqps,  might  have  been  mora  likely 
to  effiect  whatever  object  he  had  in  view ;  but  what 
that  object  {precisely  was,  I  know  not,  snioe  neither 
myself,  ncHr  my  brothers,  bave  had  sany  conumtnica- 
tion  wHh  him,  personally,  or  etiierwise,  siafie  that 
fatal  day,  when  he  so  rashly  threw  up  the  S^iviQid  of 
State." 

**  Men  may  be  patriots,"  said  the  Bnmate,  hastily 
taking  up  the  word,  before  either  Lord  'Gney,  or 
Lord  Maurice,  {f<^  he  dreaded  the  violence  of  the 
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fdrmeTy  vad  the  wamth  of  tk^  latter,)—^'  Tbey  may 
love  their  couatry,  aod  seek  her  wefttee,  without 
being,  necessarily y  traitors  to  the  King,  or  even  to  the 
C^overoment,  in  demanding  alterations  which  they 
believe  <ld  be  salutary.  Of  the  causes  which  led 
CiOsd  Thomas  to  seek  redress,  with  arms  in  his  hands, 
your  'Excellency  is  well  aware.  This  conduct,  hi^ 
fiends  do  not  endeayour  to  justify ;  they  only  soli- 
oit  a  pardon^^TT-a  pardon,  which  I  trust  his  Majesty 
^ii  Dn  ^ue  consideration  grantr-'^iich  leniency 
becoming  a  guamntee  for  my  young  friend's  fttuve 
peaceable 4eiBeanQar-~«ttpp€Hsing  he  were  to  live;  bat 
who,"  he  added,  with  much  ^mption,  ^  that  could 
behold  him  now,* the  victim  of  his  erroneous  enthu- 
siosm,  would  not  feel  raoved  to  compassionate  such 
eivors  arising  from  warmth  «f  heart,  and  that  im- 
prudence  mo  natural  to  the  £rst  spring- tide  of  youth  ! 
— ^bat  even  now  in  that  early  prime,  the  royal 
pardon  cannot  avail  to  prolong  his  days.  All  that 
we  bis  friends  d«nand,  is  that  the  lofty  head  of 
a'6eraldine  may  not  be  bowed  on  4he  scaffold ;  and, 
in  gratitude  for  that  favour,  I  bold  mysdf  as  a  surety, 
end  w^Iingly  pledge  my  head  icv  ^he  allegiance  of 
diQse'Of  tbat  noble  family  here  present.^' 

**  We  stake  your  pledge,    **  cried  Lord  ^Stejifhen, 
witii  uraob  animalaion,  "  and  not  by  any  one  of  us 
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now  here  present,  shall  that  'so  reverend  head  ever 
be  endangered/' 

"  You  forget,  my  Lord/'  said  the  Deputy, 
fiercely,  **  that  my  acceptance  of  this  pledge,  in 
his  Majesty's  name,  would  also  be  necessary;  and 
I  hold  not  the  head  of  the  venerable  Primate,  in 
however  short  space  of  time  it  might  be  forfeited,  as 
a  guarantee  sufficient  to  make  amends  to  the  King, 
for  suffering  five  able-bodied  traitors  to  go  at  large. 
Halloo  !  there — guards,  do  your  duty — ere  morning 
dawns,  these  valiant  Lords  must  be  on  the  high  seas, 
on  their  way  to  answer  to  their  legitimate  Sovereign, 
for  treason — thought  and  said,  although  perhaps  not 
as  yet  acted." 

The  guards,  who  had  been  previously  instructed, 
instantly  surrounded  the  brothers,  who  were,  how* 
ever,  far  from  being  inclined  to  surrender  their  liberty 
without  resistance ;  nor  was  it  an  easy  task  even 
for  superior  numbers,  to  master  men  so  powerful  and 
active ; — a  terrific  struggle  ensued  !  whilst  Elinor, 
with  frantic  cries,  clung  to  the  Primate,  imploring 
him  to  save  her  kinsmen. 

In  vain  the  venerable  Prelate  threw  himself  amongst 
the  armed  combatants,  calling  on  them  to  forbe^, 
in  the  name  of  the  living  God  !  Lord  Grey  furiously 
cheered  on  his  soldiers;  and  the  holy  man  was  un-> 
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heeded,  excepting  only  that  hoth  parties  endeavoured 
to  avoid  striking  him  with  their  weapons;  but  his 
silver  hair — his  vestments — ^were  dyed  with  the  blood 
of  others,  if  not  with  his  own ;  and  Elinor,  maddened 
at  the  sight,  was  only  restrained  by  the  superior 
strength  of  Sir  Edmund  Butler,  from  throwing  herself 
on  those  same  weapons,  which  appeared  to  her  eyes 
to  be  bathed  in  the  blood  of  her  only  remaining 
friend. 

But,  excepting  the  aged  and  feeble  Cromar,  not 
one  of  all  the  numbers  there  assembled,  stood  forward 
in  defence  of  the  noble  and  unfortunate  Geraldines. 
Sir  Edmund  Butler,  although  highly  indignant  at 
the  whole  transaction,  was  yet  sufficiently  in  his 
senses  to  see  that  all  interference  at  that  moment 
was  in  vain  against  a  treachery  premeditated  and 
arranged. 

Indeed,  the  previous  altercation  seemed  to  have 
been  an  unnecessary  ceremony  ;  although  it  was  easy, 
with  such  high  and  fiery  spirits,  to  raise  a  cause  for 
quarrel,  yet,  whether  or  not,  once  they  were  there, 
on  the  faith  of  a  friendly  invitation,  confiding  and 
unguarded,  it  needed  not  even  the  semblance  of  a 
dispute,  where  the  Lprd  Deputy  had  the  law  in  his 
own  hands,  and  all  were  ready  to  obey  his  orders. 

The    brothers    Ivere    at    lengh   overpowered.      In 
addition  to  the  battle-axe  guards,  who  had  at  first 
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aeixed  on  them,  the  Hall  was  now  filled  with  sol- 
diersy  armed  and  accoutered,  ready  to  march  with 
their  captives  to  the  river,  where  a  sloop  lay  in  readi-r 
ness'  to  convey  them  to  England;  there  to  be  pat 
on  their  trial,  for  crimes  and  misdemeanours  of  which 
they  were  perfectly  unconscious— far  from  all  who 
could  have  appeared  as  witnesses  in  their  behalf, 
and  at  the  mercy  of  a  law,  of  which,  as  strangers, 
they  were  ignorant  of  either  the  extent  or  the  pre^ 
rogative. 

**  Yon  may  remove  your  Lady,"  said  Lord  Grey, 
addressing  himself  to  Elinor's  attendants;  **  she 
seems,  at  present,  unconscious  of  what  has  passed-^ 
but  she  will  recover  to  meditate,  at  her  leisure,  on 
the  way  in  which  justice  is  administered  to  her  kins- 


men"— 


« 


The  feast  was  over,  the  guests  dispersed ;  and  the 
Primate,  exhausted  by  his  late  fruitless  exertions,  had 
retired  to  his  own  apartments. 

'''How  can  I,"  he  exclaimed,  "  blame  my  poor 
unhappy  Elinor,  if  she  hate  this  barbarous  tyrant 
with  all  the  powers  of  her  soul^  and  mourn  with 
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team  of  blood  the  untimely  late  of  him,  whom  in 
lier  fatal  and  blind  infatuation  she  cast  from  her, 
like  worthless  dross — My  beloved  child  ! — ^my  adop- 
ted son ! — ^to  thee  no  mercy  will  be  extended  !-^for 
thee,  devoted  as  thou  art,  it  is  in  vain  to  plead ! — ^is 
not  this  fearful  treachery  towards  thy  kinsmen,  the 
forerunner  of  thy  doom? — If  this  hath  been  done 
by  authority^  then  indeed  there  is  no  hope  for  thee ; 
or,  if  Lord  Grey  has  dared^  unbidden,  to  stretch  his 
prerogative  as  Viceroy  to  such  extent — ^how  can  I 
expect  that  he  will  await  the  return  of  my  Envoy 
from  the  English  Court  ? — ^if  he  has  indeed  so  dared, 
on  him  let  the  disgrace  of  his  barbarity  rest ;  if  other- 
wise, on  me  be  the  punishment  of  the  violated  laws, 
I  will  no  longer  act  under  his  rule — ^thy  bonds,  my 
son,  shall  be  broken,  if  there  be  human  means — and 
be  my  life  the  penalty  if  I  fail — ^thee,  at  least,  I  can- 
ncyi  injure  by  any  attempt,  however  unsuccessful; — 
but  whom  can  I  trust  ?  or,  who  would  be  willing 
to  share  such  danger  ?  Alas !  those  who  might  have 
acted  in  concert  with  me,  are  far,  far  distant  I— these 
feeble  hands  must  essay  all — and  may  God  grant  me 
powers  equal  to  my  zeal  1'' 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  qneDo  annnncio  entro  la  Geloda, 
Fredda  come  aspe,  ed  abbraccio  costni. 

At  an  early  hour,  on  the  ensuing  morning,  O' Kelly 
presented  himself  at  the  door  of  the  Lord  Deputy's 
dressing  room,  and  demanded  admission  on  business 
of  importance. 

"  Whence  comest  thou ?"  said  Lord  Grey ;  "of 
what  new  destruction  art  thou  the  herald  ?  Have  I 
yet  more  foes  on  whom  to  wreak  my  vengeance,  or 
is  all  ready  to  be  accomplished  V 

**  Ready  enough,  though  not  done/'  returned 
O'Kelly ;  **  but  myself 's  the  boy  that  has  tracked  the 
ould  Lion  to  his  den,  an  I'm  cum  back  for  a  little 
help;  not  that  I  was  much  daunted  by  him  either, 
for  his  claws  are  blunted,  an  the  teeth  of  him  drawn. 
But  I  was  jist  put  out  o'  my  way  a  little  bit,"  he 
added  y  scratching  his  head — an  Irish  method  of  reveal- 
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ing  a  feeling  of  embarrassment-^whicli  the  relator  i& 
unwilling  to  clothe  in  language ;  '^  an  beside,  Fm 
'feared,  that  ould  witch,  Alice,  smoked  me ;  so  I 
may  as  well  take  back  a  few  of  yourxbeef^ating  boys-^ 
jistbekaysof  thim  Keame  that's  about  him;  though 
they're  little  good  for  now — nothin  but  jist  the  life  lift 
in  them  wid  the  hunger." 

"  For  help,"  answered  the  Deputy ;  "  that  shalt 
thou^  have,  even  as  thou  listest ;  and  then  may  we  wash 
our  hands,  and  rest  in  peace  for  a  time,  having  none 
left  to  conquer.  Our  worthy,  and  most  officious 
Primate  and  Chancellor,  expects  to  receive  a  pardon 
— ^yes,  an  unlimited  pardon,  for  his  Child,  as  he  terms 
the  traitor.  Lord  Thomas ;   it  pleaseth  me  well,  that 

« 

he  should  entertain  such  expectation — the  more  will 
be  his  disappointment  when  the  answer  arrives." 

^*  Ye're  quite  sartain  then,  my  Excellency,"  said 
O'Kelly,  joyously  rubbing  his  hands,  "  of  the  sort  of 
an  answer  the  ould  Primate  '11  get  ?" 

*^  I  must  take  good  care  to  make  it  certain,"  replied 
Lord  Grey ;  *^  and  I  should  not  have  a  doubt  on  the 
subject,  save  only,  that  our  liege  Lord  and  Sovereign, 
King  Henry  the  Eighth,  has  sometimes  little  caprices 
like  other  men ;  and  the  more  so,  as  having  the  power 
to  gratify  them,  those  sort  of  fancies  grow  by  indul- 
gence. However,  in  this  case,  if,  by  an  uncommon 
chance,   His  Majesty  should  be  attacked  by  a  fit  of 
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leniency,  I  shall  not,  I  ween,  have  committed  aif 
unpardonable  offence,  in  forestalling  the  arriyal  of  tbe 
messenger;  besides,  winds  and  waves  are  uncertain. 
You  know,  O'Kelly,  that  despatches  may  be  lost  at 
sea." 

^'  Yes,  yes,  my  Lordship,"  returned  the  Ruffian, 
with  one  of  his  peculiar  winks;  "  tis*nt  the  first  time 
such  things  have  happened.  Ah,  faith,  Parese  was  a 
fine  hand  for  planning  a  shipwreck ;  'specially,  when 
he  had  the  weather  to  help  him." 

*^  For  that  shipwreck,"  answered  the  Deputy, 
gravely,  **  I  made  Parese  pay  somewhat  dearly. 
Villains  oftentimes  over-reach  themselves ;  it  behoves 
such  persons  to  be  cautious." 

^'  Troth  an  Parese  was  mostly  cautious  enuff,"  said 
the  spy,  **  he  nivir  thought  to  peril  his  own  bones  any 
how — an  that  time  he  was  in  hopes  Lord  Thomas 
would  have  saved  him  the  trouble,  an  done  the  job 
himself — ^but  that  young  Lord  was  always  o'er  chary 
o'  sheddin  blood,  whin  he  thought  he  could  help  it, 
an  often  used  to  let  his  prisoners  off  scot  free--else," 
he  added,  with  a  grin,  **  myself  id  have  been  nabbed 
afore  now." 

**  Whatever  advantage  the  taking  thy  life  might  have 
proved  to  himself,  it  would  most  certainly  have  been 
an  infinite  loss  to  me,  and  to  His  Majesty's  service," 
said  Lord  Grey,  with  one  of  his  most  gracious  smiles ; 
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^*^  but  to  the  present  business — take  what  horsemen 
you  deem  sufficient,  and  do  not  limit  the  number  from 
any  idea  of  the  enemy's  weakness — these  fellows  some- 
times accumulate  and  multiply  in  a  most  surprising 
manner;  and  if  you  excited  any  suspicion  on  your 
former  yisit,  the  chances  are  that  they  may  be  better 
prepared  to  receive  you  this  time." 

**  No,  no,  sorro  fear  o'  that,"  replied  the  spy, 
^*  the  game's  up  wid  them  for  one  while  at  least — 
there's  no  making  good  stout  men  out  o'  natomy's, 
widout  some  beef  an  mutton  to  set  them  on  their  legs 
again;  an  its  one  while  'afore  they'll  see  much  o' 
that." 

Lord  Grey  now  proceeded  to  give  more  minute 
directions  respecting  the  conduct  which  O'Kelly  was 
to  pursue ;  ^to.whom  he  gave  much  praise  and  credit 
for  his  pertinacity  in  discovering  the  retreat  of  the 
unfortunate  Earl  of  Desmond.  The  spy  related  the 
deplorable  circumstances  under  which  he  had  found 
the  Chieftain  and  his  family,  nor  did  he  omit  the  very 
singular  particular  of  finding  himself  moved,  and 
shaken  from  his  immediate  purpose  by  the  song  of  the 
Countess. 

The  Deputy  was  considerably  surprised  at  this  part 
of  the  relation;  for  although  the  power  of  music, 
above  all  through  the  organ  of  her  divine  voice,  was 
almost  the  only  thing  which  ever  awakened  any  feeling 
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of  humanity  within  his  own  breast ;  yet  how  tbe  btut^ 
O'Kelly  should  be  susceptible  of  such  a  refinement, 
passed  his  comprehension.  However,  he  did  not  now 
enter  into  any  metaphysical  disquisitions  on  the  subject, 
but  simply  recommended  to  his  agent,  that  if  he  found 
the  Syren  disposed  to  recommence  the  charm,  either  to 
stop  his  ears,  or  to  run  away — ^but  by  no  means  to  be 
taken  in  to  hearken  to  her  again^ 

In  giving  directions  for  securing  the  person  of  the 
'Earl,  Lord  Grey  was  not  actuated  by  any  particular 
animosity  against  his  father  in  law;  on  the  contrary, 
he  rather  wished  to  spare  his  life,  and  either  to  hold 
him  in  captivity,  or  to  make  such  terms  as  should 
incapacitate  him  from  any  future  insurrection ;  a 
circumstance,  indeed,  from  the  state  in  which  O'Kelly 
described  him  to  be,  that  was  by  no  means  likely  to 
occur. 

Accordingly,  then.  Lord  Grey  desired  the  spy  to 
take  the  Earl  alive,  if  possible — and  laid  his  especial 
commands  on  him  not  to  harm  the  Countess— callous 
and  cruel  as  the  Viceroy  usually  was,  his  feelings 
with  respect  to  her  formed  a  kind  of  exception  to 
his  general  character ;  and  if  Elinor  had  resembled  her 
mother  more,  in  spirit  and  dignity  of  mind,  she  might 
have  had  a  better  chance  of  preserving  some  influence 
over  that  of  her  husband.  But  his  jealousy  and 
consequent  hatred  of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,  had 
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Aggravated  to  the  most  terrific  degree  his  fierce  and 
^elfish  nature,  and  the  very  name  of  a  Geraldine 
seemed  to  render  him  more  like  a  tyger  than  a  man. 

It  was  strange  then  that  to  the  Conntess,  who  was 
actually  one  of  that  so  detested  race,  his  feelings  should 
be  somewhat  different,  and  perhaps  that  circumstance 
would  have  been  as  difficult  to  account  for,  as  for 

4 

O'Kelly  being  moved  to  a  momentary  feeling  of  com-* 
passion  by  her  singing — it  is  enough  to  state  that  such 
was  the  fact;  and  whoever  undertakes  to  describe 
human  character,  will  oftentimes  find  still  more 
strange  and  puzzling  contradictions. 

O'Kelly  received  the  Deputy's  directions  with  every 
appearance  of  deference,  and  with  a  mental  reservation 
only  to  follow  as  much  of  them  as  suited  his  own 
pleasure.  If  he  shared  not  all  the  animosity  of  his 
Lord  against  the  Geraldines,  he  fully  balanced  this  by 
the  deadly  hatred  which  he  bore  to  the  Earl  of 
Desmond,  who  had  formerly  crossed  his  interests  in  the 
point  where  he  was  most  susceptible. 

His  daughter,  Basilica,  a  beautiful  and  ambitious 
girl,  had  captivated  the  affections  of  a  younger  brother 
of  the  Earl,  who  might,  in  the  intoxication  of  his 
violent  passion,  have  been  induced  to  marry  the  fair 
plebeian,  had  not  Desmond  interposed  the  strong  arm 
of  his  authority,  and  by  force,  which,  in  those  times, 
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generally  supplied  the  place  of  more  legal  right,  had 
his  brother  kidDspped/  and  carried  off  to  France; 
where  the  unfortunate  youth,  whose  understanding 
was  not  by  any  means  so  strong  as  his  passiond,  pined 
and  died,  after  about  th^  interval  of  a  year  from  the 
time  when  he  had  been  separated  from  his  Mistress. 

O'Kelly  exasperated  ;  beyond  all  forbearance  by 
this  downfall  to  his  ambitious  hopes,  vowed  to  wreak 
a  bloody  vengeance  on  the  Earl ;  and,  for  this  purpose, 
applied  his  wits,  sharpened  by  his  mortification,  to 
ingratiate  himself  with  the  enemies  of  him,  whom  he 
considered  as  his  own  foe,  perfectly  indifferent  as  to 
their  being  also  the  enemies  of  his  country.   . 

His  beautiful  daughter,  having  run  through  a  variety 
of  adventures ;  late  in  life,  when  her  charms  began  to 
fade,  married  in  a  lowly  station,  although  one  more 
suitable  to  her  birth  than  her  ambition.  In  conse-; 
quence  of  this  marriage,  she  had  endured  much  hard* 
ship,  and  died,  some  years  after,  of  sickness  and 
sufferings,  originating  in  that  poverty,  which  a  repining 
and  discontented  disposition  rendered  her  totally  unfit 
to  endure. 

On  her  death  bed,  she  cursed  the  Earl  of  Desmond, 
who  had  been  the  means  of  preventing  her  from  attain- 
ing to  that  rank  in  life  to  which  she  aspired,  and  to 
which  she  thought  that  her  beauty  entitled  her ;  and 
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she  bound  her  father  by  a  solemn  oath  never  to  rest 
from  his  pursuit  of  the  Ewcl,  until  he  had  avenged 
her  wrongs. 

No  person  could  be  better  disposed,  or  better  fitted 
than  O'Kelly  to  obey  her  injunctions:  daring,  reck- 
less, and  hardened,  he  was  never  checked  in  his 
career,  either  by  personal  apprehensions,  or  by 
scruples  of  conscience; — his  love  for  his  daughter 
sprung  not  from  any  tenderness  of  nature,  but  from 
that  selfish  feeling  of  identity  with  our  children, 
which  often  makes  parental  affection  a  powerful  and 
leading  principle,  even  in  the  worst  and  most  callous 
natures.  His  aihbition,  also,  his  ruling  passion,  had 
been  cruelly  disappointed;  for  the  young  DesiAond 
had  beea  named  Tanist,  or  successor  to  his  brother 
in  the  Chieftainry,  and  O'Kelly  and  his  daughter,  in 
anticipating  the  marriage,  indulged  in  visions  of 
wealth,  splendour,  and  authority,  far  beyond  any  thing 
which  the  reality  could  ever  have  afforded. 

On  leaving  the  Lord  Deputy,  O'Kelly  proceeded  to 
the  Castle-yard,  to  inspect  a  troop  of  light  horsemen, 
of  which  he,  to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  was  to  have 
the  sole  command. 

These  horsemen,  called  demy  Launciers,  were  armed 
with  burgonets,  or  steel  caps,  gorget,  cuirass,  and 
gauntlets,  or  gloves  of  mail;  over  the  steel  cuirass 
they  wore  a  close  scarlet  coat,  reaching  to  the  knees, 

16 


180  BOMAKCE  IN  IRKLAND. 

guarded  with  garter  blue  velvet,  and  rich  badges  of 
the  rose  and  crown  embroidered  on  the  breast  and 
back.  Their  offensive  weapons  were,  a  lance  of 
sixteen  or  eighteen  feet  in  length,  a  sword,  and 
petrenels,  a  kind  of  long  pistol  then  in  use, — their 
horses  were  light,  nimble,  and  well  bitted,  furnished 
with  a  morocco  saddle,  petrell,  crupper,  and  other 
suitable  trappings ;  and  O'Kelly  could  not  help 
laughing  to  himself  at  the  idea  of  leading  this  gay  and 
well  appointed  troop  of  warriors  against  the  helpless 
beings  whom  they  had  to  encounter. 

However,  had  the  troops  now  placed  under  his 
command,  ever  composed  any  part'  of  the  ill-fated 
Army  of  Glendalough,  the  soldiers  might  possibly 
have  demurred  against  following  such  a  leader  into 
the  recesses  of  a  wild  country,  with  which  they  were 
unacquainted ;  but  he  took  care,  since  the  choice  was 
left  to  himself,  to  select  his  men  from  amongst  those 
freshly  arrived  from  England,  and  not  to  inform  them 
either  of  their  destination,  or  by  whom  they  were  to 
be  commanded. 

Lord  Grey  thus  suffered .  O'Kelly  to  conduct  the 
whole,  as  he  did  not  feel  extremely  anxious  for  the 
success  of  the  expedition,  yet,  at  the  same  time,  he 
chose  to  make  it  appear  to  the  world  that  nothing  had 
been  wanting  or  left  undone  on  his  part ;  in  such  wise, 
that  if  the  Spy  misconducted, the  business,  the  whole 
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blame  must  necessarily  fall  on  him,  and  not  on  the 
Deputy^  who  trusted  that  every  one  would  say  he 
could  do  no  other  than  entrust  the  command  to  the 
only  person  possessing  either  the  knowledge,  or  the 
means  of  effecting  the  capture  of  the  last  of  the 
Desmonds. 

The  time  appointed  for  marching  was  on  the  evening 
of  that  day ;  and  O'Kelly  took  especial  care  not  to 
suffer  his  men,  during  their  preparations,  to  confer  with 
those  who  could  give  them  any  information  respecting 
himself,  likely  to  damp  their  confidence  in  him  as  a 
leader.  He  never  lost  sight  of  them  for  a  moment, 
during  the  few  intervening  hours,  keeping  them 
actively  employed  in  arranging  such  stores  and  pro- 
visions as  he  deemed  requisite  for  the  time  of  service. 

As  soon  as  the  evening  had  closed  in,  the  indefati- 
gable ruffian  drew  up  his  troop  of  cavalry,  on  a  plain 
between  the  river  and  the  Castle,  immediately  without 
the  walls  of  Dublin;  and  having  thus  placed  them 
secure  from  all  communication  with  those  within  the 
town,  he  returned  to  receive  his  parting  directions  from 
the  Lord  Deputy. 

^'  If  thou  harmest  that  high-minded  Lady,"  said 
Lord  Grey,  "  such  act  will  wrong  thy  manhood, 
O'Kelly,  more  than  all  the  crimes  and  murders 
which  thoii  hast  heretofore  committed  ; — rather  convey 
her  here,  to  teach  her  daughter,  what  are  the  fitting 
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duties  of  a  wife — ^but  see  that  thou  leavest  the 
meddlingr  old  devil,  Alice,  behind.  I  love  not  such 
gossips,  near  me." 

*'  I  'feaks,  my  Lordship/'  replied  O'Kelly,  <'  my- 
self has  no  taste  for  her  at  all,  nor  for  any  the  likes  of 
her — I'd  far  rather  be  after  whippin  off  wid  the  little 
girl,  ony  its  too  much  throuble  for  me  to  be  lookin 
after  sieh  foolieries,  now  a  days — an  as  to  harmin  the 
Lady,  why  its  not  what  I'd  fancy  either,  tho'  may  be, 
it'll  be  no  ways  asy  to  hinder  her  from  puttin  herself  in 
harms  way — its  herself  that  has  a  bould  spirit,  that 
same  Lady — ^myself  knows  a  thing  or  two  about  her, 
that  there's  many  a  man  would  have  winced  at, — but 
I'll  thry  an  do  all  for  the  best,  my  Excellency;  an  what 
more  can  a  body  say  ?" 

<*  Speed  thy  return,  then,  as  thou  canst,"  said  Lord 
Grey;  **  that  old  Primate  grows  troublesome,  and  I 
may  have  need  of  thee  ere  long.  I  must  have  another 
Chancellor — ^he  crosses  me  beyond  all  bearing— curse  on 
Parese,  nothing  has  prospered  well  since  the  death  of 
Alan ;  besides,  I  like  not  this  newly  sprung  up  friend- 
ship between  Cromar,  the  avowed  friend  of  the  Geral- 
dines,  and  Sir  Edmund  Butler,  their  former  enemy — 
whilst  we  can  keep  Ireland  divided  into  factions,  and 
its  Chieftains  at  war  with  each  other,  we  may  hope  to 
hold  possession ;  but  if  once  they  were  united  amongst 
themselves,  the  Englbh  would  be  forced  to  adopt  a 
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totally  different  system  of  governmeiit  from  the  present, 
or  iose  the  sovereignty  of  the  island  altogether." 

"  Ye  had  better,  my  Excellency,"  said  O'Kelly, 
**  put  Sir  Edmund  on  the  back  a  little,  ^afore  he 
gits  too  grate  wid  that  smooth-spoken  Primate; — 
why,  there's  ne'er  a  man,  be  he  English,  or  be  he 
Irish,  that  couldn't  be  bought  over  somehow — there's 
a  price  for  every  thing,  an  every  man,  too«" 

'<  Thou  may'st  say  so  at  least,"  returned  Lord 
Grey;  **  thy  actions  assuredly  have  their  price  in 
gold,  I  well  know;  but,  perhaps,  we  may  require 
some  more  circuitous  method  of  purchasing  this  proud 
scion  of  the  Ormonds;  he  sets  up  for  being  honest, 
and,  upright — ^but  that  matters  little — away,  now, 
to  thy  arrangements,  and  be  ready  to  march  when 
the  moon  rises — ^which  ought  to  be  I  think  ere  long," 
he  continued,  moving  to  the  window ;  "  but  soft — 
what  have  we  here  ? — do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ? — look, 
O 'Kelly,  on  yonder  tower — ^what  see'st  thou? — ^there 
-—on  the  roof,  man — ^there — ^look  up." 

A  single  spark  of  light  was  seen  moving  slowly, 
and  in  an  irregular  manner,  on  the  roof  o/  the  Tower, 
of  which  one  of  the  apartments  formed  the  prison  of 
Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald.  It  proceeded,  sometimes 
disappearing  behind  the  projecting  battlements,  and 
then  again,  re-appearing  in  another  place  :  it  was 
then  lost  to  their  eyes  for  a  time ;  and,  after  a  short 
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interyaly  was  agaia  seen  lower  down,  on  the  rqof  of 
another  part  of  the  building. 

**  By  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Lord  Grey  passion- 
ately, **  it  approaches  the  apartments  of  my  wife — 
of  the  Lady  Grey !  Fly,  O'Kelly — ^turn  out  the 
guard — surround  the  Castle — let  him  not  escape ; — 
I  will  to  the  traitress  to  confront  him — to  poignard 
him  in  her  arms!  Fly,  villain! — ^unless  thou  art  an 
accomplice,"  he  cried,  seizing  O'Kelly  violently  hy 
the  throat. 

"  Hould  off!  hould  off!  I  say,'/  sputtered  the 
Spy,  choking  and  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  the  furious 
Deputy,  who,  the  next  minute,  did  relax  his  hold, 
in  order  to  catch  up  his  sword,  and  rush  towards 
the  apartments  of  the  unfortunate  Elinor;  O'Kelly 
pursued  him,  with  nearly  equal  speed,  talking  all 
the  way. 

**  Why,  thin,  its  mad  outright  ye  are,  my  Lord- 
ship ;  shure,  an  its  nevir  a  bit  the  prisoner  is  throubling 
himself  about  arra  Lady  at  all;  but  if  its  himself 
that's  there,  carryin  the  lanthom  'pon  top  o'  the 
Tower; — ^wny,  its  lookin  for  to  make  his  Escape  he 
is,  or  to  break  his  neck,  one  or  t'other— an  shure 
that's  the  most  likely  o'  the  two ;  for  its  ony  fit  for 
a  cat  to  be  thramping  in  gutters  that  a  way  ;  an 
afther  all,  shure  there's  nothin  a  body  would'nt  do, 
that's  like  him  condemned  to  have  his  head  chopped 
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off;  an  so,  myself  thinks  its  like  enuff  that's  its  him^ 
self  that  there-^-an  may  be^  its  what  ye'd  do  ye*erself 
my  Lordship,  seein  as  if  ye  were  in  the  same  jeo- 
pardy ;  an  I'm  shure  its  what  myself  id  do,  any 
how,  tho'  ye  wont  stop  to  listen  to  me ;  its  I  that'll 
go  a  far  better  way  to  catch  him,  than  rinnin  like  a 
madman  to  murther  the  poor  young  Lady,  that's  as 
innocent  for  the  matter  o'  that,  as  the  babe  was  ony 
bom  yesterday." 

Ere  O'Kelly,  running  and  panting  for  breath,  had 
concluded  his  oration.  Lord  Grey  had  reached  the 
entrance  of  Elinor's  apartments ;  from  whence  O'Kelly, 
finding  his  eloquence  vain  to  stop  the  exasperated 
Deputy,  started  off  in  another  direction,  to  the  spot 
where,  from  his  local  knowledge  of  the  buildings,  he 
knew  that  the  peregrinations  of  the  lantern-bearer, 
must,  in  all  probability,  terminate,  unless  he  had 
some  very  powerful  assistance. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

None  but  a  lover 
Could,  in  that  wreck  of  beauty's  shrine^  discover 
The  once  ador*d  diYinity 

thine  is  such  a  grief 
Beyond  all  hope,  all  terror,  all  relief; 
A  dark,  cold  calm,  which  nothing  now  can  break, 
Or  warm,  or  brighten. 

The  Primate  had  in  a  short  time  taken  his  resolution 
with  respect  to  effecting  the  escape  of  Lord  Thomas 
at  all  hazards;  although,  as  some  preparation  was 
necessary,  it  was  too  late  to  put  his  plan  in  execution 
on  that  night ;  but,  on  the  following  evening,  imme- 
diately after  night*fall,  this  indefatigable  friend  was 
on  his  way  to  the  prisoner's  solitary  Tower ;  having 
under  his  robes,  a  dark  lantern,  a  ladder  of  ropes, 
and  a  Monk's  dress  to  be  used  for  the  purpose  of 
disguise. 


ItOMANdE  IN  IRELAND^  18? 

A  few  words  explained  his  intention  to  the  young 
Chieftain,  who,  instantly  arousing  from  his  languid 
and  melancholy  meditations,  was^ .  like  the  war  horse^ 
when  he  hears  the  sound  of  the  trumpet,  all  awake 
and  animated  in  the  prospect  of  some  new  difficulty ; 
the  more  exciting  and  agreeable  to  him  from  its 
being  accompanied  with  considerable  dangen 

**  If  thy  strength  were  as  formerly,  my  poor 
child,"  said  Cromar,  '^  this  undertaking  would  be^ 
I  know  well,  but  sport  to  thy  adventurous  youth; 
but  now  I  dread  thy  ability  to  compete  with  so  much 
bodily  exertion ;  nevertheless,^  it  must  be  done— under 
the  present  circumstances,  we  have  unfortunately 
no  alternative." 

"  And  even  if  there  were  an  alternative,  my 
Father,"  cried  Lord  Thomas,  as  he  hastily  attired 
his  graceful  figure  in  the  uncouth  frock  and  hood^ 
'*  I  have  yet  more  of  enterprise  existing  within  me, 
than  those  who  viewing  me,  wan  and  emaciated  as  I 
am  now,  could  well  believe;  at  all  events,  even 
should  my  strength  fail,  would  it  not  be  better,  far 
better,  to  be  dashed  at  once,  into  a  shapeless  mass,  upon 
the  pavement  of  the  Castle  yard,  than  for  the  high 
blood  of  a  Geraldine,  to  submit  to  the  degradings  en^ 
tence  of  the  law  ?" 

*^  It  is  true,"  returned  the  Primate,  shuddering, 
f'   we  have   nought  but   this   fearful  choice — every 
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other  mode  6f  egtess  from  this  strong  hold  is  closely 
beset  with  guards^  who  look  on  me  with  an  eye  of 
distrust  as  I  pass  in  and  oat — a  right  which  I  have 
insisted  on  in  my  quality  of  Head  of  the  Church; 
otherwise,  trust  me,  I  should  not  have  obtained  such 
permission,  had  the  Deputy  possessed  the  power  of 
refusal ;  even  as  it  is,  I  dare  not  make  too  long  delay, 
but  must  return  by  the  public  and  guarded  way,  lest 
my  stay  here  should  excite  suspicion ;  and  now  that 
thou  art  attired,  let  us  haste  to  finish  the  rest  of  our 
Work,  and  speed  thy  departure ;  and  may  God,  in  hid 
great  and  infinite  mercy,  protect  thee  on  thy  pe- 
rilous way.'* 

He  then  proceeded  to  stuff  a  figure  in  the  clothes^ 
and,  as  far  as  he  could  accomplish,  in  the  semblance 
of  his  young  friend;  which  figure  they  placed  on  die 
couch,  in  an  attitude  of  repose,  in  the  hope  of  thereby 
deceiving,  for  a  short  time,  any  of  the  jailors,  whom 
curiosity,  or  suspicion,  might  induce  to  look  into  the 
apartment  after  their  departure. 

This  being  <^ompleted,  the  Primate,  with  trembling 
hands,  and  beating  heart,  undid  the  fastenings  of  a 
small  dormapt  window,  which  gave  access  to  the 
roof  of  die  Tower,  and  of  which  he  had  found  means 
to  possess  himself  of  the  key.  Then,  having  guided 
his  adventurous  young  friend  through  this  first  step 
of  his  hazardous  expedition,  with  murmured  prayers 
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for  his  safety^  the  good  man  hastily  departed  to  seek 
that  part  of  the  outer  Castle  wall,  where  they  had 
appointed  to  meet,  and  from  whence  he  had  the 
expectation,  by  means  of  the  disguise,  to  conduct 
the  emancipated  prisoner,  without  difficulty,  into 
the  suburbs  of  the  town. 

Lord  Thomas,  furnished  with  a  dark  lantern,  and 
a  ladder  of  ropes,  made  his  way  steadily  and  cautious- 
ly along  the  roof  of  his  prison,  until  he  had  reached 
the  extremity  of  the  Tower;  the  roof  of  the  adjqining 
building,  being  considerably  lower,  he  now,  following 
the  directions  of  the  Primate,  affixed  his  rope  ladder, 
with  cramping  irons,  to  the  battlements,  and  thus 
decended  so  far  in  safety.  Feeling  his  strength 
renovated  by  the  fresh  air,  and  by  the  rising  hope, 
which  swelled  his  breast;  for,  although  his  life,  in  an 
abstract  point  of  view,  was  to  him  more  than  indiifer- 
ent — ^yet  was  the  idea  most  sweet  of  foiling  his  persecu- 
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tors,  and  regaining  his  liberty  in  their  despite. 

Filled  with  these  thoughts,  he  utterly  neglected 
the  caution  which  the  Primate  had  often  and  earnestly 
pressed  on  him,  of  keeping  his  lantern  carefully 
turned  inward;  using  it  only  in  difficult  passes,  and 
merely  to  cast  light  on  the  spot  where  he  was  next 
to  set  his  foot;  and  to  shade  it  with  the  folds  of  his 
robe,  from  sending  a  ray  beyond  his  immediate 
track. 
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Theie  friendlj  directions  were  totally  forgotten; 
and  Lord  Thomas  suffered  his  lantern  to  be  a  guide 
for  others,  as  well  as  for  himself;  thus  enabling  the 
Deputy,  and  O'Relly,  to  track  his  footsteps,  as  has 
been  already  related. 

His  way  now  led  him,  although,  unconsciously  on 
his  part,  over  the  roof  of  that  buildings  which  was 
appropriated  to  Elinor's  apartments;  as  Lord  Grey 
had  noticed,  with  jealous  quickness;  although,  he 
paused  not  to  obserre,  that  the  wandering  light 
made  no  delay  at  that  particular  place,  but  passed 
on  to  another  elevation  of  the  Castle,  from  whence 
Lord  Thomas  expected  at  once  to  descend  to  his  place 
of  rendezTouz;  not  with  the  fair  Vice-Queen,  but 
with  his  aged  friend,  Cromar^ 

The  way  of  the  prisoner  had  been  not  only  perilous 
but  fatiguing ;  and  when  he  had  succeeded  in  climlK 
ing  over  the  parapet  wall  of  the  further  tower.  Ids 
strength  was  nearly  exhausted;  and  he  was  forced, 
although  so  near  the  wished  for  termination,  to  stop 
for  breath,  and  a  moment  of  repose  from  his  ezer* 
tions. 

As  he  rested  against  the  battlements,  his  eye  was 
directed  to  a  blaze  of  light,  proceeding  from  a  range 
of  apartments  lower  down,  and  just  opposite  to  his 
position;  whence,  through  drapery  of  crimson  and 
gold,  which  ornamented,  without  altogether  shading 
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the  windows,  he  could  distinguish  light  female  forms 
moving  to  and  fro;  whilst  notes  of  music,  mixed, 
alternately,  with  the  still  gayer  sounds  of  young  and 
sportive  voices,  convinced  him,  that  his  varying 
destiny  had  givbn  him  once  more  to  behold,,  if  not 
the  form,  at  least  the  abiding  place  of  his  still  idolized 
Elinor.  He  strained  his  eyes  to  catch  a  glifnpse  of 
that  form,  fairer  and  more  beloved  than  the  fairest 
and  gayest  there,  who  were  pressing  around,  with 
light  and  playful  sports,  and  conversation,  vainly 
seeking  to  raise  the  drooping  spirits  of  her,  whom 
nothing  could  ever  more  interest  or  enliven. 

She  lay  on  a  couch,  shaded  by  a  canopy,  whose 
embroidered  curtains  he  could  only  just  discover; 
but  there  he  fixed  his  anxious  looks,  to  penetrate  the 
gay  and  cburtiy  group,  of  which  he  knew  that  she  must 
be  the  centre;  and  forgetting  the  lapse  of  time,  when 
every  minute  was  now  so  precious,  and  expedition  so 
absolutely  necessary  to  his  safety. 

All  at  once. the  scene  was  changed ;  loud  and  angry 
voices  resounded  from  below;  the  ladies  separated, 
dispersed,  and  fled  with  cries  of  alarm  to  the  remoter 
parts  of  the  room ;  some  opened  the  windows,  and  ran 
out  on  tile  balcony ;  and,  by  changing  the  position  of 
the  drapery,  gave  him  a  more  distinct  and  perfect  view 
of  what  was  passing  witiiin. 

He    beheld  Lord    Grey,    witii  a   drawn    sword. 
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standing  over  his  hapless  wife,  who  seemed  vainly  to 
implore  his  mercy;  whilst  the  furious  husband,  with 
loud,  and,  to  her,  unintelligible  reproaches,  shook  his 
weapon,  and  appeared  only  waiting  to  extort  some 
confession  from  her  trembling  lips,  ere  he  sacrificed 
her  to  his  blind  and  intemperate  passion. 

Lord  Thomas,  without  waiting  to  consider  iJiat  a 
discovery  at  that  moment  was  certain  destruction  to 
himself,  and  his  appearance  condemnation  to  her, 
beheld  only  the  personal  danger  of  his  beloved  Elinor ; 
and  rapidly  attaching  his  ladder  of  ropes  to  the 
battlements,  he  descended  with  headlong  speed ;  and 
then,  by  an  almost  incredible  exertion  of  strength,  and 
by  a  sudden  spring,  gained  the  balcony,  amongst  the 
now  doubly  terrified  women.  Another  moment  saw 
him  engaged  in  fierce  conflict  with  Lord  Grey,  who  did 
not  instantly  perceive,  that  this  frantic  Monk,  by  whom 
he  was  so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  assailed,  was, 
in  fact,  the  hated  rival,  whom  he  was  then  seeking; 
and,  in  his  confusion  and  surprise,  he,  notwithstanding 
the  advantage  of  his  superior  bodily  strength,  so  far 
suffered  himself  to  be  mastered,  that  Lord  Thomas, 
wrenching  his  sword  from  his  grasp,  had  wounded  him 
in  several  places,  ere  the  guards,  who  were  stationed 
in  the  anti-chamber,  could  rush  to  the  assistance  of 
the  Deputy,  and  overpower  his  wild  assailant. 

All  this  was  the  work  but  of  a  few  seconds ;  the 
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rivals  stood  confronting  each  other ;  the  cowl  of  Lord 
Thomas's  dress  haying  fallen  back,  left  his  fine  head 
fully  revealed,  and  stripped  of  all  disgaise. 

Lord  Grey  gazed  alternately  on  him,  and  on 
Elinor ;  his  eyes  rolled  horribly ;  his  lips  were  deadly 
pale,  and  convulsed  with  contending  passions ;  every 
circumstance  seemed,  to  his  mind,  to  confirm  their 
guilt;  and  the  eloquence  of  angels  could  not  have 
persuaded  him,  (or,  indeed,  any  person  there  present, 
even  those  who  took  no  personal  interest  in  the  matter,) 
that  the  arrival  of  the  young  Geraldine  had  not  been 
premeditated,    and  by  appointment. 

Whilst  this  scene  was  being  transacted  in  Elinor's 
apartments,  the  Primate  awaited,  with  breathless 
anxiety,  the  appearance  of  his  young  friend  at  the 
appointed  place.  Time  passed  on  ;  he  came  not,  and 
the  aged  Cromar,  sick  at  heart,  resting  against  the  wall 
of  the  building,  had  not  courage  to  inquire,  or  go  forth 
to  be  an  eye  witness  of  the  dreadful  calamity,  which 
he  had  no  doubt  had  terminated  the  existence  of  the 
ill-fated  Geraldine. 

*'  Look  to  ye'erself,  ould  man,"  said  a  coarse  voice, 
close  by  his  side;  **  if  ye  are  waitin  here  to  catch 
rebels,  as  a  loyal  Churchman,  and  Lord  High 
Chancellor  shud  do,  why  ye  may  spare  ye'erself  the 
tbrouble — ^for  there's  a  rat  in  the  trap  already ;  he's 
cotched  fairly  in  his  trespassin,  lookin  after  what  he's 
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•o  call  to— an  other  man's  wife,  that  does'nt  belong  to 
him ;  an  I  feaks,  its  in  the  claws  of  a  wild  cat  he  is 
now ;  he'll  not  slip  off  again  so  readily,  I'll  warrant 
me, — let  whose  will  thry  to  help  him." 

**  Godp  in  his  infinite  mercy,  forbid!"  exclaimed 
the  Primate,  making  an  effort  to  detain  a  man  who 
was  gliding  past  him.  **  What  would'st  tiion  say? 
Of  whom  dost  thou  speak?  Explain  thy  mystefiotts 
words?  If  thou  art  indeed  a  Mend,  let  tne  know 
instantly  what  has  happened.'^ 

**  In  throth,  an  I'm  no  sich  grate  friend  either,  if 
ye  knew  but  all,"  returned  O'Kelly,  with  a  horso 
laugh;  **  but  if  ye  choose  to  know,  jist  step  out  into 
the  fields  beyant  the  wall  wid  me,  where  there's  a 
troop  of  horsemen  drawn  up ;  an  there  ye'll  see  a  fine 
scaffold  buildin,  an  its  to  be  mighty  grand  an  hand* 
some,  and  sightly  all  entirely;  an  its  no  expense  at 
airU  be  spared  to  make  it  quite  lordly,  an  fit  for  him 
that's  to  mount  it ;  for  its  for  no  poor  rogue,  or  paltry 
spalpeen  of  a  rebel,  but  for  the  Chief  of  the  Geraldines 
himself;  an  its  he  that  has  earned  what  he  has  got, 
an  the  end  he  has  cum  to  right  well,  seeia  the  person 
he  had  to  dale  wid;  an  so,  if  ye  are  there  by  the 
early  day-light  to-morrow,  why,  may  be,  ye'll  be  in 
time  for  the  show.  There'll  be  a  power  of  guards, 
an  men  at  arms,  drawn  out  to  keep  the  people  quiet; 
myself  id  like  well  enuff  to  see  the  sight;  not  that 
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I  oyre  the  young  man  any  grndge  at  all  in  particular, 
but  just  for  the  fun  o'  the  thing — ony  I  got  other 
business  on  hands  tiow,  that  wont  wait/' 

The  savage  C  Kelly  might  hare  proceeded  in  his 
harangue  ulbinterrupted  for  a  much  greater  length 
of  time;  the  Primate  heard  him  not  after  the  first 
words,  which  explained,  that  what  he  had  most  dreaded, 
beyond  all  other  misfortunes,  was  about  to  occur; 
and  it  now  appeared  to  him,  as  if  the  step,  of  which 
he  had  been  the^  promoter  and  assistant,  had  accele- 
rated the  fatal  crisis. 

But  these  were  after  thoughts ;  at  that  moment  his 
heart  was  still,  and  felt  not;  his  brain  throbbed,  but 
no  connected  ideas  passed  through;  O'Kelly's  voice 
yet  rung  in  his  ears,  but  he  attached  no  further 
meaning  to  the  words;  until,  having  passively  suffered 
himself  to  be  conducted  outside  the  City  walls,  he 
beheld  those  dreadful  preparations  that  O'Kelly 
bad  described,  and  which  were  proceeding  rapidly; 
upwards  of  one  hundred  workmen  being  employed 
in  the  erection  of  a  lofty  scaffold,  covered  with  black 
cloth,  and  ornamented  with  all  of  pomp  and  circum- 
sti^nce,  to  mark  the  nobility  of  the  blood  which  was 
destined  to  be  shed  thereon. 

As  the  old  man  gazed  on  this  fearful  sight,  fully 
revealed  in  the  bright  moonlight,  his  senses  gradually 
returned^  and  he  began  to  comprehend  distinctly  all 
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that  which  had  hitherto  only  vaguely  floated  through 
his  mind. 

From  time  to  time  the  wail  of  a  solitary  trumpet 
was  heard y  announcing  the  military  rank  of  the  con- 
demned^  and  mingling  its  wild  and  mournful  melody 
with  the  discordant  clang  of  hammers,  and  the  voices 
of  the  workmen,  whom  a  surly  English  overseer  pressed 
to  speed  on  their  unhallowed  task. 

'<  An  there/'  said  O'Kelly,  *'  at  the  foot  of  the 
scaffold,  there's  the  green  hanner  of  the  Geraldines 
turned  topsy  turvy,  an  the  staff  of  it  broken,  jist 
to  remind  any  of  the  Clansmen  that  might  be  bould 
enuff  to  venture  in  among  the  croud,  that  there's  au 
end  of  all  their  roysterin,  an  rebellion,  an  sich  like 
doings;  there's  ne'er  another  now  to  lead,  them  on 
under  that  standard  any  how;  an  look  here,  jist 
fornint  the  scaffold — where  they're  settin  up  a  beau- 
tiful throne,  wid  a  canopy  over  head ;  an  why,  that's 
for  the  young  Vice-Queen ;  for  my  Lord  Deputy 
swears  that  she  shall  be  a  looker  on,  whether  she 
will  or  no;  but  if  she  has  the  right  wilfulness  of 
woman,  why  she'd  shut  her  eyes  sooner,  than  look, 
jist  bekays  he  bid  her;  an  afther  all,  its  hard  enuff 
upon  her  any  how,  for  myself  can't  make  out  that 
she's  done  any  harm  at  all — ^barrin,  she's  a  Desmond 
to  be  shure ;  but  she  was  a  mighty  pretty  girl  'afore 
Lord  Grey  married   her;  an  would  be  so  still,  may 
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he,  if  she  was  let  alone,  and  let  to  piek  up^  a 
bit.'^ 

The  Primate,  now  perfectly  comprehending  the 
^hole,  shuddered  as  he  gazed  around ;  he  was  hope- 
less, for  he  was  powerless ;  the  diabolical  intentions, 
manifested  by  the  Deputy,  of  torturing  his  unhappy 
wife,  proved,  but  too  plainly,  that  nothing  resem- 
bling mercy  was  to  be  expected  from  him  ;  since 
the  heart  of  man  could  scarcely  have  conceived  any 
thing  more  barbarous,  than  thus  forcing  her  to  become 
a  spectatress  of  this  bloody  tragedy. 

Ignorant  too,  as  the  Primate  was,  of  the  scene 
which  had  just  taken  place  in  her  apartments,  this 
sudden  excess  of  fury  seemed  unaccountable;  she 
bad,  indeed,  been  forced  to  be  an  eye  witness  of  the 
premeditated  arrest  of  her  kinsmen ;  and  there  was 
no  doubt,  but  that  to  give  her  pain  was  now  Lord 
Orey's  greatest,  if  not  his  only  enjoyment.  At  the 
same  time,  the  final  judgment  of  Lord  Thomas  was 
to  have  been  deferred,  until  the  answer  to  the  des- 
patches should  have  arrived  from  England;  and  the 
Deputy  had,  however  unwillingly,  entered  into  a 
solemn  engagement  with  the  Primate  that  it  should 
be  so;  he  had  then  broken  this  engagement;  but 
the  unhappy  Cromar  felt,  that  he,  himself,  had  also 
departed  from  at  least  a  tacit  and  understood  agree- 
ment  an  his  part»  although  never  expressed  in  words--* 
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to  remain  paauve  until  the  deteraiii|atio»  of  the  King 
should  be  known ;  he  had  swerved  from  that  rc^o^ 
lutiouy  but  it  was  owiag  to  the  unexpected  aiid  extra- 
ordinary proceeding  with  respect. ta  the  brothers  of 
the  Earl  of  Kildare. 

**  Alas!  alasT'  he  exolaimed;  *^  1,  who  wo«14 
joyfully  shed  every  drop  of  blood  in  these  cdd  veins 
to  save  him — the  last  tie  which  binda  ma  to  earths 
I,  by  my  fatal  advice,  have  only  hastened  bis  dooa. 
Die!  wretched  old  man/'  he  continued,  throwing 
himself  on  the  ground,  and  with  frantic  gestures 
teaifing  his  silver  hair.  *^  Die !  Thou  hast  lived  too 
longt  when  thou  bast  at  last  become  the  murdeier 
of  thy  loved  child.'' 

O'Kelly  loo](ed  at  the  unhappy  Primate  for  ^cwe 
noments  in  cool  surprise  ;  then  leaving  him  to  the 
indulgence  of  his  vaia  grief,  b^  himself  delayed  bq 
longer.  Havtug,  by  this  tinie»  fully  sAtisiied  his 
curiosity  respecting  the  preparations  going  forward,  b« 
hastened  to  jein  hia  troop>  which  wi»  drawn  up»  and 
awaiting  at  a  short  dislance^^  on  the  plwn  6m  tbo  sipial 
of  departure)., 

Scarcely  had  be  quitted  the  spot,  urban  tbe  oonfi* 
dential  attfi^dant  of  the  Primate  arrrved^  aloMiat  bf«atb* 
less  from  tbe^  speed  with  which  he  had  ae«gbi  hb 
n^ter  i  hift  intelligence  at  onco  aroused  Gcomar  fron 
his  despair-«4t  was,  that  an  EngUsb  diip>  ihft  amM 
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which  had  been  sent  across  with  the  despatches,  had 
returned,  and  was  making  ^signals  for  a  pilot,  in  order 
to  enter  the  harbour,  although  the  tide  would  not 
admit  of  her  crossing  the  bar  before  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning. 

<'  That  will  be  too  late!''  exclaimed  Cromar,  start- 
ing from  the  ground ;  "  away !  Connal,  away — any 
money — no  matter  what,  for  a  boat  that  will  land 
the  despatches  before  day-light." 

The  faithful  Connal  waited  not  further  orders ;  the 
scene  around  shewed  him  too  plainly  the  impossibility 
of  delay';  and,  without  question,  he  ran  with  all  the 
fleetoess  of  youth  and  zeal  to  eiicecute  the  orders  of 
bia  belaved  master. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

A  ialeon,  towering  hi  his  pride  of  plaice^  u.       - 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd* 

**  It  18  tnie,  Gerald,"  said  the  Countess  of  Deismond^ 
addressing  her  husband,  as  they  sat  together  beneath 
a  spreading  oak  tree,  at  the  door  of  their  hut,  gazing 
OB  the  setting  sun,  on  one  of  those  still,  soft,  spring 
evenings^  so  peculiar  and  so  delightful  in  the  uncer- 
tain climate  of  Ireland*  ''  It  is  true,  thou  art  indeed 
disabled — ^thou  canst  no  longer  be  a  warrior — thou  art 
no  longer  a  Chieftain — ^for  thee  there  is  nought  remain- 
ing to  reign  oyer,  save  only  stones  and  ashes, — ^the 
memorials  of  what  has  been ;  but  yet,  although  the 
stormy  delights  of  warfare,  the  proud  enjoyment  of 
sovereignty,  be  indeed  past,  and  for  ever — ^thy  foes 
have  not  deprived  thee  of  that  power,  far  beyond  all 
other,  of  beholding  the  fair  form  of  nature,  dressed^ia 
its  freshest  garb ;  the  birds  sing  joyfully  around 
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they  feel,  and  they  possess,  that  which  we  ought  ta 
feel  and  to  possess  in  common  with  them— our  liberty ,^ 
eur  l<yre,  this  glorious  Heaven  above  us — ^this  fresh  sod 
beneath  our  feet — ^these,  at  least,  are  still  our  own ; 
and  whilst  they  are  left  to  us,  let  us  not  regret  that  we 
are  deprived  of  wealth,  of  splendour,  and  of  the  strange 
artificial  pleasure  of  ruling  others.'' 

*^  And  thou  mightest  add/'  replied  the  Earl,  ^'  that 
we  should  enter  now  upon  the  more  useful,  and 
perhaps  mare  profitable  task  of  endeavouring  to  rule 
ourselves — a  lesson  which  I  must  learn  from  thee, 
Margaret,  since  I  have  hitherto  given  it  but  little 
practice  ;  and  doubt  that  I  shall  prove  a  more  refrac*- 
tory  subject  to  myself,  than  any  I  ever  found  amongst 
my  wild  untutored  Kearne  and  Gallowglasses — so  law- 
less in  appearance  to  their  foes,  and  ever  so  submis- 
sive, even  to  the  .wishes,  fully  as  much  as  to  the  orders 
of  the  Chieftain  whom  they  loved." 

^'  I  doubt,"  he  added,  with  a  sigh,  *'  that  I  shall 
ever  learn  not  to  regret  my  sway  over  the  hearts  of 
others ;  and  although  I  must  perforce  resign  all  per- 
sonal warfare,  yet  still  this  fertile  soil  will  once  more 
produce  food  to  support  the  people — and  when  it  does, 
they  will  again  rally  around  us;  yes,  yes,  believe 
me,  the  days  of  our  strength  and  of  our  glory  will 
return." 

^VAlas!"  replied  the  Countess,    **  not  so;   never 
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nore  by  thee  may  such  a  fruitless  strug^gle  be  renewed  t-^ 
in  laying  down  tiie  sword,  thou  must  also  res%ii  the 
soeptre;  and  indulge  no  more  in  empty  dr^ms  oi 
resuming  a  crown,  which  thy  brow  is  no  loiiger 
destined  to  wear.  Look  on  me,.  Gerald-^asi  I  lem 
loved,  or  less  lovely  in  tlune  eyes,  because  a  Tain 
coronet  no  longer  decks  my  hab ;  and  dost  thou  think 
that  thou  art  less  dear  to  me,  now  thai  adv^^ity  hath 
laid  her  iron  hand  on  thee  ?— -oh,  no  !  stripped  of  thy 
regal  state,  disabled,  humbled  in  thhse  own  eyea^  thov 
art  to  me  far  dearer  in  mine  afflictions,  than  when  I 
first  shared  with  thee  that  throne,  tbose  honours, 
which  thou  Wilt  not  forget,  for  my  sake^  at  my  prayer ; 
although  I  now  disclaim  them  and  all  the  world  for 
thee.'' 

She  flung  her  arms  around  him ;  and  the  Earl,  ia 
pressing  her  to  his  bosom,  felt  that  the  sole  posseseooa 
of  such  a  heart  ought  to  reconcile  him  to  all  misfi>r* 
tunes,  to  all  privations.  But  our  feelings  are  not 
always  precisely  what  we  know  they  ought  to  be.  He 
tried  to  persuade  himself,  that  it  was  for  her  sake 
alone  that  he  regretted  his  desolate  condition  ;  and  it 
was  certainly  true,  that  seeing  her  so  much  and  so 
deservedly  beloved  and  admired,  thus  reduced,  was  a 
bitter  a^ravation;  but  still,  even  although  she  had 
never  existed,  had  he  been  alone  and  unconnected,  his 
proud  spirit  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  submit 
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with   patieoee  to  his  dettiay.     He  looked  forward 

with  dismay  to  the  only  prospect  which  now  really 

reiBained  for  him — to  draw  oa  his  latter  days  in  obscu- 
rity md  peace ;  of  all  his  numerous  possessions,  he 

knew  not  if  there  were  a  single  roof  standing  where  be 

might  find  shelter ;  ithe  hi^nd  oC  die  spoiler  had  been 

over  the  land,  and  the  name  of  Desmond  was  attainted, 

and  a  thing  forbid. 

He  gazed  sadly  on  the  fair  landscape  which  sur* 
rounded  them ;  the  richly  wooded  hills  by  which  their 
view  was  bounded  ;  the  soft  valley  where  they  rested, 
through  which  a  mountain  stream,  clear  as  crystal;  and 
now  sparkUng  in  the  sun's  last  receding  ray,  rushed 
joyously  b^weea  its  narrow  banks,  almoat  touching 
their  feet  in  its  devious  course. 

"  I  will  leave  this  place,"  he  said,  ''  which  has 
i^orded  us  shelter  for  so  many  weeks ;  we  will  journey 
a^  we  best  can  towards  the  south — to  some  part  of  that 
country  which  I  once  called  my  own ;  there,  since  it 
must  be  so,  will  I  endeavour  to  forget  what  I  have 
been,  and  to  reconcile  myself  to  what  I  am.  Hard  task 
Cor  &wacrior;  jthia  fair  scene  around,  the  song  of  the 
birds,  the  murmur  of  the  stream,  which  thou  sayest 
otc^Al  to  form  my  fiubure  enjoyment — since  looking  and 
liatenittg  are  the  only  occupations  of  which  I  am  now 
capable— to  me  afford  far  more  of  pain  than  pleasure — 
to  me  the  spirit  stirring  trumpets  call — ^the  neighing  of 
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my  war*honi6,  are  more  grateful  than  these  woodland 
sounds,  which  may  be  sweet  to  the  weary  when  the 
toil  of  battle  b  past ;  but  the  delight  of  repose  can 
only  be  earned  by  previous  activity — perpetu^  rest 
becomes  perpetual  pain.'' 

These  words  touched  the  Countess  sensibly;  she 
felt  that  her  arguments,  her  intreaties,  even  her 
caresses  had  no  longer  the  power  to  soothe  the  irrita- 
tion of  his  mind  ;  whilst  in  violent  bodily  suffering,  and 
that  he  believed  himself  dying,  her  influence  was  un- 
bounded  ;  but  now,  with  returning  health  and  strength, 
the  warrior's  spirit  chafed  impatiently  s^ainst  the  state 
of  personal  imbecility  to  which  he  saw  himself  re- 
duced, even  by  the  chances  of  that  war  which  he  loved 
so  well. 

The  sun  had  set,  twilight  stole  slowly  over  the  hills, 
a  grey  haze  arose  from  the  earth,  shrouding  the  land- 
scape in  vapour^  and  rendering  vi^ue  and  indistinct 
every  object^  which  had  just  before  been  thrown  into 
strong  relief  and  touched  with  crimson  and  gold  by 
the  parting  sun-beam. 

The  inereasing  darkness  without,  rendered  the 
figures  of  Alice  and  Rose,  within  the  hut,  more 
distinctly  visible  as  they  bent  over  the  fire,  preparing 
the  evening  repast  of  such  simple  viands  as  they  were 
able,  from  time  to  time»  to  procure.  A  cow,  which 
had  strayed  firom  the  English  lines,  had  been  seized 
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eh.  by  some  of  the  few  Clansmen  who  yet  remained 
with  tho  Eari;  and,  on  the  milk  of  this  animal,  he 
and  the  females  of  hi^  family  generally  subsisted, 
whilst  the  men  foraged  for  themselves  in  the  woods 
and  rivers.  The  advancing  spring  having  somewhat 
mended  their  fare,  they  were  frequently  able  to  bring 
a  few  trout,  or  a  young  rabbit,  to  the  abode  of  their 
Chieftain;  and  some  supply  of  this  kind  had  been 
brought  in  the  morning,  when  the  Kearne  again 
departed  on  their  hunting  expedition. 

Alice  and  Rose  were  busily  employed  in  their  rustic 
cookery,  and  the  Earl  and  Countess  continued  to  sit 
beneath  the  tree,  both  silent  and  unusually  dejected ; 
she,  grieving  at  the  ill  success  of  her  efforts  to  recon- 
cile him  to  his  fate — and  he,  still  holding  her  hand, 
which  he  pressed  to  his  heart,  dreading  that  he  had 
by  ^is  captious  answer  given  her  pain — and  vainly 
seeking  in  his  mind  for  some  explanation,  some  tender 
and  consoling  expression,  to  heal  the  wound  which 
he  feared  that  he  had,  however  unintentionally, 
inflicted » 

By  a  kind  of  tacit  agreement,  neither  of  them  now 
ever  mentioned  Elinor ;  it  was  a  subject  too  painful 
for  discussion  :  the  tender  mother  endeavoured  to  hope 
that  the  charms,  gentleness,  and  real  merits  of  her 
child,  would  at  length  triumph  over,  and  dispel  the 
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clonda  whieb  btd  onrenliadowed  the  first  aumths  of 
her  meniage;  and  that  Lord  Gr^a  temp^  might 
soften,  whea  the  burst  of  pasaioa  and  jealousy  bad 
subsided. 

The  Earl  entertained  no  sneh  flattering  idea ;  bat 
saw  the  character  of  bis  son-in-law,  and  the  con- 
sequent unbappiness  of  bis  dqugbter,  in  a  truer  point 
of  yiew,  and  would  baye  separated  tben  if  possible* 
The  current  of  events,  had  mo  counter  to  his  wishes, 
and  wrecked  hb  hopes  in  that  as  well  as  in  alL  otlisf 
respects ;  be  could  say  nothing  pleasing  or  consoling 
to  the  Countess  on  the  subject,  and,  therefore,  sought 
to  ayoid  it  altogether;  especially,  at  this  moment, 
when  he  bad  just  made  use  of  expressions  which  he 
fancied  might  have  seemed  unkind  :  and  he  was  fully 
aware  that  the  real  calamities  wycb  they  were 
enduring,  were  more  than  sufficient,  without  addii^  an 
additional  pang  by  indulging  in  any  asperity  oi  temper 
however  slight.  He  was  cons<»ous  tiiat  his  emn  was 
considerably  changed ;  the  time  had  been  when 
nothing  could  irritate  or  discompose  him;  and  now 
—if  the  world  had  changed  to  him,  he  felt  that  he 
was  also  changed  to  the  world. 

They  still  sat,  seemkigly  uneenscioas  jof  the  lapse  of 
time,  until  Alice,  haviDg  finished  the  (to  her)  most 
agreeaUe  task  of  preparing  supper,  and  leaving  Rose 
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to  spread  and  anraage  tke  board  which  was  composed 
of  fovgk  bewm  plaaks  laid  across  the  trunk  of  a  tree^ 
she  adyanoed  in  search  of  her  Lord  and  Lady. 

**  An  is  this  the  way  wid  ye  both/'  she  exclaimed^ 
angrily y  **  whin  I  was  widin,  broiiin  the  trout,  mindin 
my  business,  an  not  mindin  ye'es,  for  ye'es  to  be 
sitfein  this  a  way  on  the  damp  grass,  wid  all  the  dew, 
an  the  mist,  ab  the  fog,  on  the  bare  heads  o'  ye'es,  an 
my  Lord  ony  jist  out  of  his  bed,  as  a  body  may  say, 
(sieh  as  It  wa5,)'^*"any  how,  he  had  a  coTer  oTer  his 
head,  an  a  litde  taste  of  fire  to  warm  him ; — an  now, 
for  nothki  at  all,  ye'es  are  sittin  here  after  nightfteill, 
an  ye'er  warm  supper  widin  ;  an  'tis'nt  so  much  o'  the 
Uke,  we've  had  o'  late,  that  its  fit  to  be  thought  so 
Httle  of." 

'^  Pardon  us  this  time,"  said  the  Earl,  smiling, 
hie  painlul  meditations  somewhat  dissipated  by  the 
Tivacity  of  Alice's  unceremonious  reproof;  *'  pardon 
our  forgetfulness,  good  nurse ;  we  have  nothing  to 
plead  in  our  excuse,  save  only,  that  being  absolutely 
without  employment,  we  take  no  note  of  time — 
perhaps,  because  it  has  no  longer  any  value  in  our 
eyes.-*-Come  in,  beloved;  Alice  is  in  the  right — ^I  feel 
the  night  air  becoming  damp  and  chill  i  come  in«-«thts 
shed,  humble  as  it  is,  can  shelter  us  from  that  at 
least." 
-    As  they  turned  to  pass  into  the  hut,  a  slight  rustling 
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amongBi  the  bushes  caused  the  Earl  to  stop 
call  out,  thinking  that  some  of  his  men  were  returning 
from  their  fencing  expedition ;  but  as  no  answer  was 
returned  y  and  the  sound  immediately  ceased,  he  pio- 
ceededy  concluding  that  it  had  been  only  caused  by 
the  movement  of  some  startled  bird. 

They  entered  their  humble  abode;  and,  placing 
themselves  beside  the  fire,  Alice  turned  to  close  tbe 
door;  a  task  which  she  unexpectedly  found  beyond 
her  strength  from  some  force  being  applied  on  the 
outside ;  and  the  next  instant  it  was  burst  open,  and 
a  crowd  of  armed  men,  rushing  in,  surrounded  the 
astonished  inmates. 

Alice  and  Rose,  shrieking  wildly,  clung  around 
their  Lord,  whom  they  justly  supposed  to  be  the  ob- 
ject of  this  attack.  The  Countess  was  mute — her 
pale  lips  refused  to  utter  a  sound — and  h^  eyes  be- 
came dim,  as  she  beheld  O 'Kelly,  now  in  his  own 
form,  without  disguise,  and  recognized  in  him  their 
direst  foe, 

"  Whom  dost  thou  seek  here?"  said  the  Earl, 
addressing  the  ruffian  leader;  ''  I  am  the  Earl  of 
Desmond,  the  sworn  enemy  and  opposer  of  English 
encroachment — but,  as  thou  may'est  behold,  no  longer 
in  a  state  to  make  any  further  active  effort  for  the 
liberation  of  my  country ;  it  will  avail  then  nothing 
to  the  English  Viceroy,  of  whom  thou  art, .  I  pre- 
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sume^  the  emissary,  to  possess  himself  of  the  mutilated 
remains  of  him  who  was  the  Lord  of  Munster ;  but 
who  now  holds  not  a  rood  of  land  which  he  can  call 
his  own,  nor  a  roof  to  shelter  him  from  the  weather, 
save  these  rough  hewn  branches,  erected  by  Irish 
hands — ^more  true  and  faithful  to  their  Chieftain,  and 
their  country,  than  thou,  recreant,  who  sellest  thyself 
to  betray  the  soil  which  gave  thee  birth." 

"  Ye  are  wonderful  stout,  my  Lord  of  Desmond, 
that  was,'*  replied  O'Kelly,  *'  considering  ye  look 
but  wakely,  and  mighty  awkward  entirely,  wid  ony 
one  arm;  why,  now,  myself  id  be  ashamed  to  be 
wantin  to  live  on  in  sich  a  half  an  half  kind  of  a  way ; 
tho'  I'm  not  sich  a  grate  Lord,  to  be  shure,  but  ony  a 
poor  spalpeen  like,  that  ye  were  ashamed  to  make 
kith  or  kin  of,  yet  ye  might  ha'  looked  far  an  near, 
an  found  ne'er  a  one  fitter  to  make  a  Lady  of,  than 
Basilica  O'Kelly;  ye'er  own  Lady,  stannin  there — ^ 
why,  she's  fair  an  proud — an  may  be,  that  my  daugh- 
ter, if  she'd  had  the  luck  to  be  set  in  her  place,  id 
have  become  her  station  jist  as  well;  for  she  was 
as  fair,  ay,  an  right  proud  too,  ony  she  had'nt  the 
same  manes  o'  shewin  it ;  an  now,  for  her  sake 
that's  dead  an  gone,  an  that  left  her  blessin  behind 
for  ye  in  cold  iron,  why  ye  shall  have  a  taste  o' 
jDiine." 

He  held  in  his  hand  a  broad,  straight,  two-edged 
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■wordy  (something  lik«  that  called  a  Claymore,  by 
the  Scotch  Highlanders,)  with  which  he  adyaaced 
upon  the  defenceless  Desmond;  who,  BCTertheless, 
stood  at  bay,  with  as  high  a  bearing,  as  if  he  had  been 
armed  and  capable  of  resistance.  The  Countess, 
flinging  her  arms  around  him,  interposed  herself  as 
a  shield,  in  such  a  manner,  that  it  wa»  impossible 
to  strike  at  him  excepting  through  her ;  and  Alice 
and  Rose,  who  had  until  then  clung  around  his 
knees,,  sobbing  and  screaming,  now  springing  up, 
attacked  the  spy  with  all  the  fury  and  yiol^ice  of 
which  their  strength  was  capable. 
.  AUce,  fixing  one  of  her  hands  in  the  back  of  his 
head,  and  setting  the  other  in  his  ftiee,  with  the  first 
tore  out  his  hair  in  handsful,  and  -with  the  latter 
drew  streams  of  blood  down  his  cheeks ;  whilst  Kose 
set  all  her  force,  but  in  yain,  te  wrench  the  murderous 
weapon  from  his  grasp. 

<'  Take  away  the  wild  cat,^  roared  O'Kelly; 
**  take  her  off  o'  me,  or  I'll  murther  her,  ^o'  she  be 
a  woman.*' 

**  Why,'*  replied  one  of  the  Engl»h  troopers,  as 
rather  reluctantly  they  advanced  to  his  assistance, 
*'  ye  see  as  how.  Master  O'Kelly,  the  Deputy  has 
ordered  us  not  to  harm  the  women,  'specially  that 
'ere  fine  Lady;  an,  mayhap,  it  would  be  as  well  to 
try  hit  words," 
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'^  I'll  make  minc^  mate  o'  ye'^e^r  all,  if  ye'es  dont 
take  her  off/'  duMited  O' KeUy»  still  atruggling  uadeor 
the  cUw9  of  Alice ;  ''I  know  what  my  orders  are 
better  nor  any  o*  ye'ea^" 

The  soldiersy  who  also  knew  that  they  were  abso* 
kitely  under  his  command^  accordingly  obeyed;   the 
frantic   Alice  was  removed  from  her  prey,  and  not* 
withstanding  her  terrific  cries  and  struggles,  forcibly 
lleld  back.    The  less  vigorous  Rose  was  oyerpowered 
with  little  <K£Giculty ;  but,  to  separate  the  unfortunate 
httsband  and  wife>  required  a  &r  greater  exertion  of 
force.    The  Earl,  exesperatcid— maddened— throwing 
\m  only  oemaining  arm  around  her,  defied  ihntm  all 
wi&k  ft  force  and  fury  more  fitting  to  his  foEOier, 
thmi  to  his  present  state ;  and  it  was  not  until  O'Kelly, 
with  the  most  terrible  oaths,  swore  that  be  would 
cut  her  in  pieces  to  get  at  iiim»  that  the  unfortunate 
Chieftain  relinquished  his  hold— 4hen,  only,  he  suf- 
fered the  soldiers  to  tear  her  from  him ;  and  the  next 
moment  saw  him  stagger  and  fall  against  the  planks 
which  had  been  previously  arranged  for  their  supper 
table.    (^Kelly's  sword  was  through  his   body,  on 
which  the  ruffian  set  his  foot  in  ord^  to  withdraw 
the  weapon ;    the  Earl  turned  his  dying  eyes  with 
a  took  of  rage  and  defiance  on  his  murderer^  who 
(^ied  Qut^ 

**  Hould  that  lopk  still,   my  X^ord  of  I>esmoftd, 
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t'wili  become  ye'er  face  mightily  whin  its  stickbg 
'pon  top  o'  Temple  Bar  in  the  City  o'  London/' 

And,  as  he  spoke,  with  one  blow  he  seyered  the 
head  from  the  body  of  the  last  Chieftain  of  the 
Desmonds. 


• 


One  long  wild  cry  broke  from  the  lips  of  the  Coan*- 
tess  I  A  cry,  so  dreadful  and  appalling,  that,  years 
after,  when  on  his  dying  bed,  the  until  then  relentless 
O'Kelly,  heard  with  terrible  agonies  that  shriek 
which  he  had  been  destined  never  to  forget !  In  vain 
he  entreated  to  be  moyed  from  room  to  room — from 
house  to  house;  that  sound  still  pursued  him,  and 
rung  in  his  ears  like  a  fearful  warning  to  awaken 
his  guilty  conscience !  *  *  * 


That  cry— the  only  sound  which  the  Countess  had 
uttered  since  the  appearance  of  O'Kelly,  was  also 
the  last  evidence  of  sense  or  feeling  breathed  by  her 
for  many  ensuing  years !  That  fair  forehead,  so  lately 
bound  with  a  diadem,  now  closely  pressed  to  the 
eaorth — she  lay  a  fearful  memento  of  the  instability  of 
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all  human  greatness  ! — her   long  and  glossy  tresses 
clotted  with  the  fast  congealing  blood  of  the  husband 

of  her  youth,  whose  headless  body  lay  beside  her  I — 

«  «  «  «»  •  .« 

•  •  «  *  «  • 

But  the  combined  force  of  the  soldiers  seemed 
at  that  terrible  moment  insufficient  to  retain  Alice ; 
she  burst  furiously  from  their  grasp —she  snatched 
up  the  gory  head,  and  rolling  it  in  her  mantle,  pressed 
it  closely  to  her  bosom,  crying,  ^'  that  the  earth  was 
not  worthy  to  drink  his  blood  !"*  Then  rushing  forth 
into  the  woods,  rapidly  pursued  by  O'Kelly,  to  whom 
the  head  was  a  prize  not  to  be  quietly  relinquished; 
since  he  fully  expected,  that  which  in  fact  he  after- 
wards obtained,  a  magnificent  reward  for  placing  it 
on  the  gate  of  Temple  Bar,  as  a  manifesto  of  the  total 
extinction  of  the  rebel  race  of  Desmond. 

TVhilst  O'Relly  pursued  Alice  through  the  intricate 
mazes  of  the  forest,  often  losing  sight  of  her  amongst 
the  trees  and  rocks,  which  overhung  the  winding 
stream,  the  English  troopers  perceived  that  the  work 
which  they  had  been  commissioned  to  execute,  was 
completed  without  much  of  interference  on  their  part ; 
although  it  had  not  been  done  exactly  in  the  way  in 
which  they  had  comprehended  the  orders  of  the 
Deputy — namely,  to  take  the  Earl  of  Desmond  alive, 

•  Spencer. 
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if  poflBible.  However,  true  soldier  like,  diey  trou- 
bled themselTea  but  little  on  this  nibject,  sinee  idiot^ 
ever  had  been  done,  no  blame  co«ild  attach  tu  tbem 
— they  had  done  their  duty,  and  obeyed  the  ordos 
of  their  leader. 

Accordingly,  they  withdrew  frtMn  the  dwelling  of 
the  bereav^ed  Countess,  without  further  interferenoe 
with  the  inmates,  excepting  only  that  one  of  them 
whispered  Rose,  **  that  he  would  give  her  a  ride,  and  a 
warm  berth  at  the  end  of  her  journey,  if  she  would 
mount  behind  and  accompany  him ;''  but,  receivii^  no 
answer  to  his  gallantry,  which  Rose,  who  bung  weep' 
ing  over  the  Countess,  did  not  evmi  seem  to  hear,  he 
disdained  to  repeat  his  invitation ;  leaving,  as  he  said, 
"  the  saucy  damsel  to  wait  until  she  got  a  bet^r 
offer." 

Mounting  their  horses,  tiie  dragoons  awmted  for 
some  time  with  tolerable  patience  the  return  of  their 
leader  ;  but  upon  his  non-appearance  one  of  them 
at  length  proposed  to  dismount  and  go  in  search  of 
him ;  observing  that — 

**  That  'ere  Irish  witch  might  be  too  many  for 
him,  and  leave  him  drowning  in  some  of  those  bottom- 
less swamps,  which  they  call  bogs,  in  this  here 
country." 

This  advice  was  after  some  demur  and  reluctance 
adopted;  the  soldiers  feeling  but  little  relish  to  ex- 
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plore  the  untrodden  labyrinths  of  a  wiM  Irbh  forest. 
But  just  as  they  had  determined,  and  begun  to 
difAnount  in  preparation,  although  by  no  means  cer- 
tain ^hat  path  to  pursue,  O'Kelly  appeared  at  some 
distance ;  and  making  s^alr  to  them,  of  which  they 
did  not  at  first  comprehend  the  import— until, 
looking  in  the  direction  he  pointed,  they  descried 
a  man,  mounted  on  a  powerful  black  horse,  and 
galloping  with  prodigious  speed  down  the  hill,  al- 
though he  bore  some  burden  wrapt  in  a  large  cloak 
across  the  front  of  his  saddle,  which  totally  covered 
the  horse's  shoulders.  The  soldiers,  following  the 
signals  of  O'Kelly,  immediately  re-mounted,  and 
pursued  this  horseman ;  who  on  observing  that  he 
was  so  chased,  altering  his  course,  fled  along  the 
ralley;  and  his  horse,  clearing  the  river  at  a  bound, 
soon  bore  him  out  of  sight  over  the  opposite  hills. 

"  Halt !"  cried  one  of  the  Englishmen,  "  I  don't 
half  like  this  here  service;  no  natural  horse,  in  a 
Christian  country,  and  rode  by  a  Christian  rider, 
ever  took  such  a  leap  as  that  'ere  thing,  looking  like 
a  real  animal  with  a  man  on  his  back  has  just  done  ; 
its  a  something  that  old  Irish  witch  has  conjured  up, 
off  hand,  to  lead  us  astray;  I  dtd'nt  like  the  looks 
of  her  from  the  beginning — and  then,  no  mortal 
woman  was  ever  so  strong-^— why,  she  knocked  us  all 
about  just  as  if  we  had    been  so  many hark  ! 
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what's  that  ? — ^wheel  to  the  right — ^let's  be  oflF — ih&n'n 
more  devilments  coming.'' 

The  long  ullaloo,  or  Irish  howl,  rising  from  the 
hills,  behind  which  the  strange  horseman  had  dis- 
appeared, rendered  the  alarm  of  the  Englishman  nei- 
ther surprising,  nor  unnatural ;  and  when  this  uncouth 
sound  was  immediately  followed  by  the  appearance 
of  a  number  of  half  clothed,  ragged,  and  emaciated 
figures,  running  in  all  directions  over  the  hills,  and 
in  such  numbers,  that  they  seemed  to  arise  from  the 
earth ;  their  long  and  matted  hair  flying  in  the  wind, 
and  the  rags  which  only  partially  covered  their  hairy 
and  sun-burnt  bodies  streaming  in  every  direction. 
The  English  troopers,  utterly  forgetting  their  leader, 
needed  no  word  of  command ;  but  simultaneously 
setting  spurs  to  their  horses,  fled  towards  Dublin 
with  a  speed  which  relaxed  not  until  they  were  many 
miles  distant  from  the  objects  of  their  alarm. 

O' Kelly,  who  had  regained  his  prize  from  Alice, 
finding  himself  thus  deserted,  and  by  no  means  mis- 
taking his  countrymen  for  devils,  or  for  any  other 
than  that  of  which  they  bore  the  semblance,  (in  his 
eyes  at  least,)  that  of  the  starving  natives,  roused, 
as  he  supposed,  to  fury,  and  flying  to  avenge  the 
murder  of  their  Chieftain,  whose  head  he  at  that 
moment  bore,  his  only  resource  was  instant  conceal- 
ment, which  was  by  no  means  an  easy  task ;  for  well 
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«8  be  was  acquainted  with  every  nook  and  dell, 
those  whom  he  sought  to  avoid,  were  equally  accus- 
tomed to  all  the  most  secret  recesses  of  their  own 
wild  woods. 

Rolling  then  his  ghastly  trophy  closely  in  his 
mantle,  lest  the  dropping  blood  should  betray  him, 
the  murderer  sought  the  nearest  refuge  amongst  the 
thick  growing  branches  of  a  luxuriant  chesnut,  whose 
broad  green  leaves  formed  a  cover  which  no  eye  might 
penetrate. 

Leaving  him  then  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  reflec- 
tions^  OD  having  so  successfully  accomplished  that, 
which  had  for  years  been  the  aim  and  object  of  his 
life,  we  must,  in  order  to  account  for  the  appearance 
of  the  singular  horseman,  and  the  burden  which  he 
carried,  request  of  the  reader  to  accompany  us  once 
more  to  the  Irish  n^etropolis,  retrograding  a  day  or 
two,  in  order  to  take  up  the  scene  on .  the  morning 
appointed  for  the  execution  of  Lord  Thomas  Fitz- 
gerald, 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Yes,  weep ! — 9nd  however  my  foes  may  condema. 

Thy  tean  shall  efface  their  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  goilty  to  them^ 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee ! 

Thosb  who  saw  Elinor  on  that  fatal  morning, 
covld  scareely  recognize  in  her  that  brilliant  beanty^ 
who  had,  so  short  a  space  before,  graced  the  Vice* 
Regal  Court. 

Pale  as  marble,  with  disheyelled  hair,  and  dis^ 
ordered  dress,  she  was  dragged,  rather  than  led,  tot 
magnificent  and  elevated  beat,  from  whence  it  was 
intended  that  she  should  witness  the  closing  scene  of 
her  ill-fated  lover's  misfortunes. 

The  rising  sun  glanced  brightly  from  helm  and 
hauberk,  and  played  over  polished  lance  head,  and 
gilded  banner — as  reining  in  his  proud  war-steed 
to  a  measured  pace,  Sir  William  Brereton  led  forth 


ROMANCB  IN   IRELAN0.  219 

the  whole  of  the  troc^»,  both  horse  and  foot,  tbtn 
eomposii^  the  ^trison  of  Dublin;  and  drew  th^» 
m  a  beh  aiomid  tbe  field,  which  had  been  marked  out 
as  the  theatre  of  Lord  Grey's  ren^eance. 

This  military  force,  considerable  in  itself,  was 
paraded  with  all  of  display  and  pomp,  which  the 
fine  appearance  of  the  men,  the  splendour  of  their 
apparel,  and  tbe  g;ay  caparison  of  their  horses,  ren* 
dered  likely  to  impress  an  exaggerated  idea  of  their 
strength  on  any  part  of  the  populace  there  assembled, 
who  might  be  native  Irish.' 

However  of  those,  although  considerable  crowds 
had  collected,  long  before  day-light,  it  was  quite 
uncertain  whether  any  were  aboriginal  natives — since 
the  most  part,  both  of  the  commercial,  as  well  as  of 
the  lower  orders,  dwelling  in  the  metropolis,  were 
Dani^  settlers  (Ostmen),  and  their  descendants;  and 
these  people  had  shewn  themselves  adverse  to  the 
calise  of  the  Geraldines  a  few  months  before,  when 
they  had  shut  the  City  Gates  on  the  party  of  Irish, 
admitted  by  treaty  to  besiege  the  Castle. 

But  of  whatever  race  or  description  might  be  the 
tbonsuids>  congregating  from  all  quarters,  both  from 
within  and  from  without  the  City,  they  appeared 
most  formidable  in  the  eyes  of  Sir  William  Brereton-^ 
who  was,  by  this  time,  pretty  well  experienced  in  the 
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uncertainty  of  Irish  warfore^  which  had  so  frequendjr 
baffled  all  regular  military  calculation ;  and  whilst  tiie 
wary  General,  in  order  to  intimidate,  ordered  some 
light  pieces  of  artillery  to  be  wheeled  on  the  ground,  he 
secretly  marrelled,  if  the  Deputy  really  intended 
to  'hurry  on  the  execution,  ere  the  vessel,  bearing 
the  Ring's  orders,  had  arrived:  since  it  was  now 
well  known  to  all,  that  she  was  actually  lying  without 
the  bar,  with  signals  flying,  and  ready  to  enter  the 
harbour  with  the  rising  tide. 

The  field  in  which  this  strange  pageant  was  in 
preparation  sloped  towards  the  east,  and  commanded 
a  splendid  view  of  the  beautiful  and  unequalled  Bay 
of  Dublin;  where,  softly  undulating  on  the  bosom 
of  the  smooth  and  now  sparkling  waters,  lay  the 
vessel  in  question,  the  English  flag  gaily  streanuag 
from  the  mast  head;  and  as  Sir  William  Brereton 
gazed,  attentively,  he  could  distinctly  see,  notwith- 
standing the  distance,  and  the  level  rays  of  the  rising 
sun  dazzling  his  eyes,  a  small  boat  shoot  from  h^^ 
side,  and  cut  its  way  towards  the  shore  with  astonish- 
ing rapidity. 

Had  telescopes  been  as  much  in  use  in  those  days 
as  they  have  subsequently  become,  he  might,  by 
such  aid/  haire  discerned  in  that  boat  the  aged 
Primate,  urging  the  six  rowers  to  still  greater  exer- 
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tions,  and  clasping  to  his  bosom  the  royal  despatches, 
whieh  his  trembling  hands  had  scarcely  strength  to 
hold. 

.  If  the  rigid,  although  humane  General,  had  been 
able  to  distinguish  this,  he  might  have  been  less 
apprehensive,  lest  any  proceeding,  so  irregular,' so 
illegal,  and  so  disgraceful  to  the  British  name,  should 
take  place,  as  a  condemnation  and  execution,  unsanc- 
tioned by  the  royal  authority.  Even,  as  it  was,  he 
felt  in  some  degree  satisfied,  on  seeing  the  boat  from 
the  vessel  proceeding  so  rapidly  towards  the  shores 
since  he  had  no  doubt  but  that  it  had  beien  despatched 
by  the  Viceroy,  and  that  he  would  act  according  to 
the  orders  thereby  obtained. 

Under  this  impression,  therefore.  Sir  William  Brereton 
proceeded  to  marshal  forth  his  men  at  arms,  drawing 
them  in  close  files  several  ranks  deep — comprising, 
within  their  circle,  the  canopied  throne  of  the  un- 
happy Elinor;  and  scarcely  more  melancholy  ia  its 
object,  although  so  different  in  outward  form,  the 
flcafeld,  arrayed  in  funeral  pomp.  Over  the  head  of 
the  former  waved  the  English  flag,  in  its  ''  pride  of 
place  ;*'  and,  at  the  foot  of  the  latter,  lay  the  prostrate 
banner  of  the  Geraldines. 

Beyond  this  military  screen  the  plain  was  crowded, 
even  to  the  remotest  distance  which  the  eye  could 
reach,  with  the  silent  and  expectant  populace. 
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Of  the  natwre  of  Ikeir  feelings,  if  they  had  mny 
beyond  aiere  cnnoaty,  no  ootwaid  ngn  was  giveft^ 
all  was  so  profoundly  still,  that  the  word  of  the  oook- 
naddkig  oftoer,  and  die  dang  of  arms,  as  the  soldiers 
feU  lAio  their  allotted  place,  was  heard  as  distinedy 
by  tboee  in  the  extreme  distance,  and  on  the  outBkiriB 
of  the  wood,  from  whence  the  sound  was  retained  in 
a  sharp  eeho,  as  by  those  who  had  pressed  closely, 
even  on  the  rerge  of  the  excluding  circle. 

The  arrangements  were  complete — a  pause  easned, 
daring  which  the  attendants,  who  supported  £liaor, 
could  almoat  hear  the  pulsations  of  her  heart,  which 
beat  thick  and  fast,  seemingly  beyond  the  power  of  her 
delicate  frame  to  endure. 

This  awM  silence  was  at  length  broken  by  a  sndden 
flourish  of  wind  instruments — a  spirited  and  martial 
music,  which  imme£ately  preceded  the  arrival  of  the 
Lord  Deputy,  who,  surrounded  by  the  Ofieers  of  his 
household,  now  rode  into  the  centre  of  the  inclosed 
space***-his  countenance  was  deadly  pale,  and  his  lip 
ooanpressed,  as  if  suffering  under  some  violeat  internal 
straggle ;  but  as  he  rode  along  the  lines,  he  reoetred 
and  returned  tbe  imiitary  salute  with  his  oaual  gtaoe 
and  urbanity  of  manner. 

That  ceremony  conduded,  without  cssdng  a  glance 
towards  his  unhappy  wife,  be  drew  up  bis  horse  oppo- 
site to  tine  scaffold ;  and  ins  personal  attendaats  dosing 
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miouad  him^  all    awaited  with  a  strange  feeliag  of 
doQbt  and  awe,  what  was  next  to  ensue. 

The  martial  music  which  had  preceded  and  accom* 
^panied  Lord  Grey,  was  hushed — and  another  strain 
was  now  heard  from  a  dbtance. 
'  A  long  procession  of  bare-footed  Friars,  clothed  in 
Uack,  walkiag  two  and' two,  advanced  slowly  from 
the  City  Gate,  bearing  a  large  crucifix  in  front,  and 
moving  onwajrds  towards  the  plain. 

They  chaunted  in  chorus  the  **  De  Profundis,''  ^md 
in  the  ftillness  of  the  early  morning  not  a  breeze  arose 
to  disturb  or  disperse  the  tones  of  their  deep  and 
sonorous  voices ;  nor  did  any  other  soimd  break  on  the 
solemn  anthem,  save  only  as  they  neared  the  military 
screen,  the  voice  of  Sir  William  jfoereton,  in  one  short 
emj^atic  word,  gave  the  order,  which  was  immediately 
followed  by  the  clash  of  arms,  as  the  soldiers  fell  back 
to  form  a  vista  for  the  admission  of  the  mournful  pro* 
cession. 

That  momentary  interruption  past,  the  funeral 
chaunt  was  alone  heard  as  the  Friars  proceeded 
onwards  to  the  scaffold. 

Immediately  following  these  holy  men,  came  a  btmd 
of  Battle  Axe  Guards  on  foot ;  and  in  the  centre  of 
diis  group,  a  single  horseman. 

His  countenance  was  pale,  but  fearless ;  he  gaged 
boldly  and  proudly,  and  with  an  expression  somewhat 
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resembliog  sooni,  on  all  this  needless  pomp— 4lie 
splendour  of  all  tliis  puUic  display »  which ,  although  il 
might  be  supposed  to  be  in  honour  of  his  rank,  he 
rather  felt  had  probably  been  adopted,  in  the  tub 
hope  of  forcing  that  heart  to  quail,  tar  wiuch  death, 
however  accompanied,  had  now  no  terrors. 

His  bearing  was  h^h  and  haughty ;  bis  eye  was 
undimmed  as  he  gased  around,  taking  one  last  look  of 
his  native  land,  adorned  with  all  the  loveliness  of  the 
early  spring  ;  fresh,'  green,  and  breathing  incense. 
Once,  and  once  only,  be  changed  colour,  when  his  eye 
caught  thci  canopied  throne^  and  its  apparently  dying 
occupant.  His  cheek,  at  that  moment,  fiui^ed  %  deep 
crimson;  which  hue  it  retained  unaltered,  as  willi  a 
firm  step  be  ascended  the  steps  leading  to  the^scaffold ; 
gracefully,  and  with  dignity,  saluting  those  spectators 
who  were  without  the  screen,  and  passing  unheeded 
over  those  who  were  within;  nor  suffering  his  eye  to 
rest  again  on  her,  who  had  been  there  placed  in  order 
to  inflict  on  him  a  last  pang,  beyond  that  of  theparting 
of  soul  and  body. 

At  the  mute  salutation  of  the  young  Chieftain,  the 
hitherto  repressed  feelings  of  the  multitude  burst  f<Hrth 
simultaneously  in  a  shout,  which  "  made  the  welkin 
ring,''  and  which  was  returned  in  a  thousand  echos,  from 
mountain  and  valley,  from  wood  and  shore ;  and  which, 
as  it  died  slowly  away,  left  a  feeling  of  pride,  almost 
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of  pleasure,  on  the  heart  of  him  thus  greeted;  and 
sent  something  like  doubt  and  dismay  to  that  of  th^ 
Lord  Deputy. 

To  Sir  William  Brereton,  also,  it  gave  a  sensation 
by  no. means  agreeable;  and  spurring  his  horse  up 
beside  Lord  Grey,  he  entered  into  a  long  and 
whispered  conference,  during  which  many  were  the 
glances,  although  very  different -in  expression,  directed 
by  both  towards  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald ;  who,  now 
endeavouring  to  shake  off  his  last  earthly  feeling,  gave 
his  whole  and  undivided  attention  to  the  Rever»»d 
Priest,  who  stood  beside  him  ready  to  adminbter  the 
last  consolations  of  religion — ^nor  did  he  deem  it  too 
worldly  or  intensive  a  thought,  to  breathe  one  jsigh  of 
r^ret,  for  the,  to  him,  unaccountable  absence  at  that 
solemii  moment,  of  his  first,  his  earliest,  and  truest 
friend. 

The  cause  of  this  absence  of  the  Primate  was  as 
yet  unknown  to  others  as  to  him  whom  it  most  con- 
eerned ;  but  a  short  time  sufficed  to  bring  the  expla- 
nation. 

**  Not  so,"  replied  Lord  Grey,  in  answer  to  Sir 
William  Brereton's  whispered  remonstrance ;  ''  the 
attempt  to  break  prison  on  yester-night,  would  be  a 
sufficient  justification  of  the  course,  which  I  now  feel 
it  necessary  to  pursue  with  this  dangerous  and 
hardened  traitor—- even  if  it  were,  as  you  say,  possible 
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that  kk  Mij«Bty  inght  giBUta  rqpiiere,  in  tcinier  to  ii^ 
yettigateall  tfieefaemiislttMMof  thkniatteriiiomla^ 
it  is  erident  that  such  reprieye  most  Imve  bMO'  gnartsd 
previoasly  to  the  coBWiiflsioii  of  this  aggrayating  fact— 
and  by  not  awaiting  the  arriyal  of  the  despatches,  I 
avoid  the  chance  of  beittg  obliged  to  act  in  seeming 
opposition  to  the  royal  will.  We  can  no  longer  trust 
to  confine,  or  to  sead  captive  to  England,  one  who  hath 
contrived  (I  know  not  by  what  means,  unless  he  be  in 
league  with  the  Devil,)  twice  to  break  forth  from  such 
strong  holds  as  no  other  hutnan  being  could  have 
dreamed  of  attempting.  By  what  aid  this  was  accom- 
plished I  have  yet  to  discover — ^but  it  shall  be  dis- 
covered—'I  pledge  my  office ;  nor,''  he  added,  witii 
a  stern  and  determined  manner,  **  do  I  hold  any  nna 
the  friend  of  the  English  Government,  who  would 
interpose,  with  an  ill-timed  pretence  of  humanity,  any 
delay  in  the  execution  of  justice.'' 

Sir  William  Brereton  retreated ;  but  with  a  strong 
feeling  of  disappointment.  As  an  Engiishman  he  felt 
his  national  pride  and  sense  of  honour  deeply  wounded, 
in  beholding  the  representative  of  the  Sovereign  thus 
pursuing  a  line  of  conduct  so  contrary  to  good  policy, 
and  the  welfieu^  of  the  State ;  and  that  so  eyidently 
solely  for  the  purpose  of  gratifying  a  private  feeling  of 
resentment ;  since  Lord  Grey,  nor  no  other  man  oouM 
really  be  so  blind  and  so  infatuated  as  to  suppose,  that 
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the  public  eiecation  of  one  or  more  leaderd,  however 
Malted  in  rank  or  talent,  could  contribute  to  render 
the  Irish  nation  less  turbulent,  or  more  loyal  and 
submissive,  so  long  as  their  wrongs  wefe  unredressed ; 
or  that  amongst  so  gifted  a  people,  fresh  leaders  would 
not,  like  the  heads  of  the  hydra,  spring  up  by  hun" 
dreds  for  one  destroyed. 

He  had  reined  up  his  horse  beside  an  Irishman,  who 
was  a  strong  proof  of  this  impolicy.  Sir  Edmund 
Butler,  formerly  a  staunch  partizan  of  the  Crown,  and 
a  fierce  enemy  of  the  Geraldines,  had  in  consequence 
of  some  late  transactions  found  both  his  loyalty  to  the 
one,  and  his  enmity  to  the  other  considerably  shaken  ; 
besides  being  peri^onally  offended  and  mortified,  on 
finding  that  his  own  influence  with  the  King's  Deputy 
was  as  n6thing,  although  it  was  known  to  all  as  well 
as  to  him,  that  his  brother,  the  Earl  of  Ormond,  had 
the  ear  of  his  Majesty;  and  that  he  had  through  the 
request  of  Sir  Edmund  solicited  the  pardon  of  l^ord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald  as  a  personal  favour. 

Sir.  Edmund  now  informed  the  English  General  in 
a  low  voice,  i  that  all  further  application  to  the  Deputy 
was  useless,  since  he  himself  had  previously  tried  every 
pfauifiible  argument  for  delay  in  vain  :  ''  but,"  be 
added;  in  a  still  lower  tone — ''  I  do  not  quite  despair, 
if  it  be  indeed  true,  as  hath  been  already  whispered, 
that  a  reprieve  at  least,  if  not  an  actual  pardon  for 
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this  unfiQCtanate  youog  man,  hath  absolutely  been 
graated-— aad  it  may  yet  be  in  time — he  has  a  zealous 
and  eficient  friend,  and  that  friend,  I  ween,  is  actively 
employed  at  this  momentT-a  circumstance. L  should 
scarcely  think  the  Lord  Deputy  can  be  unacquainted 
with ;  and  as  he  seemeth  tranquil  at  this  present,  and 
not  disposed  to  hurry,  I  should  hope^" 

Here  the  speech  of  Sir  £dmund  was  interrupted  by 
a  tremendous  shout  from  the  assembled  multitude — not 
now,  however,  as  before,  in  the  tumultuous  but 
sorrowful  greeting  to  the  victim,  for  whose  rekase 
they  believed  no  human  e£fort  could  avail ;  now,  it 
was,  with  triumphant  cries,  and  deafening  clamosr, 
that  they  hailed  the  approach  of  the  Primate,  who 
raised,  on  the  shoulders  of  his  attendants,  was  borne 
forward  with  rapid  steps — ^whilst  their  delighted  cries, 
of  a  '^  Reprieve,  a  Pardon,"  was  repeated  from  man 
to  man,  until  it  rung  from  the  united  voices  like 
thunder  in  the  ears  of  the  Deputy. 

With  a  faint  cry,  Elinor,  repeating  the  wofd, 
sprang  from  the  arms  of  her  Ladies  in  waiting,  and 
rushed  wildly  towards  Cromar.  The  soldiers  involun- 
tarily drew  back,  and  opened  a  way  for  the  unhappy 
Lady  to  pass ;.  one  glance  at  this  sudden  and  strange 
movement,  told  to  Lord  Grey  her  object  and  her 
aim,  of  which  she  was  in  fact  herself  unconscious. 
Drawing  forth  a  white  handkerchief,    he  waved  it  in 
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the  air,  at  the  same  momeqt  in  which  the  frantic 
Blinor  reached  the  Primate,  from  whose  trembling 
hands  she  caught  the  important  paper — and,  holding 
it  aloft,  flew,  with  fawn-like  speed,  amidst  the  joyous 
shouts  of  the  multitude,  crying,  **  a  pardon,  a 
pardon."  She  was  too  late.  As  she  arrived  at  the 
fatal  spot,  the  executioner,  who  had  instantly  acted 
upon  the  coqcerted  signal  given  by  the  Lord  Deputy, 
held  up,  by  the  dark  and  glossy  ringlets,  the  bleeding 
and  still  beautiful  head ;  proclaiming  aloud,  '*  This  is 
the  head  of  a  traitor." 


Then  there  was  seen,  in  the  remote  distance,  a  man 
on  horseback  approaching,  with  such  desperate  speed, 
as  if  he  likewise  had  come  on  the  same  vain  errand. 
The  now  silent  crowd  opened  gradually,  and  suffered 
him  to  pass  through ;  as  he  neared  the  English  soldiers 
they  also  fell  back ;  but,  in  wild  terror  and  confusion, 
on  the  sight  of  the  never  to  be  forgotten  horse  on  which 
he  was  mounted  ;^t  was  the  same,  that  very  same 
coal  black,  fiend-like  steed,  which  they  had  left  to 
perish  in  the  morass  into  which  he  had  plunged  both 
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hittMelf,  and  Lord  Ofey.  H«  wm  ttot  to  be  mistakeii; 
his  Tast  size,  the  fiery  eye^  the  open  scarlet  nosttUi 
from  wbieh  his  hreath  ascended  in  clouds  of  yapoiin 
'^and,  abore  all,  his  more  than  mortal  speed-^t  was, 
it  could  be  no  other,  than  the  terrible  Brien. 

The  rider  was  a  slight,  delicate  looking,  fair  hairad 
boy ;  from  his  appearance  tbtally  inadetioate  to 
controul  this  fierce  animal,  which,  indeed,  he  scarcely 
seemed  to  hold ;  riding,  with  more  of  reckless  indifTer- 
ence  to  the  horse's  movements,  than  with  skill.  Bis 
course  was  direct  for  the  scaffold,  and  none  stayed  to 
impede  his  progress ;  all  fied  in  terror  at  the  apparition 
of  the  sorcerer  steed  ;  even  the  executioner  dropt  the 
bleeding  head,  which  he  had,  a  moment  before,  dis- 
played with  savage  triumph,  and  hastily  retreated  like 
the  rest. 

Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  scafibld,  the  youthful 
horseman,  checking  his  rapid  course,  gazed  for  an 
instant  on  the  terrible  Spectacle  before  him ;  lifting 
up  the  fair  head,  he  pressed  his  lips  sadly  to  the  pallid 
brow ;  then,  suddenly  stooping,  flung  his  arms  around 
the  body,  laying  it  across  the  horse's  neck.  Without 
taking  up  the  reinSf  his  whole  attention  seeming 
absorbed  in  the  mournful  prize,  of  which  he  had  thus 
so  strangely  possessed  himself,  he  struck  his  spurs 
into  the  flanks  of  his  wild  steed,  and  departed  with 
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the  same  furious  speed  with  which  he  had  arriyed; 
▼aBifidiiiig  from  the  eyes  of  the  astonished  speetators, 
ere  any  had  summoned  courage  to  advance  and  inter- 
rupt him. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Yet  speak  to  me  !^I  have  out-watched  the  stan^ 
And  gaz'd  o'er  Heaven  in  vain,  io  search  of  thee. 
Speak  to  me ! — I  have  wander'd  o'er  the  earth. 
And  never  found  thy  likeness— speak  to  me  I 
This  once-— once  more  t 

"  OcH  hone!    Rosy,  jewel,**  cried  Alice,   "  do  ye 

think  sh'ell  evir  be  afther  spakin  agin  ? — the  darlint, 

its  now  fourteen   nights  an  days  since  evir  a  word 

has  cum  out  o'  the  mouth  of  her;  an   look  at  her 

beautiful  eyes — how  wild  they  do  be  statin,  an  seein 

nothin  at  all— och,  they've  nevir  lost  the  look  they 

gave,    whin    that    savage    O'Kelly — Rosy,    Rosy," 

she  continued,   pressing  her  hands  on  her  forehead, 

whilst  a  fresh  torrent  of  tears  streamed  down    her 

weather-tanned  cheeks ;  **  myself  feels  as  if  the  head 

o'  me  was  splittin  in  two  halves,  an  my  sinsis  goin 
entirely  whin  I  think  of  it.'* 
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**  Mother j"  ssid  Rose  solemnly »  '^  our  Lady^U 
nevir  be  the  same  that  she  was  agin— no,  nevir — ^the 
heart's  gone  out  o'  her  body,  an  she'll  nevir  be  the 
same  agin — an  why  shud  she? — has'nt  she  lost  all 
that  was  in  the  world  for  her?  First,  the  La4y 
Elinor  was  tuk  away,  (the  Holy  Virgin  protect  her, 
poor  soul,  for  she'll  have  many  a  bitter  day  wid  that 
hard-hearted  man ;)  and  now*--mother,  the  sight 
we've  all  of  us  seen,  was  more  nor  enuff  to  brake  a 
heart  not  half  so  tinder  an  lovin  as  my  poor  Lady's 
— an  her's  is  broke  an  gone  outright,  an  she'll  nevir 
be  herself,  nor  have  her  right  mind  a^in." 

**  Well,  then,  and  may  be,  since  its  God's  will, 
why  its  better  she  shud'nt,"  answered  Alice;  '*  for 
what  shud  she  cum  to  her  sinses  agin,  ony  to  see  the 
sorry  sight  that's  in  the  world  now ;  she  does'nt  know, 
nor  does'nt  feel,  that  she's  lying  on  the  bare  heath, 
'stead  of  a  velvet  bed,  fit  for  the  likes  o'  her ;  nor 
that  'stead  of  her  owi|  grand  Castles,  she  in  a  poor 
shieling- — an  for  all  her  guards,  an  all  to  'tend  her, 
an  sarve.  her,  ony  poor  Alice  an  Rosy;  God  help 
uz,  its  little  the  likes  of  uz  can  do  for  her  in  her 
trouble  an  hardship — why,  its  better  she  shud  know 
nothin  of  it — ^her  eyes  are  dry— not  a  tear  has  fallen 
from  them  since — an  ours— oh !  Rosy,  our  eyes  are 
blinded,  an  our  cheeks  are  scalded  wid  the  burnin 
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team;    I'd  rader  far  see  lier  amsekas  aa  idie  is  like 
a  aloney  than  have  her  wake  ap  to  sncb  mhteow/' 

<«  Modiar/'  said  Roae,  •'  are  there  thim  in  tbe 
worid,  that'll  be  comia  to  look  after  her? — Lori 
Thomas,  an  Master  Redmond  will,  if  tliey're  in  life 
— 4>ut  they  say,  that  Loid  Th6maa  is  a  prisoner,  under 
that  cmel  I>eputy ;  an  Master  Redmond ^" 

As  she  spoke,  a  ghastly  figure,  pidlid,  emaciated, 
half  clothed  in  tattered  garments,  shiyering  in  the 
night  wind,  and  supporting  his  tottering  footsteps 
with  a  staff,  emerged  slowly  from  the  gloom  at  the 
entrance  of  the  hut,  and  passing  by  the  fire,  where 
Alice  and  Rose  sat  cowering,  stood  motionless  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed  of  heath,  on  which  lay  the  insen- 
sible Countess* 

The  two  women  gazed  with  a  kind  of  stapefacfioD 
on  this  silent  apparition ;  and  even  a  less  saperstitioos 
person  than  poor  Alice,  might  have  felt  tiie  shiver 
of  dread  which  pervaded  her  whole  frame — as,  in 
the  haggard  features  of  the  spectre  before  her,  and 
the  fair  ringlets  clotted  with  gore,  which  dung  axound 
the  death-^pale  countenance,  she  recognized  One  wboai 
she  had  last  beheld  under  a  hr  different  aspect* 

'^  Master  Redmond  V  murmured  Rose,  hiding  her 
fece  with  her  hands-*^'^  oh,  Christ  I  is  h.e  living,  or 
deadr 
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Hb  tpoke  not;  wad  Alice's  te«th  were  chattering 
ta  her  head  to  such  a  degree,  that  she  was  unable 
lo  articulate  a  word.  Rose  again  looked  up,  and, 
whilst  she  gaaed  with  dazzled  and  swimming  eyes, 
he  sunk  on  hb  knees,  and  extending  both  his  arms 
towards  the  Countess,  said-— 

**  Thou  art  mine,  Margaret — adored  Havgaret  !>— 
who  can  dispute  thee  with  me  now  ?  He  alone,  who 
bad  a  prior  claim^^-he  lies  cold  and  stUl!--Hind  I*— 
unh^py  broken-hearted  Redmond,  only  cling  to  life, 
that  I  may  avenge  his  wrongs,  and  thine,  beloved! 
Thou  aaswerest  not ! — steepest  thou,  Margaret  7-^ 
I  cannot  sleep-— my  brain  is  on  firet— ^my  lips  are 
parched  !-^I  heard  the  murmur  of  a  mountain  stream, 
as  I  sought  thee,  my  love,  but  I  could  not  stay  to 
leach  it — I  hastened  to  find  thee,  and  thou  wilt  not 
regard  me^ook  on  me,  Margaret,  dearest — look  on 
me — I  am  fiunt  and  weary !'' 

And  fatnt  and  weary  indeed  he  appeared,  as  he 
sunk  from  his  knediag  position,  aerass  the  leet  of 
ber  whom  he  thus  invoked  in  Tain. 

Drowned  in  tears.  Rose  sprang  towards  him,  and 
endeavoured  to  raise  him  in  her  arms,  but  was  unable. 
As  she  suppoited  fats  drooping  head,  she  cried  6ntr^ 

**  Oh,  mother  !^-4nother  i-^-come  to  liim,  he  is 
alive,  but  not  for  long-«*<ome  to  faim*«»come,  lie  is 
dying !" 
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Alice,  whose  superstitious  fears  had  vanished,  od 
hearing  his  heavy  fall,  and  seeing  Rose's  fruitlev 
efforts  to  raise  his  weight,  was,  iu  an  instant,  at  hit 
side ;  and,  lifting  the  matted  curls  from  his  youthful 
face,  exclaimed,  as  she  felt  his  huming  forehead — 

'*  Oh,  Jasus !  the  darlint  child — he's  in  the  faver, 
an  has  had  nobody  to  'tind  him — Rosy,  jewel,  la?e 
him  to  me,  an  rin  an  shake  up  some  heath  there,  in 
that  comer,  an  spread  our  mantles  over  it,  an  make 
it  the  best  ye  can,  till  we  see  an  do  somethin  for  the 
cratur,  'afore  he  dies  entirely  on  us.  Och !  blessed 
Virgin  !"  passing  her  hand  tiirough  his  tangled  locks, 
**  here's  a  cut  on  the  head  of  him,  that  I  could  put 
three  of  my  fingers  into — an  he's  all  over  gashes," 
continuing  her  examination ;  **  he's  all  cut  to  pieces, 
an  in  a  bumin  faver — rwhat  will  I  do? — ^what  wiH  I 
do  wid  him,  my  darlint  boy  7 — he's  the  last  o'  thuB 
all  that's  lift,  now,  ony .  my  poor  Lady,  aa  she'U 
nevir  look  up  more ;  an  we'll  have  the  berrin  <^ 
him,  too,  widout  a  candle  to  wake  him ! — Oh !  Rosy, 
make  haste,  jewel — what  are  ye  foostering  about 
there,  that  ye  hav'nt  the  bed  ready." 

But  Rose,  although  nearly  blinded  by  her  tea«, 
had  the  h^d,  such  as  it  was,  ready;  aiid»  by  hsr 
strength,  united  with  that  of  her  mother,  they  weie 
enabled  to  remove  the  helpless  object  of  their  soUei- 
tude  to  the  humble  and  primative  couch  which  they 
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had  prepared;  and  there,  by  the  tender  hands  of 
Aliee,  were  his  wounds  dressed,  and  by  the  weeping 
Rose  was  his  burning  brow  bathed,  and  cooling  drink 
administered  to  his  parched  lips,  in  vain ;  he  conti- 
nued alternately  raving,  or  insensible;  and  still  his 
cry  was  to  her,  who,  although  close  by  his  side,  he 
imagined  far  off;  for,  alas!  she  heard  not— -answered 
not  I . 

Alice  and  Rose,  with  that  devoted  attachment, 
which  the  Irish,  beyond  all  other  nations,  feel  for 
their  Chieftains  and  Leaders,  watched  every  turn  of 
his  disorder — every  breath  of  his  fast  ebbing  life ;  and, 
although  Alice,  at  least,  knew  that  his  recovery  was 
impossible — and  Rose,  if  she  nourished  any  thiiig 
like  hope,  was  almost  unconscious  of  such  feeling, 
still  they  relaxed  not  in  their  attentions,  by  day  or 
by  night,  and  with  the  same  zeal,  the  same  tender 
care,  as  if  they  had,  on  the  contrary,  known  that  the 
prolongation  of  his  life  depended  on  their  exertions. 

**  My  horse,  my  horse!''  he  cried,  in  a  hollow 
voice ;  *^  had  they  not  slain  my  gallant  horse, 
Redmond  might  yet  have  made  them  rue  the  day 
they  ever  trod  this  land.  My  horse — ^my  proud  ^  my 
swift  Brien ! — at  least,  thou  and  I — ^we  have  rendered 
one  good  service -^yes,  yes,  we  rescued  Am,  thy 
Master's  bleeding  body  from  their  sacrilegious  hands ! 
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Deep,  deep,  the  waters  roll  orer  him  now-— ^und  the 
barbarous  tyrant  can  no  longer  gaze  in  triiunph  on 
his  work !  But  there  is  yet  more  to  be  done,"  he 
continued^  starting  up,  and  forgetting  the  &ct  of  his 
noble  steed  having  been  destroyed^  to  which  he  had 
but  a  moment  before  alluded ;  **  there  is  yet  aMwe  to 
be  done — Mai'garet,  I  will  save  theel-^l^aii  sfaait 
be  once  more  a  Queen — Queen  over  my  heart,  asd 
over  thy  deyotcd  people ! — Redmond  will  avenge 
thee,  and  thine!  Halloo!  there — mj  horse — call 
forth  the  guards — ^the  Queen  comes  forth — her  loy^ 
guides  her.  Stand  back,  ye  craven  fools,  why  foil 
ye  not  down  to  worship  her ! — ^my  own — for  ever  my 
o^n — awake,  arise,  beloved — I  wait  for  thee-^-for 
thee  alone— why  dost  thou  not  arise  ?'^ 

His  piercing  cries  seemed  at  length  to  have  made  some 
impression  on  the  nerves  of  the  Countess,  although  not 
on  her  senses.  Suddenly  raising  herself  from  her  tt- 
cumbent  posture,  she  gazed  on  him,  not  with  a  look  of 
recognition,  but  as  the  source  from  whence  that  sound, 
which  had  aroused  her,  proceeded ;  her  movemest 
caught  his  eye — and  with  a  strength,  far  beyond  the 
efforts  of  his  watchful  attendants  to  restrain,  he  sprimg 
from  his  bed,  and  throwing  himself  with  violeDce 
across  that  of  the  Countess,  bis  head  sunk  on  her  knees. 

Alice  hastened  to  raise,  and  to  endeavour  to  remove 
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him — he  was  gone — he  had  breathed  his  last  at  the 
feet  of  her,  so  madly,  so  vainly  beloved — and  who 
was  never,  even  at  that  moment,  conscious  of  the 
passion  which  she  had  inspired. 

In  Kedmond  O'Carroll  expired  the  last  of  those 
daring  spirits,  at  thai  time  capable  of  exciting  Ire^ 
lajod  to  struggle  against  her  invaders.  The  imar- 
rection  of  1534,  emphatically  called,  *'  the  Rebellion 
of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald,"  was  then'  quelled, 
although  the  succeeding  tranquillity  was  short  lived. 
Irishmen,  and  quicksilver,  are  not  calculated  to  be 
restrained,  they  must  have  scope  for  their  restless  and 
eccentric  movements ;  and  whoever  attempts  to  confine 
those  movements  within  top  narrow  a  space,  cannot  be 
surprised  if  the  prescribed  boundaries  are  sometimes 
burst — properly  treated,  they  are  eminently  serviceable 
— but  under  nndue  controul  invariably  become  mis- 
chievous ;  to  ascertain  the  fact,  (with  respect  to  Irish- 
men, at  least,)  has  required  some  centuries,  and  much 
waste  of  blood  and  treasure  ;  but  it  seems,  at  length, 
to  have  forced  its  way ;  and  what  the  so  much  boasted 
wisdom  of  our  ancestors  was  unable  to  achieve,  the 
genius  and  liberality  of  a  few,  and  the  prudence  and 
experience  of  many,  is  now  likely  to  accomplish. 
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Years  rolled  on,  and  the  Countess  verified  Rose's 
prediction,  that  she  never  would  be  the  same  again; 
although  she  recovered  both  memory  and  feeling,  suffi- 
cient, at  least,  to  induce  her  to  enquire  respecting  tbe 
fate  of  her  unfortunate  daughter — ^who,  she  learned, 
had  survived  the  terrible  scene  of  which  she  had 
forcibly  been  made  an  eyewitness,  only  long  enough 
to  give  birth  to  a  sickly  infant,  which,  notwithstanding, 
lived  on  to  man's  estate,  and  was  the  ancestor  of  the 
young  Lord  Walter  Grey,  mentioned  in  the  intro- 
ductory Chapter  of  this  work.    •  •  • 


Whilst  Alice  lived,  she,  with  her  daughter,  con- 
tinued to  attend  on  the  Countess,  in  the  miserable  hut 
in  which  they  had  witnessed  the  tragical  end  of  the  last 
Earl  of  Desmond;  and  even  after  Alice,  at  a  good 
old  age,  had  been  gathered  to  her  fathers,  the  forlorn 
Countess,  with  Rose,  continued  to  inhabit  the  same 
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lonely  dwellings — and  the  once  blooming  Rose,  when 
become  a  faded  elderly  woman ,  worn  and  bent  with 
care  and  sorrow,  still  fieudifiiUy,  each  succeeding 
morning,  decked  with  wreaths  of  fresh  flowers  in 
summer,  and  in  winter  with  holly  and  ivy,  the  humble 
grave  wherein  was  laid  the  earthly  remains  of  Red- 
mond O'Carrbll — and  when  she,  also,  in  the  course  of 
time,  was  released  from  this  world's  sorrows,  she 
bequeathed  the  care  of  her  unfortunate  Lady  to  a 
young  relative,  who  truly  discharged  the  trust  during 
her  life,  and  dying,  transferred  it  to  her  grand- 
daughter, the  person  in  attendance  on  the  Countess 
at  the  period  when  she  was  discovered  by  the  young 
Lord  Walter  Grey,  within  a  short  distance  of  London, 
whither  the  aged  and  unhappy  Lady  was  proceeding 
without  any  determinate  object;  but  merely  in  the 
restlessness  of  an  unsettled  mind,  having  quitted 
Ireland  after  the  death  of  her  two  faithful  attendants, 
and  wandered  from  place  to  place,  in  the  vain  hope  of 
flying  from  her  own  painful  recollections,  which  her 
sole  occupation,  that  of  collecting  the  materials  from 
which  these  Memoirs  have  been  composed,  was  not 
very  likely  to  eflect. 

Of  these,  the  young  Lord  Grey  had  scarcely  finished 
the  perusal,  ere  the  messenger  and  attendants,  whom 
according  to  his  promise,  he  had  despatched  in  quest 
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of  his  aged  relative/  returned  with  the  intelligence, 
that  there  was  now  no  duty  remaining  for  him  to  per- 
form, save  that  of  giying  the  Countess  of  Desmond  a 
funeral  befitting  her  rank. 


THE    END. 
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